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The slale of our_slreel§— and hundreds Marrying under difficul (25. 
(1) Here, a son who has fuddled himself till he’s mad, (5) Now muzzles are “ off,” canine pets think it fun, 
Makes an wn-merry Christmas for mammy and dad ! And regard the New Year as O-Ca-Nine-ty One! 
(2) When in doubt, the gay Gaul goes around to annex (6) Tobogganers rollick on Parliament Hill— 
Certain African spots and purioin their effex. 'Tis a precious pursuit if you don’t get a spill. 
(3) The Clerk of the Weather, who Acre has been thick, (7) The state of our streets is an eye-sore to some— 
Has been Wick-edly summery, dealing with Wick. ‘* How can J sear so high!” quoth each Vestryman glum. 
(4) Fun, whose gladness and kindness ali nations extol, (8) Two couples who went to get wed, felt dismay, 


Here presents Miss New Year with bis Fifty-Third Vol. Vor it seemed as though Hymen were absent that day. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


@ —THE usual Boxing Night 
4 reheareal of the Christmas 
pantomime at the National 
theatre ; assed off with con- 
/ siderably more éclat than is 

customary. Indeed, only one hitch 
of serious moment—or rather several 
‘serious momente—occurred to mar 
Sthe general smoothness, This was 
{in the panorama, the elaborate 
character of which affords some 
excuse for shortcomings—or slow 
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Daunky LAN#,—King Oourtly sings a sprightly strain. 
A tander drive in Drury Lane, 


and jerky, not tosay topple-y comings! For the rest, although there 
was a lack of the spirit and smartness with which repetition will 
endow it, the production was got through neatly enough, and with a 
good display of genuine humour. Mr. Harris, in fact, appears to have 
learned (with his twelfth “try’’) that enough is likely to afford a 
considerably more comfortable feast than too much, and, although a 
judicious cut or two will doubtless be forthcoming, there is really no 
omission necessary on the score of time, 





A CAPITAL overture, of the wag-your-head-and-keep-time-with- 
your heels order, opens the ball; “God Save the Queen” is played, 
applauded, and hissed (by some of those genial beings who like to 
make everything jolly at Christmas time) all according to rule, and 
then the gallery settles down comfortably to make a row and prevent 
a word being heard for the first quarter of an hour or 80. When the 
music of the band soars over the tumult, we guess that the shiny 
green, red and black gentleman, with the peculiar expression and 
unpleasant eyes, is ‘‘ The Bogie Man,” and we are further wrought up 
to a pitch of seasonable cheerfulness 
by a flight of seven skeletons. How- 
ever, the presentation of three bril- 
liant tableaux in the space of about 
as many minutes dazzles the eyes, 
astonishes the nerves, and restores 
animation. 





THE Ball Room scene (the effect of 
distance is something wonderful, and 
lends much enchantment to the view) 
is &® magnificent display of beautiful 
and clever costumes, But perhaps 
the most wonderful thing in the whole 
scene is the sight of nine young ladies 
dancing a pas de hwit. The beautiful, 





Dauny Laser but wobbley panorama will some da 
“ You are, k Ou ” a . r y 
pe —_ now you a! be the scene of innumerable comicali- 


A German might observe, “Dy ties, seeing that the whole humorous 
beast !™ strength of the company is there al! 

; the time, On the first presentation it 

was chiefly remarkable for Lady Dunlo’s exhibition of ease in the 
management of seat and ribbons while driving probably the most 
eccentric and “difficult” tandem she ever sat behind. Mr. Fred 
Walton, who (in partnership with Mies Retta ditto) keeps up a good 
deal of episodic fun of a genuine sort throughout, gives cleverly some 
clever and funny tight-rope business, which, however. is not £0 : vel 


AS eOomre be : ear ¢ ’ an 
LN »L? i : ‘ 





which the skeletons in their sailor get-up are a trifle extra ghastly 
and probably lay the foundation of a juvenile nightmare or two!) 
leads up to the Rose ballet, which has all the effect I anticipated for 
it, and is certainly a most delicately 
beautiful scene, The brilliant display 
of the Temptation ballet is good, too, in 
its way ; and the show is brought toa 
termination with a highly original trans- 
formation scene —all food and drink, 
topped up with Beauty’s wedding cake. 


Suc old (Drury) stagers as Messrs, 
Campbell, Nicholls, Leno, the Griffiths 
Brothers and Tom Pleon need no descrip- 
tion. Lady Dunlo’s qualifications for 
the part of Beauty commence in her face 
—and stop there. She can’t act and she 
can’t sing and she can’t even dance 
worth speaking of. Miss Vesta Tilley 
does fairly well, but seems happiest when : 
trilling a music hall lay with all the Drury LANE.— 


‘ ” ’ ; Right face! quick march! halt! 
usual “effects.” Mr. D’Auban is an ideal os oe Seal 


pantomimist of a sound school: hecan ana} “Que j’aime le militaire ! 
act with intensity and impressiveness 

even behind a mask. Mr. G. Temple isa good Bogie, and the Leo- 
polds are highly skilful acrobats. There is a great deal of female 
symmetry on view,and the Harlequin- 
ade is chiefly remarkable for the ab- 
sence of our old friend Harry Payne. 





THE CRYSTAL PALACE.—One of 
the very pleasantest and wholesomest 
pantomimes I have seen for many a 
long day is the version of Dick Whit- 
tington which Messrs. Horace Lennard 
and Oscar Barrett have prepared for 
visitors to this establishment. It runs 
quite on conventional lines, but the 
story is in view all the time, and 
the whole tone of the thing, without 
any sacrifice of fun, is refined, with 
something of ‘‘a touch of poetry in it.” 
The scenery is good, the dressing is a 
delight to the artistic eye, and the 
performers are all well up to their 
work, and hearty in the execution of 
it. 





ORYSTAL PALACE.— 
Morocco’s King. In angry weather 


You should just see Morocco leather! Miss EDITH BRUCE gives us a 


Dick Whittington wholly in keeping 
with the spirit of the author. It is the performance of an accomp)ished 
actress as distinguished from that of the mere music hall “artiste,” 
with unobtrusive touches of pathos amidst its mirth, which must 
help the character to main- tain its place in the hearts 
of the youngsters. Miss Carrie Coote, though afflict- 
ed with a painfully ‘aughty expression, makes a very 
comely Alice, and foots it 
featly. Mr. J. J. Dallas's 
abundant humour finds 
plenty of ecope in Jack, 
the idle ’prentice. His 
song, “‘ Not Another 
Drop,” is rather 
gruesome, however, 
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ORYSTAL PALACE.— 
Dick and Alice, when Dick's starting, 
Dance, instead of cry, at parting. 





Jack the Idle, at the Pallas, 
He is Mr, J. J. Dallas. 


in the cold-blooded light of an afternoon show, intended mainly 
for children. ! am sure Mr. Dallas can find something quite as 
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A TOBOGGAN TETE.A-TETE. 
Charlie.—“If only we could go all through life like this, dearest 


—together, and so smoothly! ” 
Tsabel,— But not always down hill, dear!” 


NopDs AND WINKS.—“’Twas merry in the halls when the beards 
wagged all’’—(that rhymes just as well as the original)—and THE 
PAVILION led the way with its Christmas programme, The popular 
turns appear to be MacDermott on “The Fire Escape,’’ Miss Cora 
Cardigan on the flute, Kaufmann on the bicycle, Mr. Kenway on 
Lieutenant Coleand others, the Zoug-Zougs on the “ whirligig,” André 
on the “ deceive,” the Two Macs on the bounce, Sandow on the dumb- 
bell, and a strong contingent of fascinating ladies on the mash. 
With respect to the latter, I would instance Miss Annie Albu the 
tuneful, the smart Marie Lloyd, the symmetrical Addie Conyers, and 
the irrepressible Bessie Bellwood, Mr. Swanborough gives us no less 
than twenty-two turns—such turns !—THE TIVOLI has a really extra 
strong company of stars. Miss Lottie Collins is especially clever, 
neat and original on the light fantastic, and is there not Godfrey the 
brassy to the fore? Hi tiddly, hi, ti! He’s all right!—THeE 
TROCADERO offers the special attraction of several structural altera- 
tions and some lovely new upholstery. The bill is good, too ; as good 
as any, and better than some.—THE OXFORD has a lot of good things, 
as per usual, and is quite up to regular form. G. W. Hunter's is 
perhaps, the most taking of the male turns, although the Dunbars— 
I might say the Dan(horizontal)bars—are particularly clever 
gymnasts. NESTOR, 





Fastomania Moribunda. 
[Though Succi has successfully accomplished his forty-five days’ fast in New 
York, the exhibition has proved a financial failure.—Press.] 
SINCE the antediluvian date of his birth, 
Daddy FUN has ne'er wished (or in earnest or mirth) 
To deprive any well living creature on earth 
Of an innocent means of subsistence ; 
Yet he owns himself highly delighted to hear 
That the day of the faster’s declension is near, 
And his eye, which perchance should be dimmed by a tear, 
With the gladness of gratitude g.istens. 
'Gainst the fastera themselves Daddy FUN has no spite, 
He would hope that their paths may be fruitful and bright ; 
But he learns, for humanity's sake, with delight 
That the hard headed Yankees at last are 
So sick of this maddest, most vulgar and vain 
Of “experiments vile,” that they'll henceforth refrain 
From beholding—or see with repugnance and pain— 
The phenomenal Fast of the Faster ! 


It’s a part of our nature, howe’er it may be, 
To stand grioning and gloating with barbarous glee 
Over things that are gruesome and grisly to see, 
And you know with what morbid excite m: nt 
We rush to set eyes on some murdered one’s face, 
Or to ghoulishly brood o'er some crime tainted place, 
Or, at Courts of Assize, in each pitiful case 
Hear with pleasure the painful indictment, 
But, albeit the incomprehentible trait 
I'rom our nature will never be banished away, 
We may surely contrive to escape from the sway 
Of this last noxious craze, and to master 
The mad cacvéthes which bids us delight 
In the harrowing sight of the hand-to-hand fight 
'T'wixt King Death and some gloomy, cadaverous wight,— 
The febriferous Fast of the Faster |! 


Now, the fasters declare that their fasting is done 
With a view to the progress of Science ; but FUN 
Boldly dubs the assertion an infamous one, 
Which deserves our indignant rejection ; 
Tis a lie that is meet to be placed cheek-by-jowl 
With that other hypothesis, equally foul, 
Whicb, in Science’s name, makes dumb animals howl 
’Neath the horrors of vile vivisection. 
Though a man may be able from food to abstain 
For a couple of months, yet, that Science will gain 
No advantage from learning the fact must be plain 
To the mind of the worst medicaster ; 
And we trust that John Bull, for humanity's sake, 
Will his cue from the sensible Jonathan take, 
And endeavour at once to eternally BREAK 
The fatuitous Fast of the Faster! 
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CAUGHT! 
Irate Angler.—' What did you mean, you rascal, by telling me 
there was ‘capital fishing’ here, when I was fool enough to hire the 
water from you?” 
Rascal,— So there is ‘capital fishin’,’ sir, I'm sure, w’en you're 
a-doin’ on it. I never said nothink about capital catchin,’ yer know.’ 
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ON “BENIGN MISSIONS.” 


THe ART OF OPENING UP. 








t pla y two performers—one being Unarmed, conn ling and defenceless, and the other armed 
linowly into the wilderness, while I hide behind this bush.” Then the unarmed one carefully get t 


to save hi- fellow white man, he dashes into the wilderness and lays about right and left. Then Civilization 
t looking for r ivor}—or anything else worth having, 
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PARNELL AND THE GRAND OLD SKATIST. 
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A DISTINCTION. —theenoes 


Mr, Ulster.— I'm e0 busy, I can’t find time to get my dinner.” 
Seedy (/ent.—“ And I can't get the dinner to find time for.” 


Huxley, the Hard; 


Or, HARLEQUIN THE GOOD FAIRY MANNING AND THE 
SCIENTIFIC BOGIE MAN, 
[Cardinal Manning having, in reference to the present sufferings of the labour- 
ing poor and others, stated that “Every man has a right to bread or to work,” 


Professor Huxley wrote that his opinion of this is that “It is a very mischievous 
error.” 


“ Evy'RY man has a right, sirs, to bread or to work,” 
Quoth Manning, describing Want’s terrors ; 

But the hard headed Huxley this notion would burke, 
And class it with mischievous errors. 

“Would he have people starve?” folks of Huxley remark, 
“ And of charity thus show defiance?” 

Well, according to Huxley (but please keep it dark), 
Manning's notion’s subversive of science ! 


Like good Gradgrind of old, Huxley deals but with Facts, 
Not fanciful themes tuch as Manning’s. 
Hence, all aids for the poor are but lunatics’ acts, 
All benevolence Poesy's plannings. 
“ What, all have a right, sirs, to work or to bread ! 
Such a plan is with Wrong an alliance ! 
Tis & mischievous error, and eo may be said 
To be not in accordance with science.” 


Doubtless, Huxley's a decent old chap in his way, 
Though worshipping only his figures ; 
sut his form of expressing his viewe, we must say, 
Would make him seem full of stern rigours. 
Let him keep to the studies for which he is famed, 
And in which he can brave all defiance ; 
Fun and friends prefer Manning's idea, though they're blamed 
For not acting according to science ! 
——oooooooooooo——== 


The Entr’acte Annual, which always waits till its brother annuals 
have all been out, and thus winds up the year all alone, is again with 
us. Not only so, but we are glad to p dood that it has even improved, 
and it was always good. Of course, the principal feature of the six- 
penny year-book is the mass of lifelike portraits of theatrical and 
music hall celebrities by the ingenious Alfred Bryan. But there are 
many attractive and up to date sketches in prose and verse by such 
trained writers as John Hollingshead, Paul Meritt, Robert Reece, 
H, Chance Newton, Richard Henry and W. H. Combes, who remains 
boss of the Latr'acte show, 














On the Ice.—(SEE CARTOON.) 
(Mr, Gladstone celebrated his 81st birthday on the 29th ultimo.) 


ON the ice, on the ice, ; 
Primed with pleasure, yet precise, 

See the Grand Old Skatist, full of fire and full of fun ; 
See his pace and his grace, 
As he skilfully doth trace 

O’er the glistening, glassy sheet, the figures Highty-One! 
On the ice, on the ice 
Are some others—not precise— 

Sly Tories and Hibernians who'd fain win Fame’s big wreath, 
As they skate, all elate, 
Somehow they won’t go straight, 

But attempt to be too clever—so go down, or underneath ! 


In the ice, in the ice, 
Parnell’s in a mess not nice; 
He his manifesto clutches, but it gives him no control. 
And Balfour slips, Erin trips, 
While bould McCarthy to her skips ; 
Still the Grand Old Skatist goes it, while his foes are in a hole! 


On the ice, bearing ice 
Of true honesty’s device, 
May the Shrewd Old Skatist still skate on, as he has done ! 
May his life (and his wife !) 
Long be spared from stress and strife, 
And cut many following figures as he now cuts Highty-One ! 








“Is it true,as they are saying in the club, that you have gota 
play coming out at the Spangle Theatre?” asks Pribbleton, of hi. 
friend Blotson, in a tone from which he tries hard to eliminate al! 


suggestion of surprise. 


“ Quite correct, dear boy,” replies Blotson, buoyantly ; ‘“‘out at the 


stage door, marked to be called for, 
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THE ABUNDANT SPECIES, OR SUCH IS—CELEBRITY. 


Lady Elaine,— How nice! there are no celebrities here. 
Hon, Bellew Bludde.—Of course! the Duchess is far too particular 





to receive that class of people, 
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ATOHA! 
A STERNUIATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS, 
IV, 


“The way was long, the wind was cold, 
The minstrel was infernal old ; 
The harp, his all remaining joy, 
Was carried by an orful boy.” 
—School Board Exercise in Prosody. 


WHITHER has Bethaliz flown? 

Whither, indeed? The historian may follow 
her, if John Pettyblue may not. 

“‘ Mamsey,” says the girl, wistfully, as she 
stands with Mrs. Le Marchare in the tennis- 
court of the “Travellers’ Hotel,” at Gizeh, 
whilst the Great Pyramid looms before them in 
all its angular immensity,* “I am young, am 
not I? and should not I enjoy life while I can ? 
O, it would be so easy to do if people would 
only not ask me questions. But they go on 
and on,:like Ollendorf. I shall have peace only 
in dying.” 

“ T have tried,” says Mrs. Le Marchare, dis- 
consolatelier than ever that jolly matron has 
been known to speak, “but the climate is 
against dye.” She points to her snow white 
pyramid of capillary woe. ‘ Roberts’ Restorer 
turned it green, and you did not like that.” 

“ You looked like a matronly mermaid, you 
dear old frumpkins!” cries the girl, with 
feverish gaiety. 

“Then,” says Mrs. Le Marchare, ponderingly, 
“T tried Jones’ Rejuvenator. That turned it 
scarlet, all but one lock. And you said it was 
not respectable to have one’s mother looking 
like Vesuvius in eruption.” 

“So I did,” cries Bethaliz. 

“Then,” pursues her parent, “I tried a new 
preparation. It dyes the skin of the head per- 
manently, leaving the hair untouched. You 
said then that the hand of Fate was against 
us.— Where is that child?” 

Bethaliz starts as if an asp had stung her. 

‘We shall soon have to put him in Jersey 
suits,” says Mrs. Le Marchare; “he will soon 
grow out of knowledge.” 

“T wish he would,” aspirates Bethaliz, with a sob in 
her voice; “then perhaps people would leave off asking 
questions.” 

Meanwhile, the Anonymous Infant, who has escaped 
from nursery bondage, has started on a voyage of discovery. 
With frock and pinafore besmeared with reddish dust, with 
a countenance whose native charms are obscured bya glaze 
of treacle, he has wriggled his way across the scorching 
Cairo road. Now, with chuckling crows of joy, he begins to 
swarm up the Great Pyramid. Bronzed Arabs and ragged 
fellahs look on indifferently. 

‘‘ What shall we have for lunch?” wonders Bethaliz, un- 
heeding the Infant’s peril. 

“Cheops,” replies Mrs. Le Marchare, absently, “ you always get 
enough of that in Egypt.” Then, with a bleaching face of horror she 
gasps out,t “ Look! there!” 

And, with stiffening limbs, Bethaliz recognizes{ the peril of her— 
of —— 

“Keep your hair on!” cries a voice, ringing like an archangel’s 
trumpet in the ears of the mother and daughter. Is it not John Pet- 
ty blue, wholeaps from a crowded Cairo omnibus, forgetting to pay his 
fare? John Pettybluein yellow boots, tourist suit of tweeds, and cork 
helmet. His puggaree floats limply upon the faint Egyptian breeze 
as he scales step after step of the Pyramid. The Undergraduate 
labours behind him. Alweelia hangs out of the omnibus window, 
screeching entreaties “on ears that hear not, and gazing after the 
retreating form of her lover, with tearful pink eyes. 

“ Ga-ga!” babbles the Anonymous Infant. His knees are abrased, 
his plaid frock is in ribbons, but he climbs on stubbornlier and per- 
severinglier than ever. John Pettyblue draws nearer ; he is three 
steps beneath. Looking up, he sees the Infant curiously foreshortened. 
Of whom does that child remind him? And why—why has the 
mother of Bethaliz got white hair? 

He crawls nearer—nearer yet. Now he has him—he has him by 
the leg. “ Mum—mum!” 

The Anonymous Infant liquefies into tears. He bellows stento- 








* Thanks. Have gota“ Murray.” Cut descriptions. 
People don't garp with their faces—they do it with their mouths] 
A ld she recognize with her limbs 7—1! PON, 
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riously. He stretches out his arms from that giddy eminence towards 

the green grass plat far, far beneath them, The women stand there— 
a black woman and a white woman. To which of these——! 

“I will put it to the test,” John Pettyblue says, grinding his teeth. 

Foolish John, to waste aeel lasting molars upon 

petty, fleeting emotions! Has not this agony, 

this doubt, been endured by scores of other men ? 

“Catch!” he cries, loudlier and imperiousler 
than he has ever yet spoken. Down below, in 
the little green tennis-ground, the black woman 
and the white woman extend yearning arms. 
Both at once! If only one had done it, the 
doubt would have been set at rest for aye. 

“ Gam—mam ! ” gurgles the Anonymous Infant. 
And with-a bolt of ice running from 
his collar down to his boots, John 
Pettyblue puts it to the test. 


y tS > « y ; . if .a\ 
+. aes “ae A plaid frock, a torn pinafore 
3 ! a ball, - ' ; 


pe of plat, pink. arma, and 






a pair of plump, pink arms, and 













Mee” 2%, —=ditto legs, hurtle through the air.— 
yr a ONG yy, 7, John Pettyblue has thrown the An- 
A tee Va «6° \~=—sConymous Infant from the apex of 
AUS Ro 4 ag the Great Pyramid, 


\ > ‘wads’ a4 L414} , x Yon . . 
Tes YN A thin, shrill cry comes up from 
TTR Ss below. 





pot aT A \ The native conductor of the Cairo 
Be SS SS TSS i | omnibus is struggling with Alweelia, 
te who writhes and scratches in hys- 


terics. 

“ How's that, Umpire?” shouts 
The Undergraduate. 
\ John Pettyblue and the Pyramid 
\ of Cheops seem to the former to 
have turned a summersault. 


(To be resumed next week.) 







Fizz-iological, 
[It is stated that a certain hotel company insists on receiving a douceur of £500 
for taking up any brand of champagne.) 
'T18 said that a noted and big Hotel Co. 
Won't take up a brand of champagne, 
Unless for some five hundred sovereigns or 80, 


And of this some wine growers complain. 
We regard the idea as disdainful,— 
In fact, one might call it (cham)pagneful ! 





THe French Customs Committee are going to impose a duty on 
cotton yarns. We wish our Excise officials would impose a duty on 
skating yarns, for since the prevalence of the frost they have become 
something cruel. 
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Application of same. Slight differences arise. 
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And here's her Pa, bang full of beef, Item : his stick. Item : his boots 
beer and British Bulldogism 


Still at it. Business brisk. Unexpected finish, Arrival of Bo’sun Bill with his blushing Bride. 








THE ROUND OF THE THBHATRES., 


THE Festive Season's come again and with it, as of yore, 
Old Thespis gives himself a shake and sparkles to the fore ; 


to see what he has done, 
90-91, 


FUN is forced to own 
on his throne ; 

His realms are much curtailed this 
although we’re bound to say 


is holding sway. 


feast— 


and the Beast, 


And FUN goes forth with lorgnette armed, 


And give you “‘Thespis up to date” for 


Well, Pantomime is King, although your 


That ancient monarch seems a trifle shaky 


He wields the sceptre famously where he 


At Drury Lane we have a very satisfying 


Spectacular and humorous—in Beauty 


The Crystal Palace tells the tale of Whittington and Cat 
(And Horace Lennard has the same poetical and pat) ; 
It is as good a pantomime as e’er I wish to see, 
With wholesome fun and bright costumes 
and goodly sceneree, 


There dainty Edith Bruce portrays the 
enterprising Dick, 

In manner which must be described as 
absolutely “slick ” ; 

There's Dallas, too, as Idle Jack, the Cat, 
and many more, 

And Mr. Barrett’s music must inevitably 
“ score,” 


The Surrey with its Sleeping Beauty also 
met our eye ; 

The good old Brit., which formulates The 
Spider and the Fly ; 

The Elephant and Castle quite a merry 
Blue Beard have ; 

And Aladdin with his lamp you'll find 


year, 








There Nicholls, Campbell, Leno and the 


disporting at the Pav. 


> rest disport, you know, 
And all the jinks you'll find done high. 


There |)'Auban makes a splendid Beast, and Wallace 
gets a smile, 

And Vesta Tilley’s good in spite of music hally style ; 

The rr Room scene, the Bogie Man, the Skeletons who 
clown, 


The Roses and the Wedding Cake will be the talk of town. 


Tke Grand, at Islington, presents The Babies inthe Wood, 

The Mary'bone has got the same tacked on to Robbing Hood; 

The cro with The Forty Thieves, has got upon the 
job, 

They won't retire from business till they've lightened 
many a fob, 


The Prince of Wales's Theatre I next, perhaps, may sin 

Which shows the dainty pantomime they wall The Ross 
and Ring ; 

I think the player people will be satiated quite, 

For, don't you know, they're giving a performance day 
and night, 


(including what's Dun-lo), 


There’s Carmen Up To Data at the Gaiety, 
you know 








(And those who haven’t seen her should immediately go), 
With ha Stanley in the cast, and Arthur Williams— 
e 


And sue they’ll make it stronger still by adding Sylvia 
rey. 


Unchanged since eighteen eighty-nine the Savoy show 
appears, 

They're doing now, as they were then, the merry 
Gondoliers, 

a been changes in the cast, but those who're in 

e list 

Are all so good that they who're gone are certainly “ not 
missed,” 

The Lyric offers La Cigale—most wonderful of shows— 

(You've _ the pedants’ voices on the title, I sup- 
pose 

Cigale may mean cicada or grasshopper, boys, or both, 

But La Cigale means money, and a lot, “ I’il take me oath.” 
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A STUDY IN CAUSATION. i 
Sister Angelique.—“ OUR NEW CURATE IS DECIDEDLY GOOD LOOKING ; BUT HIS SERMON DID NOT IN THE LEAST INTEREST ME. 


Sister Mercy.—“ ON THAT ACCOUNT, DEAR, PROBABLY,” 
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Of light and airy comedy you cannot well comp'aio, The Pharisee the Shaftesbury will cheerfully disclose ; 
And first upon the list appears that flighty creature Jane ; The Adelphi claims attention for a bonny Kaglish Rose ; 
A flavour of vulgari : _ : 
But ono Gs fe rig Paecnpetones Raper gia you expect ? | The New Olympic revives The Silver Aing for their choice ; 
| The Covent Garden Mi’lion from the million claims a voice ; 
At Terry’s, there’s Jn Chancery—a second life it’s gained— I'd recommend Her Majesty's, likewise St. James's, but 
(And thoroughly deserving of the favour it’s obtained) ; (With the Royalty, the Vaudeville, the Globe and Toole’s) 


The Strand Our Flat’s attractiveness it secems will never they're shut. 


fail, 


It may be Flat, by Jingo! but I'm bothered if it’s stale ! Two other shows 620 good ones; ae the bard at ones con 


fesees, 

And one of them's at Sadler's Wells, and one at the 
Princess's ! 

Though thus to place them side by side is not, perhape, 
la chose,— 

One's famous for ite opening, the other for its clothes! 


The Court Prime Minister, my boys, you'll find in office 
still, 

Where Mrs. Wood and company are working with a will ; 

The Garrick Pair of Spectacles will raise no sneering 
cough, 

=nee Mr. Hare, it’s probable, will shoitly take them 
off. 


The play at the Criterion, decked out in pretty clothe, 

Will prove a great attraction (as it ought to, goodness 
knows!) 

The Judge is sitting gaily at the Opera Comique, 


Then, having done the theatres, the active Mr. FUN 

To all the music halls and entertainments took a run— 
The Empire and Alhambra are with ballets in full swiag, 
But there are other people who recite and dance and sing. 


The Tivoli, the Pav., the Troc. and Oxford, you must know, 

And takes a jury's verdict every evening, so to speak. Have -— a reg'lar right-down rattling roaring Tod, 

MAs 8DOW ; ’ 

Then you'll find at the Lyceum the delightful Much Ado In crowds to Moore and Burgess and the Mohawks people 
(With Rarenswood o’ Fridays, and some other changes too) ; | To Hengler’s Cirque, to Sanger’s and the Royal Aquarium, 

Tae Avenue sweet Sunlight and the Shadow will disp'ay, 

Till February shifts them, and they fal! St. James's way, | 





Then, if away to Islington you're ready to repair, 
You'll find the gamesome carnival entitled “ The World's Fair” ; 


Beau Austin (all but Monday nigats) is at the Haymarket And when the whole collection you have visited and tried, 
(For Mr. Jones’s Dancing Girl is scarcely ready yet) ; I must observe, you ought to be completely satisfied. 
az 1 .RESPONDENT? Tet r does l hims uknowledge, ret ra ors sy for Contributions. in no cam will they be returned ces 


ac pants y a samped and directed envelope 
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OUR GUELPH EXHIBITION AT MUDSLUSH. 


ee some of our leadin’ local men at Mudslush resolved % get up a Guelph Exhibition’ 
on their own account and cut out the Cockneys 
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(1) Seal fishing troubles at Behring’s Straits? Yes ; cablegrams reveal ’em ; (5) So good a skating season has not been for years vouchsafed us— 
Still, ‘ Fiat justitia” let us say, and also ** Ruat seal-um.” Old J. Frost's a precious (s)caterer, although he somewhat chafed us, 
(2) Canadian Indians loyal are to white men in their nation ; (6) No end of piteous appeals John Bull must now accede to— 
But American Redskins oft have cause for pale-face detestation. And Balfour has at dast found out that Ireland is in need, too ! 
) The long and bitter railway strike here shows still fiercer friction (7) ‘These wild steeds in their mad career were by this bobby collared : 
; ; ; i , ; } ‘ee ’ ’ 
But weren't the Companies just a bit ¢ ick to try eviction Io that courageous conetable let’s hope reward has “ follered.”’ 
. 7 5 
(4) Poor little birds are perishing in hundreds through the snow-tim: (Ss) At Gravesend they turned on the hose the snow-slush to be thinning 
, ; 5 er ’ i 
So do your best to help the mites amid their weary woe-t : But the cleansing torrents quickly froze and sent the natives spinning ! 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


—The People’s Idol, 
*C e although remodelled, and, to 


some extent, recast, has not 

met with sufficient idolatry 

to keep it on its pedestal. 
The mob leader 
is dethroned, 
/ and monarchy 
reigns supreme 
—in other 
words, Mr. 
Wilson Barrett 
has revived 
The Silver 
King. I have 
no special lean- 
ing towards the 
mobocracy my- 
self, but I must 
pie confess to & 
pam feeling of re- 
ZA gret that better 
ty Mortune has 


























not attended | 
Mr. Barrett's , 
first adven- 
ture (new 
series). It 
was not a bal 
play, in my opin- 
ion, and very 
narrowly escaped 
being @ gool ue New OLymuric.—OLD FRIENDS -MOST OF THEM 
play. But the WITH NEW FACES, 

public are the 

arbiters of dramatic fate, and if they didn’t like it, why, there’s an end. 





The Silver King needs no criticism at this time of day—it is 
probably one of the finest and “solidest " melodramas ever written, 
and the chief character one in which Mr, Barrett is certainly 

at his best. There 

ie, no doubt, some- 
thing a trifle 
comic in Wilfrid 
Denvers vir- 

j tuous = indigna- 
(/A/, tion when he 
LA finds he hasn't 

{ 



















committed the 
murder (for, of 
course, he is 
morally—or im- 
morally — guilty 
of it, if not 
actually) ; at the 
same time the 
veriest stickler 












Tug Lrcevm.—ITER0-1cs, 


for the eye for an eye 
principle will scarcely 
contend that the would-be 
murderer is not pretty 
severely punished for his 
contemplated crime—moral- 
ly, even actually. I do not, 
and never did like Mr. Geo, 
Barrett's Jaikes, but it is a well 


irawn character, and the performance = 
tolerable in every sense. The con- OCevbeniven Staeares & 

: ; RA | ~~ i t . VTRR- 
centrated venom of the original (AINMENT BY TH} : > 





round the London suburbs. It is called Robinson 





“ Spider” is not to be expected. Mr, Willard has, indeed, made it a 
nat task for any actor to follow him ; but Mr. Cooper-Cliffe acquits 
himself fairly well. Mr. Mark Melford, and Mr. A. Manning are well 
suited as “ Father Christmas ” and “ The Duke,” and the lengthy roll 
of minor characters is well and intelligently 
presented in nearly every instance, 


Miss WINIFRED EMERY’'S performance of 
Neliie is what a “stagy minded” person (80 
to say) would call an incorrect one, and 
what a lover of the artistically true and 
natural would go into raptures over. 
hasten to say J am in raptures—with the 
obvious inference (I don’t mean in raptures 
with the obvious inference—but you follow 
me). I don’t know that there is any turn of 
this exacting character to which Miss Emery 
is not equal ; in her light hearted moodsshe Taw LyrozuM.— QUITE 
is delightful, as always, but in her moments THE DON. 
of sadness and despair she shows an unex- 
aggerated tragic intensity which makes one feel very uncomfortable. 
We are not accustomed to have a melodramatic heroine’s woes made 
so real. I wept bitter tears; nothing would console me even after it 
was all over, and I could see that several policemen did me a cruel 
wrong in their thoughts as I went staggering homeward oppressed 
with the sorrows of poor gentle Nellie Denver, 








THE LycrumM.—A curious, but perfectly valueless and inconse- 
quent thought has occurreito me, In the autumn of the year 1882, 
when The Silver King had just commenced its long and brilliant 
career, Mr. Irving deligkted the community with a splendid revival 
of Much Ado about Nothing, and—well,—here we are again! It is, 
perhaps, the most satisfying revival of all the satisfying revivals 
which have distinguished the latest régime at the Lyceum. Both 
Mr. Irving and Miss Terry are unquestionably at 
their best in comedy, and their Benedick and 
Beatrice are delightful treats, Miss Annie Irish is 
an acquisition, and makes an excellent Hero; Mr. 
Terriss’s Claudio is firm and incisive (perhaps a 
trifle too incisive for some tastes); and Mr. 
Macintosh is a capital Dogberry. The revival is, 
in all respects, as good as ever it was under Mr. 
Irving's management—and who can say more for 
it? 


Nops AND WINKS.—A few more words on the 
Christmas shows—unuttered before from want of 
room. Concerning the Crystal Palace, I should 
like to remark that one of the brightest perform- 
Tug LyceuM.—A ances in the cast is that of Mises Kate Sullivan, 

enum tanaee. and Miss Susie Vaughan’s Emperor of Morocco 

ANCE. is quite sufficient evidence that that monarch is 
not dead yet. Miss Kate Chard, Mr. Deane Brand 


and Mr. W. Hogarth take care of a considerable amount of “ vocal 
harmony” with the best results. I couldn’t help thinking itan odd 


choice for a sea captain, however, when the last named gentleman 
gaily trilled us “Whips and Spurs.” There are a lot more clever 
people in this pantomime, including Mr. Mat Robson, and by no 
means forgetting Mr. David Abraham as the 

clever cat, — 4 








ANOTHER what I call clear-headed pantomime, 
is a sort of cabinet affair which, starting from 
Richmond after an eight days’ stay, is going 





Crusoe, is written by Messrs. Horace Lennard an 
J. T, Denny, dressed by Wilhelm, stage managed by 
Mr. J. A. Cave, acted with spirit by Misses Jennie 
de Brent, Emily London, the Sisters Veni, and a lot 
of other nice girls, and Messrs, E. Sidney, R. 
Sweetman, Harry Kitchen, etc., etc., and much 
appreciated by audiences, 


THE MOORE AND BURGESS MINSTRELS present a 
Christmas programme of the usual novelty and pro- 
portions. The perennial gentleman in the corner 
distinguishes himself with “The Golden Jubilee,” 
and Mr. Eugene Stratton, besides repeating his 
account of “The Whistling Coon” (which has not 
only “come to stay,” but, seemingly, to stay 
always), treats us to the American version of the 
inevitable “ Bogie Man.” The rest of the programme 
and performers are of the usual char. cter and in first-rate form.— 
Mr. Louis Tussaud gives something of an:w departure to the waxwork 
business by arranging his figures in expressive groups, NESTOR. 
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Miss Quisby.—' AH! YoU ARMY MEN, LIEUTENANT, ARE TOO CONCEITED. 
The Lieutenant.—‘“I HAVE, THOUGH,” 
The Lieutenant.—“ON A GIRL'S CHEEK!” 


‘SMELT POWDER,’” 


A Nineteenth Century Eclogue. 
“ Music hath charms.’’—Shakespeare, 
CORYDON, 

O, AMARYLLIS, is there any bliss 
Can vie with ours—to lie in this sweet 
shade, 
While I wake Echo with that tune or this 
On my full-toned accordion deftly played ? 
AMARYLLIS. 
Supreme, O Corydon, were my delight 
To watch our lambswool-coated charges 
stray, 
feclining in this shade from morn till night, 
The while you on your loud accordion play. 
CORYDON. 


‘Twas not, O Amaryllis, for your face 
I learned to love y nor your tempting 
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ONE TO HIM. 


Nor for the charm of all you nameless grace, 
But for the komage of you faultless taste. 


AMARYLLIS. 
I know you love me, Corydon, full well— 
As dearly as you love your fleecy flock, 
Or your accordion, which, truth to tell, 
Makes you forget the speeding of the clock. 


CORYDON, 
I do not count the happy hours, I own— 
The happy hours that make the happy day; 
And sadly, when the day to night has grows, 
My lov’d accordion I put away. 
AMARYLLIS. 
How I adore each tone, you cannot doubt, 
Nor yet how utterly I feel its pow'r; 
But food, alas! I cannot do without, 
Or I'd not hint that tea-time’s past this 
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WHY, THERE'S NOT ONE IN A HUNDRED THAT EVER 
Miss Yuisby.—“ REALLY, HOW ROMANTIC | 


WHERE?” 





In f{Hlemoriam. 


CHARLES KEENE, 
Born 1823, Died January 4th, 1591, 


WHEN Charles Keene to his eterna! 
rest, the world lost an artist who must always 
rank as one of “England’s worthies.” In 
social worth, he was the embodiment of sim- 
plicity with all that is manly, and his depar- 
ture from this life will be long and deeply 
mourned, The writer of this brief tribute to 
his memory was a fellow-worker with him in 
his early days at the Clipstone Street Life 
School, and, with many others, has seen with 
pride and pleasure the great development 
of his graphic powers. 
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“IN DARKEST IRELAND.” 
GENERAL BALFOUR’S GREAT SALVATION SCHEME.—NO CONNECTION WITH 
GENERAL BOOTH & CO., OR ANY OTHER SALVATION ESTABLISHMENT. 


l Ses f art "i f Crses, j iP 


' 
| 








FUN. 





JANUARY 14, 1891. 








NOT QUITE CLEAR, 

Host. —" Who'll take some more clear soup? Hullo! what’s this? 
Has anything happened to Augustus Adolphus, the baby?” 
Guest (who has partaken),—" Oh, take me home to die!” 





Booth’s Bounce! 


{ Regarding Commirsicner Smith's pertinent criticiem of the autocratic method of 
“General” Booth, the “ General” states that he will bave “no inspector, commis- 
sioner, or an} one else to control bis actions, or interfere with him as to the manner 
in which he carries out his proporals!” also, that if he allows anyone to be asso- 
ciated with him, it shall only be “an ear), a duke, or the Prince of Wales’’!) 


Or Booth and his boom a great deal has been said, 
Now “ off,” now “on,” now pro, now con, 
All agree that the thousands who starve must be fed ; 
But the method not all can agree upon ; 
All would gladly see “ Darkest England" made bright, 
But all don't follow Booth’s bouncing—qwite,— 
Yet the “General " at all interference rails, 
He pooh-poohs honest Smith 
As the merest myth, 
And declares with “ vim,” 
None shall lead with him 
Save “an Ear), or a Dake, or the Prince of Wales!” 


Heaven knows, FUN would ne’er by the slightest word, 
Do aught that would check true charity's flow, 
But Booth's big bragging is too absurd, 
He’s playing it really a bit too low. 
Can the self-styled General need a proof 
That others have toiled for the Poor's behoof ? 
That in their hearts charity never fails? 
Then let him pronounce 
With a bit less bounce,— 
Let him answer forthwith 
His true co-worker Smith,i 
Ere he touts for “ Karls, Dukes, or the Prince of Wales!” 








New Leaves. 


“ ANOTHER BROWNIE BOOK,” by Palmer Cox (T. Fisher Unwin). 
—This is a work of considerable pretension—but not of greater pre- 
tension than performance. It is full of fine fanciful notions and 
curious conceits. It is running over with characteristic illustrations 
in which the author's pencil and his pen are capital company for 
each other.—‘The Dramatic Peerage,” compiled by Erskine Reid 
and Herbert Compton (The General Publishing Company).—Here we 
have, arranged in alphabetical array, My Lords, Ladies, and Gentle- 
men of the theatrical uppercrust ; their pilgrimages and performances, 
all in apple-pie order.—“ Datiful Daughters,” by Sutherland Ed- 
wards (Eden Remington and Co.).—This is simply the ancient tale of 
Lear and his daughters in modern guise, and with a modernly devised 
finish.—“ The Missing Member,” by Elwin Lee (same publishers), is 
a highly strung story played upon the “ Fenian” fiddle, 

Intense interest hangs round H. M. Stanley’s article in Scribner's 
about “The Pigmies of the Great African Forest,” but for the charm 
of sr we go to the second part of Sir Edwin Arnold's “ Japonica,” 
to which the illustrations are simply delicious, “Modern Fire 
Appliances” and “The Rothenburg Festival Play” are the other 
chief points of interest.— St. Nicholas is full of fascination on every 

nage. After following “ The Fortunes of Toby Trafford,” a good deal 
may be learned in “A Great Industrial School.” The young folks 
will find a funny rhyme for repetition, with funnier illustrations in 
“ W hat Could a Farmer Do!” Then there is the beginning of 
“ Kffie’s Visit to Cloudland and the Moon.” and a lot more that we 





have not room to mention.—In The English Illustrated there is the 
instalment of “The Witch of Prague,” and the papers range from 
“La Grande Chartreuse” to “ Association Football. And the com- 
bined talents of Messrs. Outram, Tristram and Hugh Thomson send 
forth “Cabs and their Drivers” as cleverly characteristic as can be. 
—With The Boy’s Own Paper is given a folding coloured frontis- 
piece, showing the “ Costumes of the British Cavalry,” which is well 
done, and good for reference.—Sunday at Home also has a charming 
coloured frontispiece of “ Fair Children.”—The Leisure Hour, The 
Girl’s Own Paper, and Friendly Greetings are as full of good things 
as ever.— The Mischief of Monica” goes on in Longman’s, and the 
story of “The Three Doctors” is humorous and well rhymed, with the 
sole exception of “saw” being twice over made to rhyme with “ door, 

which it really does not. “The Donna in 1890” should stir the souls 
of the charitable.—Household Words has of both fiction and fact 


enough and to spare, as it always has. 





This is (S)teaking. 


Just lately, at a certain Primrose League-al habitation— 
That’s located in the district called 8.E.— ate 
They’ ve started a steak dinner for the better combination 
Of those Leaguers not too flush of £ s. d, 
Tis time they put some steaks into the country (if not tough), 
For assuredly the Primrose League has had mis-steaks enough | 





Another Plea for the Dicky Birds. 


MAny letters have been appearing in the newspapers appealing to 
kind hearted persons to feed the winter oppressed birds in their 
gardens, and suggesting the kind of food best suited to their wants. 
FUN entreats them further not to forget, while providing the proper 
kinds of food, that the grateful objects of their charity will take it 
by the peck. 
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THE TEST. 
my Gwen (before curtain rises).—" This ‘piece is rather good, 
isn’t it?” 
et cain. Cntooard MI should think so—at least, the critics all 
siated it!" 
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ATOHA 
A STERNUTATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS. 


Vv. 
Query. What is Faith ? 
Answer. Faith is that faculty which enables the Christian to believe that which 
he is quite sure cannot be true.—Sunday School Examination Book, 


“ BoTH at the same instant they = him, did not they?” John 
Pettyblue says, ruefully. John Pettyblue in the middle of Shadiest 
African scenery, very much the worse for wear.* Brown and tattered 
are the once immaculate splendours of his puggaree, his yellow boots 
are shrieking for repairs, while his tweed tourist suit banners itself 
upon the breeze in many a streaming pennon, In like case is The 
Undergraduate. In like case Al- 
weelia, who has been borne from 


wish that Alweelia would not take the trouble, 
PP. is sad to be so far from one’s relatives,” Alweelia goes on, mov 
gly. 
“We have too many ants about us already,” cries The U dergra 
duate. John Pettyblue turns upon him sepronchiall . 
“ Did Stanley ever joke?” he asks, with cutting emphasis, 
The Undergraduate shakes his head sadlily, Tears stand in his blue 
| bulbular eyes, 
“Is not he a handsome man?” whispers Foolabella, pinchin 
| Alweelia in the waistband, and pointing to Fuzzwiganga, the leader 
of the Bragesi Braves, “and he has a soul for beauty, I feel sure, He 
looked at me just now with such a lon expression, and showed 


| Earnestlier than ever he has wished anything does John ;Pettyblue 











Bagamoyo, balewise on the heads 
of succesive relays of ebonised 
humanity ; and Foolabella, who is 
persuaded that every sable man 
and brother who looks upon her | 
looks but to love. 
‘We have lost our way,” says The 

Undergraduate, doubtfullier than | 








he has yet spoken ; “how shall we ( 
find it?” \ 


“ Blazes!” returns John Petty- 
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his beau teeth. I can’t de- 
scribe what a turn it gave me.” 
rh | “Holler boys!” John Pettyblue 
j = ent stentosiouslar than ever he 
Hf] ou or weeks, “ we're out 
" of the Wood!” 
| So they are, With cries of joy 
the Expedition breaks into a 
run.* , . . . But what confronts 
them on the grassy plain? Is it 
possible? Have they overtaken 
another Expedition in the heart of 
Shadiest caf 









blue, picking a fungus, John is not | de a PPS The lon 
| le erry ; g, sinuous column, snake- 
using bad language, butspeaksin | nt UG like, arrests its progress. The 


reference to tree marks left by pre- 
ceding caravans. 

“What are you going to do with 
that?” The Undergraduate’s coun- 
tenance expresses a lively anxiety. 

“T have come to the point in my 
Journal,” says John, “where the 
agony is expected to reach the cul- 
minating point. The Leader of the 
Expedition must be reduced to 
prey on indigestible vegetable mat- 
ter, or the volume willnotgodown = _ 
with the public.” The fungus goes 
down as John Pettyblue speaks, 
He opens his note book, and calmly | 
classifies its botanical species, | | 

“ Fungosus twmmiakus,” reads | | 
The Undergraduate over his 
shoulder. “ Are you sure you have | 
got hold of the right name ?” 

“ Certain,” says John Pettyblue, 
with an involuntary writhe. “ But 
you—you are forgetting your duty, 
are not you? Remember your 

romise to the Capsular Condensed 
fsteak Company.” 

The Undergraduate groans,vainly 
trying to recall his covenant. | 

“When we had reached a cer- | 
tain point of thrilling starvation,” 
says John, “ somebody was to tum- 
ble down, almost a corpss, but not 
quite; and to be revived when al- 
most, but not quite, at the last gasp, 
by a Condensed Beefsteak Capsule 
administered by one of the Leaders 
of the Expedition, ‘whom the 
Artist attached to the caravan was | 
to pho ph in the act.’” bs 

The Undergraduate hangs his — 
head lowlily. | | a tee 
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head sweeps round. John Petty- 
blue and The Undergraduate 
press forward. 

Rings out a voice, no sweetlier, 
no melodiouslier the voice of Betha- 
liz might utter, “ Halt!" 

“It is she, is not it?” The 
Undergraduate shouts, shaking 
John Pettyblue, who stands som- 
nambulistically staring. “‘ Lend me 
a clean necktie.” 

Alas for The Und uate | 
For the second time he is doomed 
to appear before the goddess of 
his heart without the adornment 
his soul loveth. 

John Pettyblue forgets the world. 
He ores even Alweelia’s tear- 
ful nee as he gazes at the 

splendid stormy orbs that collidet+ 
with his own, 


(To be finished newt week.) 





Pro Beaune-O Publico. 
_ THE lack of certain wines in the 
Céte d'Or, 
All previous scarcity, it seems, 
surpasses — 
So much 80, that some hosts (pro- 
fuse before), 
Have had to give guests Beaune 
ia liqueur glasses ; 
Then, but to those who appreciate 
their use ;— 
Thus they can't say “ Beau(ne)” 
now to any goose |! 


Old Masters at the R.A. 
THE show of Old Masters this 








“When shall we be married, 
John?” Alweelia has brought her 
unsw purpose with her into Shadiest Africa. She beams on the 
exhausted John Pettyblue with fond ugly pink eyes from the altitude 
of her bearers’ heads. 

“ When we get out of Shadiest Africa, perhaps,” says John, consol- 
ingly, “I shall probably find a living waiting for me at the post 
office, Zanzibar, But it is wrong to holler till you are out of the wood.” 

“ And we are very much in it at present,” sighs Alweelia. She looks 
up at the sombre branches which form an impenetrable.t.... 
‘ But, as you know, I only live for you.” 








* Shadiest Africa is very much the worse for wear just now. This is the first 
pertinent remark you have made in the course of the novel—Ep. Fcn. I alla- 
ded to the hero of my story, not the scenery, and the above is not the first im-per- 
tinent remark gou have made since Ohapter the First.—LaDY AUTHOR. 

+t Very nice; but we've had so much of that lately. Out down the forest.—Ep. Fun. 





year is a notably good one, to 
which is added a most interesting 
collection of water colours, showing a short history of this truly 
English branch of Art, commen with the works of Cotman and 
ending with twelve examples of Fred Walker. The specimens of 
David Cox, Turner, W. Hunt and J. F. Lewis are exceptionally fine, 





Don’t go out of your Census! 


For the Census fixed for ’91 officials now prepare 
And with stringent regulations they fence us; 

The result will (let us hope) be of a kind to soothe all care, 
And not a sort of thing that will in-Census, 


® apare us! spare us! We know too, too well what the Expedition did.— Ep. Fun 
t 7 collide ?—Ep, Fuw. Haven't you heard of strixing eyes before this ?—~ 
ADY AUTHOR. 
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RIGHT AND WRONG, 
Guard,—" Right away!” 
Indignant American.—“ Write away! I think so! I should hope 
a free American citizen could make a memo, in his note-book without 
your darned interference.” 


ee er 


A YEAR OF WONDERS. 


AND 80 the New Year has come in. For the matter of that it 
might just as well have gone out for what I can eee of the future, 
I don't see any particular advantage in having a New Year come in, 
falling head foremost over a lot of piles of snow in the street. I sup- 
pose you call that seasonable? But all I can say is that the whole of 
the weather seems to be created for giving people an appetite for 
drinking whisky and water, There is a sort of general smell of hot 
grog about every place I put my foot in—not that I go in very much 
for it. leople have got the notion that it is the right sort of thing to 
do everywhere. If you want to thoroughly feel how miserable you 
can be, I should advise you to be in a little French provincial town 
juet now, seated ina café, Well, a set of lunatics are playing on a 
wretched billiard board, with balls as big as ten- pounders, witha general 
smell of soft soap and bad consomme flavouring everything. And 
there you sit, in the dry heat, drinking the muck they call grog o’ 
rum, a lovely compound for enlarging the liver, with about as much 
flavour in it as if you had dropped a couple of currants in a bucket 
of hot water. That is the sort of New Year they are having over the 
Channel, Perhaps you like the New Year usbered in with a family 
party ? where one-half the women are quarrelling in the bedrooms, 
and the other half are scowling at each other down below. That is 
the real essence of the family party business. One-half of the family 
goes there to try and borrow money of the other half, and the other 
half are making up their minds what they won't do, though they 
have plenty to spare. I cannot say I care for New Year’s parties 
myself. It was very grand for Charles Dickens to write about them, 
and no doubt it helped to sell the Christmas Annuals, and sent people 
to buy guinea tickets for charity dinners, so as to make people 
believe that they were doing a virtuous act! but all the time they 
were thinking of how much they could stuff down for their money. 
That is another way of beginning the New Year. And then, again, 
bow about your bills? Are there not as many bills run in the New 
Year, or will be, as ever there were in the last? and won't people 
leave off paying their tradesmen when they can’t get any credit, and 
go and buy things at the Stores for ready money? When they do 
that, they think they are starting a New Year properly, and turning 
over a new leaf, Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS, — 





From Randolph the Rover. 


Being words of more or less wisdom from the chirpy but change- 
able Churchill, 
[Writing from Upper Egypt, Lord Randolph says that the rupture in the 
Nationalist party presents the Tories with an unrivalled opportunity. “If Mr. 
Balfour is a statesman,” says Lord R., “ he will at once,” etc., etc.] 


Our Randolph, though he’s far ‘ Ifa broad and generous plan he’d 
away try, ; 
Yea, far away where Nilusis; | On Erin’s vexed community, 
Yet manages to have his say— 


| This Parnell crisis should supply 


Again at work his stylus el “i An unrivalled opportunity.” 
He thinks the crisis in our om) os 
Gives A. J. B, immunity, P'r'aps Randy’s right—but then, 


again, 
__-P*r’aps not—for he 0 fickle is, 
| So — is he to change his strain, 
is method apt to tickle is. 
Besides, we know the Tory corps, 
When they’ve a chance, gone 


And that it gives the Tory 
band 
“ An unrivalled opportunity.” 


“ Jf Mr. Balfour is” (says he) 
“A statesman” (then there’s 
doubt of it?), | soon it is— 
‘‘He ought, asfarasIcansee, | They ne’er improve—they've had 
Make lots of chances out of before 
it | | “Unrivalled opportunities,” 
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Snips and Snaps. 

“ HOPE you didn’t fail to turn over a new leaf on the first day of 
the year?” asks Progson, blithely, of Lightfoot. 

“Wish I had failed to do it,” replied Lightfoot, gloomily. 

“ On what account?” 

“My bankers! The leaf I turned over was in my pass book, and 
on the turn-over side I found it reminded me that my account was 
considerably overdrawn.” 


‘‘HAD any good skating where you have been?” asked Timkins of 
Blundell, who has been spending his New Year holiday somewhere in 
the country. 

“No,” says Blundell; “have you had any?” 

‘‘ First-rate, my dear boy!” says Timkins, triumphantly. 

“Ah! Where?” 

* At Olympia.” 

[ Blundell makes it a severe rule of conduct never to 
laugh on finding that he has been sold.) 


“MAMMA,” says Master T. Tucker, “I didn’t eat too much pudding 
at Christmas, did I?” 

“No, my dear; I took care you should not do £0,” says his mamma, 
self approvingly. 

‘Oh, then,” says Master T.T., hopefully, ‘“‘may I have the rest 
now? Because I’ve just heard dear grandmamma say that children 
are always allowed to eat too much at Christmas time,” 





Not Impey-ous, though. 

Mr. IMPEY, the “ Three-Acres-and-a-Cow” idea promoter, 

Has, in a recent article, shown proof of its success, 
By —— schemes of which the late Lord Tollemache was the 

oater, 

And thriving are the folk who chance such holdings to possess. 
Which makes it clear to all concerned (and that without verbosity) 
That Impey’s notion doesn’t lead to Impey-cuniosity ! 


— ——————» 








THE LATEST OLLENDORFF.—No. 3. 











ASSIDUITY MAKES ALL THINGS EASY. 
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SINGULAR EFFECT OF “DOING” TOO MANY PANTOMIMES. 








Mr. Singleton gets reminders from 
his numerous relatives to be taken to round, 
the Pantomimes, 





Having done this, a friend takes 
him to morning and evening per- 
formances of a few more, 
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In the breakfast room 


matters get worse, And worser. 








He starts for town to do the 


The first alarming symptoms 
on returning to the station 
at midnight. 






The Doctor is called, and meets 
with seasonable treatment. 


as the youngsters. 
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character. 





And for the first dozen or so enjoys them as well 






| 
His next proceedings are of a still more reprehensible | 





Lutadvises perfect rest and the 
perusal of FUN’S last Volume 
and “Hoods Annual,” which 
makes a man of him again, 


The Flight Machine, 


After a well known Savoyard Quartette. 
(Mr. Edison is said to have made some ex- 
periments with a view to the construction of 
a machine for flying.—See Press.] 
THOUGH lots of wondrous things have 
been 
By the boomer Barnum shown, 
Yet in Edison's head, 
| If the truth be said, 
More wondrous still have grown. 
But his queerest freak will yet be seen 
If he makes his yearnings good :— 
And be altogether 
The finest feather 
In Edison's cap it should! 
He means to make a strange machine 
By which we'll fly through skies serene : 
No half-and-half affair, I ween, 
But a right-down, regular Flight 
Machine ! 


The aeronaut through the startled air 
In his big balloon may ride : 
On his downward course 
With minimized force 
May the parachute holder glide. 
But we poor souls who ne'er will dare 
To try the balloonist’s feat, 
And whom Baldwin shocks 
Till we quake in our socks, 
Will with joy this invention greet. 
So let us hope we'll soon be seen 
Careering on our Flight Machine |— 
No half-and-half affair I mean, 
But a right-down, regular Flight 
Machine! 


The passionate planet-perusing bloke 
Will surely no longer at 
The firmament fair 
Through a telescope stare, 
He will up to it fly, that’s flat ! 
_ And elegant high society folk 
Will the joys of “the Row” dispel, 
And, the Niflheim through, 
They will soar, two by two, 
For a novelty suits them well ! 
And ocean greyhounds will ne'er, I 
ween, 
Be coursing across the Atlantic seen, 
| For their safety and speed will be 
| beaten clean [ Machine ! 
By the right-down, regular Flight 


The unemployed, if their way they'll 
plough 
On this new invention, through 
The cerulean skies, 
In hopeful wise, 
May find work in the stars to do! 
And, if various villains who vex us now 
To the planets will soar away 
And stay there for ever, 


= It’s certain that never 
ids = A word of regret we'll say. 
4 Oh! a happy world 'twill be, I ween, 


When weiget a regular Flight Machine : 

No half-and-half affair I mean, 

But a right-down, regular Flight 
Machine ! 





Impressions (proof) of Brighton. | 

AT Brighton by the sea 

I leave behind all care and carking, 
And feel so bird-like, light and free, 

I’m tempted to go out Skylarking ! 
A fig for London’s fret and pain, 

For sluggish liver !—Dash my buttons ! 
I have become a boy again— 

I'll go and tuck in tarts at Mutton’s ! 
To Spain let Smith or Tomkins go, 

Or up Swiss mountains be a clamb’rer ; 
There's eyes here black as any sloe, 

And quite a good enough Alhambra, 


The wines of Spain? I give ’em o'er 
To bibbing Cook or Gaze-led tripper ; 

With Sarah Gamp—lI say no more— 
I’m satisfied with Brighton tipper. 


Upon that four mile esplanade 
My days how joyously I vary ‘em! 
What bows I spend of every grade, 
What bobs disburse at the Aquarium ! 


What's wealth !—for sixpence I obtain 
As much as he who has a million, 
Of music (if it doesn’t rain) 
Al fresco 


served at the Pavilion ! 


Queen-like she mov'd along the pier— 

To my rapt gaze she looked a peri ! 
But, ah, her voice! it told of beer, 

And, oh! her lustrous eyes were beery ! 


A lost illusion! By the way, 

In 8, and B., I own, I drown’d it ; 
And I may in addition say 

I pity no fond youth who’s found it. 





NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


The Title page and Index for Fun, VOu. 
LIUL., can be obtained gratis on application 
at the Office, 153 Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
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‘IN THE BEAUTIFUL SNOW.” 
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ney and indulge 
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tween meals. 
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gtarvin at ome *” And makes vathes & Qed voy of . } : . F r off 


“In Darkest Ireland,” 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


IN “ Darkest England,” as you krow, 
General Booth has tried, 

By canvassing both high and low, 
With funds to get supplied 

For easing human woe. 


The “submerged tenth” he hopes to aid 
By working out his scheme : 

Salvation Army drums are play’d, 
Salvation lasses scream, 

And strong appeals are made, 


In “ Darkest Ireland” now, as well, 
Lord Z. and Mr. B. 








Of want and hunger have to tell, | 
And anxious seem to see | 
How much they can dispel. 


There, too, is heard the big drum's sound, 
And eke the trumpet’s blast ; 

The ladies help, the hat goes round, 
Subscriptions flow in fast, 

And zealous friends abound. 


These “ Gin'rals’” aim is nowise small, 
The Irish knot they'd cut : 

Their scheme will either stand or fall ; 
It mayn't be wisest, but— 

Give it a chance, that’s all, 


A CIRCULAR NoTE —A Round Robin. 





——> 





Draught-y. 

“ WHo's the Draughts champion now?” 

Is the question some eagerly ask ; 
But a query like that, you'll allow,' 

Gives rather a difficult task. 
In a land where such swillers abound, 
Many championsat “draughts” may be found ; 
While many a theatre’s chill shafts 
Makes that seem a champion at “ draughts.” 





A BETTER extinguisher than Shaw.—Brad- 
shaw; we never knew anybody consult it 
without getting put out. 





THE miser’s favourite state—Lucca (lucre). 


CADBURY’S 
mC 8 COCOA 


EERE | ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererore BEST 





BIRD’S _ 
CUSTARD 


| POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 
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A sheep roasted on lhe Thames. Very much in 2 fog. vy Oly birds al /olkesfone 
(1) What a dreadfully dismal affair was Black Sunday ! (6) The grim Thaw (like the Thor-grim we lately heard carolled), 
But many a day’s dreary, except it be Fun-day. Though welcome, makes some use remarks double-barrelled. 


(2) The astrachan craze hath of late much expanded— (6) On the ice-fettered Thames (up in Berks) sheep were roasted — 
Fun mentious it ‘cause he is most astra-eandid, ** Muttom is sheep to-day |!" doubtless they boasted. 


(3) A fine grown-up eel died at Dulwich. Some stated | (7) A man with a fog-harn ereated confusion, 
i 


They had ne er seen an eel that was so eel-ongated. That he'd be rum in was a fog-horm cencltsion, 
(4) Still o’er Afric Mounseer doth his influence seatter— (8) An ail ship made part ef the Ghannd so greasy, 
Which some seem to think a Moun-seerious matter. That eff-covered wild few] foumd Symg net cary. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


























THE STRAND.—SAMB 
OLD GAME, 


subject in Private In- 
quiry. But, to begin 
with, the question is by 
no means a burning 
one, or one which the 
generality take much 
interest in; and, to 
end with, the play (ex- 


ceptin one point, which 
is certainly dramatic- | 


ally smart) does not 
satirize Private Inquir 
at all! Mr. Edonin’s 


lack of business (other 


—Mr. Edouin’s 
latest venture — it 
requires no Sybil to 
predict—is not like- 
ly to stand him in 
such good stead as 
the one before it. 
It was not to be 
expected that it 
would, perhaps, but 
he might have 
given himeelf a fair 
chance. A French 
farce of stale ard 
irritating device on 
a stale and irritat- 
ing — not to say 
nauseating — eub- 
ject is scarcely 
a happy 
choice for a 
“follow” to 
the natural, 
pure flavour- 
ed native 
humours of 
Our Flat. 
4/,,1 make a 
Yj guess that 
V/s, the manager 
pe, &@ad the 
adapter 
both con- 
sidered that 
they had a 
capital “up 
. to date” 
| THE BUSINESS OF NO BUSINESS, « topic of 


the hour” 


\ 











than the “stage” variety, of which his supply seems endless), 





THE STRAND.—WRACK- 
HAM, SELF-PRAISE 18 
NO WRACKHAM-MEN- 
DATION | 


Miss Whitty, which is another specimen 
xaggerated comedy. 
The part is rather unworthy of her 
powers, but that is a detail, and might 
happen even to her betters. Miss Marie 
mere may be trusted to make the 
most of a coquettish and flighty young © // 
wife. Mr. Herbert Spasiing ta * Vi fy 
(ffete semi-foreign dandy, plays with ” / 
great sincerity —and all the success 


of pure and une 


predestination allows 


puppet. Mr. Maltby's unctuous serious- 
ness 18 a8 Comical here as it always 


and poverty stricken shifts as the agent, are 
a8 familiar to playgoers as the curtain and 
footlights themselves. It is true the sufferer 
has hitherto been a briefless barrister, or an 
im pecunious journalist, or a young gentleman 
who has run away from home and exhausted 
his “ready,” or something of that sort, but 
it's the same dear old joke for all that, 


I pon’T think Mr, Burnand has done his 
part of the work specially well, the dialogue 
is mostly rather tiresome, but I should think 
he found the subject both ticklish and unin- 
epiring. The acting is all very good,—Mr., 
Beauchamp’s a little too good, perhaps, his 
earnestness and finish make the thing too 
real, show up 
the other 
characters, 
and make 
plain what a 
shady lot they 
really are, 
Except the 
character 
played by 


the familiar 





THE STRAND.—WHRITTY & Wisk, 


has been, and Master H. Buss made a bit of a hit asan office boy 


Ve KR . 


w\Y 
ipparent 





ex haustleas nvent . f - ~~ 
AJ } i m 





has large sco 


more particularly in the second act—and in that 


respect, as well as in more legitimate matters, he is excruciatingly 


funny. Miss Georgie Esmond gives a very 
pale rendering of Fanny the would-be 
operatic singer (who cannot sing, by-the- 


way, it would seem). 


THE VAUDEVILLE—With increased 
space and comfort—a lordly vestibule, a 
capacious smoking room, stalls and circles 
reupholatered, and the whole interior re- 
decorated in attractive guise—this theatre 
reopened its doors on the 13th inst. Mr. 
Jerome’s Woodbarrow Farm, a survivor, 





with honour, of matinées, was the main THE STRAND. —TOBY (OR 


attraction, It is an odd mixture of farce, 
melodrama and comedy, but I, for one, am 


not TOBY—THAT IS THE 
QUESTION). 


rot going to quarrel with the ingredients, 























THE STRAND, — “ LINKED” 
SWEETNESS LONG DRAWN 


OUT, 





when the decoction, as a whole, is so very 
much to my taste. It is a very palatable 
blend, Thankee, Mr, J.; I'll take another. 
What I like about it is that, although it 
owes its main acceptability to not a little 
artful stage knowledge, it has a strongly 
novel flavour about it. Home brewed, 
you know, 


OF course I’m not going to sit down 
quietly and accept that second act as an 
entirely true bill, Londoners are not all 
sharpers and sordid schemers. One or two 
of us are decently honest, in an amateur 
sort of way. There’s me, you know. And 
Jerome himself, perhaps. Then there’s my 
Editor; and—and—oh, there are several 
of us! However, as I say, I’m not going 
to quarrel with the component parts of 
what is, on the whole, a pen and enjoy- 
able play. Thanks be for the cleverness 
and enjoyment and mum for the rest. 


THE acting is good in its way—a homely 
way, but not nearly so strong as it should 
be. Mr. Bernard Gould plays with a very 
welcome steadiness and weight ; he adopts 
a slight accent quite sufficient for local 
colour, and he manages to retain it all the 
time—even in the excited and well-played 
scene in the library. The performance is 
a sound one in itself, and quite the best 
thing Mr. Gould has done; but there’s 
room for a bigger man in the part—not 
but what I expect the performance to 
mellow as nights go on. Miss Vane pro- 
bably plays Clara for all it is worth, 
though not without a suspicion of stagi- 
ness, Mr, Hamilton Knight’s dual per- 
formance is careful and effective in both 
its aspects. Miss Ella Banister, who is 


handicapped by Nature in the matter of voice production, treats us to 


some of the prettiest 
comedy ; it is a very 
sweet and piquant 
Deborah Deacon Mr. 
Jerome and Miss 
Bavister give us be- 
tween them. Miss 
Emily Thorne is a 
very life-like farm 
lady, and Mr, Fred 
Thorne adds a capital 
performance to a 
deadly “ make-up.” 


Mk. THOMAS 
THORNE contents 
himself with a subor- 
dinate part (which he 
plays quite up to his 
usual form), but re- 
venges himself by 
placing it at the head 
of the bill. I like the 
idyllic finish of Mr. 
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= Aare ES SSS Se Conservatism’s Component Parts. 
Ali ez \ : : =——— {If a man can't get “forrard” enovgh on 
good ale, followed by something hot, with a 
lump of sugar in it, he will never (says the 
Evening Yews and Post) make much of a Tory. 
THIS remark is a startler, I think 
you'll agree— 
| _ This remark on political feeding— 
| It grows out from a list of affairs 
which should be 
‘Mong the gay Primrose League 
aE menu's reading. 
FN NA IBS ace Now, ale isa liquor to Party not bound, 
4 Hp MwA TANT fi, |  #Noris grog but Conservatives’ glory; 
ate At 
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: ne (Nai 
Ww Ni AO. hn | | Then, why say that a man, when not 
s s NW TP Ry | fond of these found, 
j if ENG 1 || Can “Never make much of a Tory?’ 
aoe | ; Jae It seems, on reflection, that not only 
—— =. drink 
| Is needed for Tory providing, 
Certain non-mentioned qualities are 
one may think, 
Required for a task so confiding. 
For instance, you mustn't be partial to 
truth, (glory, 
And in shiftiness, too, you must 
And let “ Words and not Deeds” be 
your motto, foreooth, 
Or you'll never make much of a Tory! 


For some years you must vow Erin’s 
£orrow's not real, 
Her distress, too, decline to examine ; 
And anon you may suddenly make an 
appeal, (famine !' 
And cry, “Lor'! there is really a 
You must promise reforms, and but 
- , — seldom commence, 
a. ABSENT FRIENDS. And be ready with any big “ story "— 
The, Duchess.—“ Then, is the mare quite up to the warranty?” In short, to the winds you must throw 
'* The Marchioness.—*“ Substantially, yes! Sound in wind and limb,and quiet ; but as for Captain common senee, 
Spanker saying she had been ridden by a lady—why, she carried nobody but—his wife.” Or you'll never make much of a Tory! 
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A Betrothal Chain. Inexperienced Maiden.— Mamma, the Count of Monte Carlo 


(A LyzIc FOR LADIES ONLY.) offered me his hand last night.” 
, ahi Experienced Mamma,—“ tn it 
{It is becoming the vogue for girls who are “engaged” to weara betrotbal chain | } . How much was there in it, my dear ? 


or bracelet, of silver generally, but sometimes of more precious metal.] See ee =— = 
AIR: Obvious, p+ Zo —a 

My chain, my chain, my charming chain ! 4 We Sa SS 
That ever, yes, ever, makes me shr, 

I see thee morn and noon and evening, 
And pro-ou-oud, yes, proud of thee am I! 

Thou show’st that the wedding time is on the way, me 
That Hymen’s knot is near. 

Dear chain, upon my wrist thou seem'st to say, 
‘Thou'rt betrothed to Alzgy—yes, to Algy, dear!” 

REFRAIN, 

Then, pretty chain, thou dear, sweet chain, 
Still tell to passers by-i-i 

That I’m betrothed unto my 0o-0-own sweet swain, 
And that he will espouse me by-and-by. 








©, chain, my chain, sweet bracelet chai-ain 
Of silver and eke sometimes of gold, 
To kiss thee often I am fai-ai-ai-ai-ain, 
For by thee is my tale of troth well told ; , ¥ ii yy 
And when other would-be wooers sigh-igh-igh for me pga MAN \N\ |) ee ' hkgzs 
(And, of course, large numbers do) Yi \W\s\ | aL ; 
They must draw ba-a-ck whene’er they see 
Thy lovely links on view. 
REFRAIN, 
Then, pretty chain, my own sweet chain, 
Thou mak’st those wooers sigh-igh-igh ; 
They cry, “She’s promised to ano-no-ther swain ! 
And there’s no hope—so for a drink let's fly!” 











“CAPTAIN” PECKOVER, belonging to that branch of the Salvation IN VINO VERITAS. 


Army which is stationed at Heidelberg, has been tarred and feathered Wife of his Buzzum,—“ Pretty time to come home !.and me sitting 
by a justly irritated mob for one of those little breaches of domestic up for you. Pray, sir, are you aware that all the taps-are frozen!” 

etiquette for which members of the Army are notorious. The “ Cap- Good Old Man.— Tapsh frozen! Wha’ sthuff and’ nonshensh y’re 
tain” will now be able to “ peck” himself all “over,” like the fowl talkin’, m’dear! Tapsh (hic) were FLOWING FAST ENOUGH WHERE 


thing helis. I COME FROM!” 








24 iH UN. JANUARY 21, 1891, 


BRITISH VOICES. 
Mrs, Sheldon, the lady who is going to Africa, intends to take with her a phonogsaph to cateh genuine African voices. 
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( 
We are, however, informed by the prophets of the Meteorological Office—who, having failed in the weather department, are turning their 
attention to the socia), commercial, millennial and general branches of prophecy—that a very awkward mishap will take place in connection with 
the instrument. It seems that it will be accidentally left open somewhere near the East End, and will assimilate a few remarks in the local dialect. 
Example: ‘‘ Here, d’yeer, Bill, wot's this blank dash P1279 HP x PI—/TSt*+ *ib--@:: cere... t?(B(& SH | aR st -Z=Sn 
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Then, all unconscious, the fair explore: 
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THE MADDING CROWD. 


ON STRIKE—FAR FROM 


“ IT am amused to hear that m 


scold me still more if I did. 
tivate my own fireside, 





e weather, continue to 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 39. 


yself with the reflection that they would 


m either way, I shall, in this seasonab 


speak, but I console m 
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BELLOWLUNGS’ 
he upper classes in Paris to reinstate the fashions of the last century in place of 
modern costume.”—er Newspapers, 


“ An attempt is being made by certain of t 


“If it were only true,” sald Bellowlungs, “how picturesque one might look.” 
“ Well, someone must start the fashion,” said young Wagg; “why don’t you 





HOBBY. 


wear the wig and shorts yon had for the last theatricals? Everyone said how 
well you looked in ’em—besides, I saw @ man in town the other day who 





Next morning, en roufe for Oity train. “Thunder! 
what's that’ Walking pantamime advertisement, I suppose.” 





La 


“Jobneon!” “ Yeasirrer? 


Jack, 


“ Bring me the file for—~ 
What the dickens is the boy grinning at?” 





“I'll teach you not to grinat me! Take that!” 
business visitor who has juat entered. 
[After which straight waistcoats, 


aes od 








Sub-Servia-nt. 
hing Milan, late of Servia, is said to be profoundly 
avnojyed and irritated by the refusal of the Queen and 
tLe Prince of Wales, etc., to receive him.) 
THAT mere ex-kinglet Milan (who, some say, 
is quite a vill-an— 
For look how that sweet monarch served 
his queen !)— 
loesn't like the wintry snubbing—“ stand- 
offish ” kind of drubbing— 
He has met with since in Britain he has 
been. 
This, of course, is very touching, yet come 
cruel folk, with delight, 
Cry, “ And did 'um get the snub,then? Ser- 
vian scoffer, Servia right |” 





PHOTOGRAPHIC COURTSHIP, — How to 
LTGAt @ ne yal YO—ABK DECI aga nh. 








eee At 


Bare (K)needful, 


In Loango no woman's permitted to speak 
To her husband—except on bare knees, 
Such a notion is not only strange and 

unique, 
But cruel, as FUN well agrees ; 
Here in England (which now is “ effete,” 
some have said) 
We allow wives to come with their bair-nies 
instead, 


She Trumped His Hand. 
Butcher's Boy (to Sla vey).—‘ Morning, 
‘Ria. Lor’! your missus is ascorcher, What 
is it makes ‘er so stuck up?” 
Slavey.— W’y, you see, she worked 80 long 
at a playing card factory that she thinks her- 


aft he hloaomir ‘ an ofr A Wy 
self the bloomin’ Queen of Arts. 


Delight of 





“ Say no more, my dear boy; there shall be | 
an end of the present atrocious fashions.”’ | 


Arrival at the office. Great excitement. “Guv’nor’s been 
usipg some quick action hair restorer.”, 








Choice Readings from Mr. Fun’s 
Edition of the Classics. 


No, 3.—THOMAS MOORE. 


| LEsSBIA wears a robe of gold, 
And Lesbia’s form has always 
graced it ; 
Still, I can’t have wealth untold, 
When I am wed, on wardrobes 
wasted. 
Nora’s gown is sweet to see, 
Yet her the cheapest cotton 
p‘eases, 
And, when it’s getting threadbare, 
she 
(To patch it up) her needle 
seizes. 
Yes, my Nora Creina dear, 
I will wed you, Nora Creina, 
For Lesbia’s dress 
Costs more, I guess, 
Than twelve of yours, my 
Nora Creina! 
* - “ * 
The minstrel blind for hisdog may 
moan, 
But he ne’er till death will find 
him, 
For the minstrel’s dog has to Hades 
gone 
With an o'd tin can behind him! 


te - ue 
While all the world is sleeping, 
love, 
| Bill Sikes, from his diggings creep- 
| ing, love, 
Must roam afar, 
With jemmy and bar, 
| To the harvest he’s bent on reap- 
| ing, love ! 
Then, adieu! At the rise of sun, 
my dear, 
I’ll be back, with my business done, 
my dear, 
And to-morrow night 
(If all goes right) 
We'll be able to spend a few p’un’, 
my dear! 





* * * * 
The “ bolts” that I’ve been doing 
From creditors (pursuing 

A shape that flies 
| Before their eyes) 
| Have set them all boo-hooing. 
| Though oft my duns have sought 


me, 
Though bills galore they brought 


me, 
Good care I took, 
By hook or crook, 
oe. That ne'er at home they caught me! 
| a * . » 
| No, the never a fish to my bait 
| would arise, 
So I started off home with an 
agonized tear, 
Having patiently sat with my angle and flies 
For ten hours on the banks of the calm 
Bendemeer | 
* 7 * * 
Rich and rare were the gems she wore, 
But the mashers looked on her geme, and 
tore 
Their wool with spite and cursed and groaned, 
For those gems in her father’s shop they'd 
pawned, 
e . * 
Oh, the last rose of summer 
Is faded and gone ; 
But whoever in winter 
May hanker or moan 
For some flower of its kindred, 
Should 'Delphi-wards fly, 
Where the “ Rose” of Buchanan 
And Sims they may-spy |! 
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ATOHA: 
A STERNUTATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS, 


VI. 


“When I can read my title clear 
To mansions in the Skyes.”—Cro/ters’ Hymn, 

ONCE more Bethaliz | 

Bethaliz, fair as of yore, in Stanley hat, cartridge belts, mack- 
intosh and spatterdashes. And in her dear wake Mrs. Le Marchare, 
similarly garbed. Why has Bethaliz’s mother got white hair? And 
—of whom does that child remind John Pettyblue? The Anonymous 
Infant! The forest is behind them, the boundless plain around 
them, the deep azure sky over all.* 

fs —* says John, solemnlier than ever, “ where is your com- 
plexion?” 

“With the Rear Column,” the girl replies. Since how long did not 
that mermaid-like voice strike on his jubilant ear ? + 

“ And you are quite alone?” John pursues, unable to refrain from 
asking questions, “ Did not you think of your reputations?” 

“We have left them with the Rear Column,” says Bethaliz. 
Closelier she draws, and closelier, to his longing heart, to his 
eager arms. The Undergraduate, who has tried, vainly, to 
borrow a clean necktie of 
Fuzzwiganga, has collapsed 
in despair. 

“‘ John,” cries the voice of 
his Mentoress, sharply, 
“when shall we _ be 
married ? ” 

John Pettyblue groans. 

“Answer her,” says 
Bethaliz, imploringlier than 
he ever thought Bethaliz 
could implore. She holds 
a faded newspaper out to 
the young man. With one 
marigold tinted finger she 
points to a black bordered 
paragraph. 

“The Bishop is dead! 
Nothing in the way of a 
living is ever to be got out 
of him now, unless the 
grave-worms are anxious 
for clerical preferment!” 
she cries, blithely. Alweelia 
collapses like a feather bed 
upon The Undergraduate’s 
unoccupied bosom. And 
John Pettyblue is free. 

“ Bethaliz,” he falters, 
while her breath is on his 
cheek, ‘‘may not I ask you 
a question?” 

“Twenty,” the glad girl 
cries. Can this joyous, 
gurgling creature be the sad 
Bethaliz of yore? 

“ Who isthat child like?” 
John points to the Anony- 


mous Infant. Bethaliz 
droops her head. 
“Me,” she answered, | 


candidlier than he had ex- 
pected. “Did not you know? Oh, the whole story is so simple! And 
yet people will keep on asking questions, . . 1 was very young and 
innocent when I ran away with his father. I was called plain then, 
and green-eyed, though I knew I should turn out a beauty in the 
second volume, did not I, Mamsey?” to Mrs, Le Marchare, pleadingly. 
‘ And we went to the Isle of Skye. People said we could be married 
legally there by merely jumping over a broomstick.” Patient tears 
begin to run down the channels of her yearning face. “ But when 
we got there, do not you know, we found that they swept their houses 
with bundles:of heather. There was not a broomstick in the whole 
island,” sobbing, “and before one could be fetched, he—he died /” 

“ And is that all?” John Pettyblue trumpets, with a glad swelling 
in his throat. 

“Ts it not enough?” says Bethaliz. 

John Pettyblue lays a fatherly hand on the scarlet top-knot of the 
Anonymous Infant. 

‘“‘ He shall be provided for,” he says, gravely. “ Fuzzwiganga!” 





* Ooly natural, when one‘comes to think of it. If the sky had been underneath 
ght call the situation improbable, eh 7—EbD, FuN. 
Sg . ? , + ¢ aneiates : ’ Baek 
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The leader of the Bragesi Braves stands before them. John Petty- 
— pokes him familiarlier than ever he has ever poked him his sable 
ribs. 

“T have heard .. . 1” John whispersin Fuzzwiganga’s ear. Gleam- 
inglier than ever, the savage shows his ivory; he nods and winks ; 
he chuckles, and digs John Pettyblue in return. 

“Go on with you,” says John ; “I don't believe it.” 

“ You give me piecy cloth, will not you? You give me wife,” says 
the Bragesi Brave,” ogling Foolabe “and you see—yah, yah!” 

“ You shall have both,” says John, gleefully ; “ but I don't believe 
you'll do it. No, no! it’s impossible!” He takes the Anonymous 
Infant by the hand ; he points out the living obstacle to his own and 


Bethaliz’s wedded happiness to the noble cannibal. The others look 
. on uncomprehending. Only 
| in the eyes of Bethaliz a 


a\ eb great hope is growing. 
Sr Af f==~ Snap! There is a shriek 
'e “ LN from Mrs. Le Marchare, a 
pg 4 OE sob from Bethaliz, a shout 


of consternation from The 
Undergraduate, Fuzzwi- 
ganga has swallowed the 
Anonymous Infant at a 
single gulp. 

“T knew it was his 
custom,” John Pettyblue 
says, apologeticallier than 
he has yet said anything ; 
“but I didn’t believe he'd 
=F | do it when I offered him 

| the bribe, And I am afraid 
he will be the worse for it 

afterwards,” 
“Oh, John, love,” cries 
Noy Bethaliz, a great joyaunce 

\ pulsating in her radiant 
face, ‘we may be happy 
together, after all.” 

For answer, John strains 
her to his tweed bosom. 
There is very little left to 
say. Only hecannot refrain 
from asking one more 
question, “ Bethaliz, why 
does your mother wear white 
hair?” 

“Simply because it is 
the fashion,” answers Bethaliz.* 


THE END, 


The Massacre of the Innocents. 


“In all the magnanimity of thought, 
Resolves, and re-resolvea, then dies the same!” 
—YOUNG's “ Night Thoughts.” 


WHILE the joy-bells were cheering the New Year's 
appearing, 
The innocents came to the birth ; 
And, if only they'd thriven, they'd surely have given 
Millennial joys to the earth, 
And, caressingly cherished and carefully nourished, 
They promised a lengthy career ; 
But, behold! they are lying neglected and dying: 
Ere twenty days old is the year! 
Mid their weeping and wailing, the infants are railing 
At those who have used them so ill: 
‘Ts it fair to create us, then annihilate us? 
Or noble your offspring to kill? 
Had you fostered us duly, our lives would have traly 
Repaid your solicitude well ; 
But, alas! you conceive us, then butcher and leave us 
To farnish a pavement for—Gehenna !” 


Thus to Pluto’s dark region a massacred legion 
Of GOOD RESOLUTIONS is sent ; 
Bat against the capricious infanticides vicious 
Old FUN may no virulence vent. 
For, with purpose sincere, he declared through the year he 
Would weed and intoxicants shun ; 
Yet, while writing this ditty (that true ‘tis, tis pity !) 
He's drinking and smoking like Fun! 


* Why leave the couple in Shadiest Africa ?—Eb. Fux. Uncertainties are the 
yf life. And will any of my readers be likely to wish them out of it?7—LAabDY 
U nanewerable ED. FUN 
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EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 





Captain Flybird.—“ How pb'you LIKE THE New Mastsr?” 


Little Caddycombe.—‘ FAIRLY WELL—DECENT FELLER ; KNOWS THE COUNTRY AND THE KENNELS; RIDES STRAIGHT, 'N ALL THAT 
SORTER THING—ON'Y JUST A BIT TOO AFFABLE—HAIL FELLER WITH EVERY LITTLE OUTSIDER WHO CAN MANAGE TO GET A MOUNT 


Captain F.—“’M——— 8'POSE YOU SPEAK AS YOU FIND,” 





AND LOAF ABOUT THE FIELD.” 
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AN AUTOMATIO ADVENTURH. 


Brown.—Well, goo’ night, ole man ; I really mus’ begoin’, or I shall 
miss my train—miseus sitting up, too. Spent a jolly ev'ning—capi- 
tal songs—capital whisky—capital company. Goo’ night, ole chap! 
see you We'ned'y. Eh? Well, jus’ the leas’ drop, p’r'aps, to keep the 
cold out. There! there! That'll do! Not more’n half a glass, Yes, 
I'll take it neat. . . . Ha! Well, goo’ night again—goo’ night 
all. . . . Here,I say, Jones, which side's your front door open? 
Oh! thankee! thankee! Goo’'—————1! Jee-ru-sa-lem! Oh, it’s all 
right, I fell soft. Think it mus’ be freezin’, bottom step felt slippy. 
Will you gimme my umbrella, ole chap? I's dropped down the area, 
. » « Thanks, Ta-ta! Really off now. Let's see, which way? 
Turn to the right, I think—no, left—no, right. Lemme think—ob, 
left an’ chance it. Here goes! Lal-lal-la, lal-lal-la, tum, tum, tum! 
Real good sort, Tommy Jones; man 
of great depth and s'lidity of 
character, combined with'womanly 
tenderness an’ c’nsid'ration f'r 
others. D’on’ know a man f'room 
I've greater ‘spect an’ ‘steam— 
esteem. A man conld rely on 
Thomas Jones in any great crisis 
of’s life. Feel sur'vit. Good old 
Thomas Jones! Ha, ha, ha! That's 
just how Chirgwin does it. I never 
see such a chap as that Chirgwin! 
Ha, ha, ha, ba, ha !—‘‘ Come along, 
I'll see you righted, come along, 
you'reall invited. Hi-tiddley-hi-ti! 
he’s all right!" Ha, ha, he, he, he! 

‘ * * Won'er if I'm missin’ my 
train, though? Mus’pushon. . . | 
. Won'er if I'm on right road, | 
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THE KENSINGTON NUISANCE. 
(DIFFERENT EXPRESSIONS OF ONE OPINION.) | 





—<—* 


station, an’ not public house tall! Ten min’s to wait for my train, 
think’]l have a smoke, Hullo! where’s my pipe? . . Where've 
I put th’ thing? . . Where th’d’uce is’'t? I could’ve sworn I 
—— an’ my ’bacca! Why, hang it! I must’ave left ’em at Jones’! 
Dash it all! I—— I beg your pardon, sir; trust I haven’t——- Oh, 
‘tain’t anybody; only one ’f those automatic m'chines I've bumped 
against in this dark corner. Happy thought! Have a cigarette! 
Here we are. We put our penny in th’ slot—when wec’n find it— 
there! We pull out th’ draw, an-—— Ugh! squish! aaar-ach! 
Help! take it off, take it off! Grea’ Scott! wha’s that? Why, ’tisn’t 
cigarettes ’tall! It’s some beas’ly scent, an’ it’s squirted all over me. 
I’m pr’ywell wet through. Ugh! Haveto go withou’ my smoke, I 
s’pose—dashed nuisance! Bah! le’s goan’ get ticket. . . . Im- 
mortal Jupiter! hanged if I haven’t put (my only half-crown in 
the dashed m’chine, an’ I’ve only 
got a dashed dashed penny left! 
Well of all th’ dashed, dashed ! — 
!!!...y4 } There! An’ my wife 
sitting up for me at Finchley! 
What amI todo? . . Haveto 
walk home, I s’pose. «# . 

I have walked home. It is 4,30 
A.M. Selina (my wife) is sitting 
up. So is my beast of a mother-in- 
law. They won't believe I’ve been 
to Jones’, and Selina says it’s non- 
| sense about missing my train. 

They want to know how I came 
by “that” scent, but receive my 
explanation with derisive increda- 
lity. Selina insists on “leaving my 
house forever.” She “won't stay 
another night under my roof” (as 


™ * ——e = 


any way! Berrer trot ‘bit. ie thou ; i It’ 

F trot | gh she slept in the attics !). Its 

tai Whew! gettin’ qui’ puffed! | all that dashed scent that’s done it, 
ere th’ d’uce is th’ station?! | and oh, the headache I’ve got 
'Tought to be insight by this. Ha! ." ° . * 

there's public house ‘cross street, Ww am hersiAcnet taste a _ 2 A gleam of brightness in the sur- 
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mother-in-law, in harsh and strijent tones,informs me she gocs_ | Master Fastcoach (ten, but forward for his age).—‘ Mamma, don't 
too ! . * . * . | send me back to that school after the holidays, f don’t learn anything 
Hurrah! Jones has come and brought my pipe and pouch. Selina | there.” 
is convinced, Joy! she does not “leave my house to-night.” Bewildered Mamma.—“ Good heavens, child ! what do you mean?” 
. e . . * . Master F. (explaining without hesitation).— Let me go to Uncle 
No more does my beast of a mother-in-law. Fred's school at Oxford. He learns football, and cricket, and 


rowing, and billiards, and—and all sorte of things besides |” 
THE best thing to do while traffic and business are interrupted b The newt sensation of which his mamma was conscious was trace- 
e frost.—Let things slide. able to the pungent effect of smelling salts applied to her nose, 
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Mr. Barnaby Snodger informs us that he is 80 confident of certain of the New Year's events, 


FUN. 


A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 


pages in his diary, as under, 
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that he has already entered them on the proper 





dan’ Fes, Man, Arai, May, dune curv, Auc, 
Seer, Oct, Nov., Dec. eAny or every day — 





Fea 14 Oar little beast ofa boy next 
door? «ill send me a Valentine for cerfain. 
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On Strike. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


REMOVED from the flurry and scurry and riot 
And platforms that politics seem to require, 
Sir William Harcourt prefers to be quiet, 
And therefore indulges his peaceful desire : 
He draws in his tether 
This wintrified weather, 
Within the house staying 
Whilst others go braying 
In public, and freezing, 
And coughing, and sneezing ; 
In calm contemplation he finds the best diet, 
And placidly snoozes in front of his fire, 





Outside in the cold the excitable Tories 
May jeer at bis silence or stupidly storm, 
And the Parnellite factions may tell their odd 
stories, 
Or scatter abuse of a personal form ; 
The world may be getting 
Impatient, and fretting 
To learn in a twinkling 
(Or gain just an inkling 
From one of his speeches) 
What course he now teaches, 
But no! self-restraint is among his chief 
glories, 
Sir William sleeps and keeps charmingly 
warm. 


Picture Shows. 

AT Dowdeswell's, there is an exhibiton of 
sketches from a caravan window, from the 
north to the south of France, by Charles 
Sainton, fifty-seven of which are called 
“Silver Points,” and fifty “Oil Paintings.” 
The “Silver Points” are remarkable for the 
thin, and, perhaps the poorest effect that would 
come under what is classed as black and 
white; the oil pictures shew an amount of 
careful painstaking work, with results that, 
with very few exceptions, are deficient 10 
| all the finer qualities of good art, 





| THEacme of bliss just now.—A pair of skates. 
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Landing al New York | In anwelorme Visclor 


The modern Fress-Gang. 0 Aaslralia ©, 
(1) What a « find ” 
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culleys!— 
Nl wot cheer? 

There’s a pro- 

per burlesque 

at the Opera 
Comic, | tell 
//A yer, no kid! 
/) A reg’lar 
j rorty, knock- 
A me-downer, 
and no error, 
with a couple 
o’ snide uns 
on the comic 
lay, a tysty 
little donar, 
with a pretty 
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THE OPERA COMIQUE,—JOAN Of! 
AKCO—BUT NOT OF AKCH At 


] " 


pipe on her, plenty o’ real 
lydys, and the corster patter 
on the job ter rights. If you 
want a reg'lar good old beano, the Opera Comics 
the place to git it, take my tip an’ weigh in, 

I'm afraid I've been just a little infected with 
the latest burlesjue of Joan of Arc, because, as a 
rule, | do not affect the above literary style. A 
good deal of the sail burlesque is “ played very 
low down” (my style still not at its best!) in 
this respect—a disproportionate quantity of it. , QUEEN OF FRANCE 
Messrs. J. L.. Shine and Adrian Ross appear to —AND SONG. 
find some recondite humour in the word “ bloom- 
ing,” which induces them to use it with what’s-its-name iteration, 
accompanied by like racy expressions, mary of them wholly unin- 
telligible to the ordinary well brought up man about town. I don’t 
say that this does more than lower (parts of) an entertainment in a 
first clase theatre to the level of an East End variety show—which 
is possibly matter of no moment—but it seems to me a blot on the 
’scutcheon of a piece which, after it gets fairly started, goes with a 
sawing of high spirits and hearty wholesome fun, of which the ejual 
has not been seen in this kind of play for many a long day. 


THE fun is good and well kept up ; the company is good, too, and I 
have no doubt that will also be well kept up. The engagement of an 
old friend like Mies Emma Chambers, and of an accomplished 
comedienne like Miss Alma Stanley, carries one back to the time 
when burlesque was not considered beneath the attention of first- 
class performers. Miss Katie Sey- 
mour, too, a welcome recruit from 
the music halls, recalls a period when 
stage dancing was held to be more a 
matter of limbs than lingerie —of 
pirouettes than petticoats. It is good, 
honest dancing, performed with a 
neatness and fioish which elicits the 
gentle hand pat from delighted stallites 
no less than the shrill whistle of ap- 
proval from an admiring gallery. 

Mk. ARTHUR RobERTS is simply 
in his element. He has opportuni- 
ties for the display of his peculiar 
ready and daring humour, practically 
inextaustible, and with no danger of 
his getting out of the picture. He 
has some capital songe—all the songs 
are capite!, by the way—and makes 
them go like the kitchen beer, Mr. 
Danby, though not a comedian of 
TUE OPERA Comigte. — A Cost- much depth, is in better form than I 

EK WHO'S SUKE TO Pay. have ever secn him—there's one great 
| merit he has, you can hear the words 
of his songs. Miss Grace Pedley’s pretty, if not perfect, singing 
Miss Linda Verner’s vivacity, M ias Phyl! a Broughton's feat Section 
@she's paid her footing ong ago), and Mr. Shine (with ater : ] 








which I trust he has parted with by this time), each contribute a 
fully paid up share towards a rattling good whole. I don’t know 
why I should leave Miss Gourlay out of the list, by the way ; she 
plays a small part with very welcome and urobtrusive weight ; and 
the representative of the New York Herald (enterprising contem- 
porary of ours, that !)—well—she knocks corners off yowr repre- 


sentative, Mr, Fun !! 


Mr. Percy ANDERSON’S dresses (stitched by the fair hands of Miss 
Fisher, and the equally fair hands of M. Alias—I don’t see how I’m 
to call them wnfair hands, you know!) are a dream of delicacy and 
grace. So are the fair young creatures inside them—at least—well, 
we won't go too deeply into the matter. The scenery’s good, so is the 
band, so is the general appearance of the redecorated house ; in fact, 
of its kind, there isn’t a better show in London, take it for all in all. 
(I purposely omit critical reference to the strikes incident, as 
have no doubt the good taste of the management has come to the 
rescue and removed the ill-judged matter long ere this appears in 


print, 


2 

Nops AND WINKS,—At the Ballad Singers’ “Smoker” the other 
week I was specially interested in a good little “occasional” duo- 
logue (Amateurs at Play), written by Mies E. Bessle and Mr, Frank 
Lindo, in which both culprits appeared. Mr. Lindo’s faculty for 
imitation is exceptionally marked, even in these days when mimicry 
(and not bad mimicry) is rather irritatingly prevalent. This gentle- 
man’s presentation of Mr. Wilson Barrett in this piece, and of Mr. 
Henry Irving in Mr. W. 8S. Gilbert’s smart skit on Hamlet (Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern), which was aleo in the programme, can 
hardly be described otherwise than as perfect. I was extra-specially 
interested in the second piece, by the way, from the circumstance 
that it originally appeared in these columns some twenty years agone ! 
—Mr. Wilson Barrett has accepted, for early production, a play by Mr. 
Charles Hudson, called Father Bounaparti. For Father information 
see small bills.—An American combination threatens us with something 
called Onthe F'rentier, They come to England at Easter, I’m told, and 
will appear at “four London theatres” in the summer. If they do 
this all at once we seem likely to have a warm summer, and the com- 
bination would appear justified in describing their play as ‘a majestic 
production.” “ A genuine Indian Bress 
Band” is one of the treats promised, 
and, as far as I can gather, the whole 
thirg will be the familiar mixture of 
melo -drama 
and music, 
bowie- 
knives and 
breakdowns, 
six - shooters 
and sun 
bonrets our 
guileless 
cousins 
have more 
than once 













































THE OPERA COMIQUE.—TALL- 
BUT, EARL OF SHREWSBURY. 
. favoured us with. Well, let ’em come 
right along, there’s a fair field for them, and, maybe, just a little bit 
of favour.—Miss Alexes Leighton, a clever young lady, whom I have 
not seen in public for many and many a long day (wuss luck !), and 
Mr. Tandor Merei gave a joint entertainment (I don’t mean that 
there was a “feed”) at the Queen's Gate Hall, South Kensington, on 
Monday. The lady recited and the gentleman sang, and I’ve nota 
word to say agairst either of them—which they must justly regard 
as a triumph, I think! . ' NESTOR. 
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FUN. 








i” 
THE “BARE” IDEA. 
As the World Renowned Equestrienne, Mdlle —— entered the ring, 
a small voice at its first circus, said, ‘Oh, Mamma! she hasn’t put 
her stockings op.” 





Snips and Snaps. 
“WHAT queer things some men will do!” eays Sellers, as if 
merely for the sake of saying something 
~ “For example?” asks Baldatop, who always “ likes to know.” 
"> “Why, there’s Crambley—every day during the late frosts he has 
gone courting on skates!” 
“ Courting——?” 
“ Yee a downer on the ice!” — 
[ What punishment Baldatop would ardently like to inslict on Sellers 
and all such jokers at the club is too shocking to be told—cspecially 
at bed-time. 





FLETCHER DE BEAUMONT the as yet unrenowned histrion, whom 
we supposed to have been out of an engagement for the past twelve 
months, and whom we had not seen at the club for several weeks 
lately, turned up the other evening and accounted for his invisibility 
by stating that he had been “starring in the country.” ' 

[He had—the ice, in all directions, as we subsequently ascertained 

on absolutely reliable author ity. 








A NEW “Era.” Inthe Era Almanack for 1891 there are several 
quaint pictures and descriptions of old metropolitan theatres, and 
sundry short stories. It is on its usual lines, which is the same as 
saying that Mr. Ledger gives a capital account of all that is interest- 
ing in theatrical matters for the past year, and all that renders the 
Almanack valuable to those who go in for such like book-keeping. 








A Dreadful Discovery; 
Or, A TALE OF TROUSERS, 


[The Master of the Rolls remarked the other day that he knew bundreds of young 
men in Londen who, if they were told that their trousers were made by beginners, 
would go mad JJ 
HEAH G Me say, Fun, old chappie, we're depwessed and downcast— 

at |— 

At the Master of the Wolls’s exclamation ; 

Yaas, weally, don'tchewknow, it’s most heartwending, is it not? 

A statement to cause Johnnies consternation ! 

Just fancy, FUN, deah, darling boy! just think how you would feel 

(You blithe and bwilliant hoawy-headed sinnah !) 

If Fortune, Chance, or what's-his-name, should suddenly weveal 

That your twousers had been made by a beginnah! 


Yaas ; is anything maw awful /—What! than such a thing as that ! 
I weally cannot think a thing so shocking ! 

It’s bally cwewl, don’tchewknow, when you would cut it fat, 
To faind your twousers weally mewwit mocking ! 

No doubt it’s vewwy bad to havea cwisis in the State ! 
And it’s bad—nay, worse, when you can’t beck a winnah, 

But the bwain, old chappie, can’t conceive a sowwow that’s so great, 
As to have your twousahs cut by a beginnah ! 


You may not always kxow your bags are like this till you're told, 
You may, in fact, belie vs their cut’s perfection, 

But when ’tis pointed out to yew, bai Jove! your blood wans cold ! 
And you suffah from the deepest deep dejection, 

Say you're off to see your best girl, and most swaggah you'd 

appeah— 

Or you're going, we pwesume, to some swell dinnah ! 

‘Twould upset you when you started if some fellah said “ Look heah ! 
Bai Jove! those bags were cut by some beginnah ! ” 


Now, that Parliament’s we-opened, someone ought to fwame a Bill 
To stop amateurs and such fwom twousers making ; 

The Conservatives (wise Johnnies, they !—those Liberals make us il! !) 
Might make such Bill, and keep our hearts from bwaking ! 

If not—bai Jingo, don’tchewknow, how shall we find welief ? 
Nohow! and when of west we're each a winnah, 

Please wite, ‘‘Sacwed to the memowy of one who daied of gwief— 
Because his bags were made by a beginnah !” 








OuR newslavey is like a much advertised soap—she won't wash clothes, 
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THE IRONY OF FATE 
TIWENTY DEGREES BELOW FREEZING 
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‘‘The Devil and the Deep 
Sea.” 


(Suggested by a recent vagary of old 
Father Antic. ) 


As the “sandwich man” goes 
on 

His joyless career 

With his body half frozen, 
No plaints he will hear 

If serenely, urbanely, 
The footpath he'll shun 

Till he lets some ungainly 
Cart-wheel o’er him run, 

But if, making election 
Such doom to elude, 

He for timely protection 
Shall dare to intrude 

On the pavement, so dire is 
His heinous offence 

That the constable’s ire is 
Severe and intense. 

To the board-bearing rover 
He cries, with a grin, 
“Tf you won’t be run over, 
You shall be run in!”’ 


When the sandwich man’s formal- 
Ly asked by a beak 

To explain his abnormal 
And culpable freak, 

He in deep perturbation 
May quote the old saw, 
Which says self-preservation 

Is Nature's first law ! 
But the magistrate hastens 
Such nonsense to flout, 
And his culprit he chastens : 


TRIALS OF A VEGETARIAN 
P 6 
(1) Mr. Septimus Fadder being duly impressed with a vegetarian lecture, resolves to settle up with his bi and liv Though roadways, and doubt, 
I y impre 1 a vegetarian ture, resolves to settle up with his butcher and live A th rd f 
ia future on a strict vegetable aiet (2) Improved condition of the local fruiterer and greengrocer after the resolve. Are Wi jeopa y rife, you 
(3) Afterftome diMicult) the cat is put unde: treatinent with iltimate succes. (4) Likewise the dog. (5) The afternoon Should ne’er from them stray ; 
tea. A lady faints. “Ob, do take some curract wine! (6) Tbe cat turns traitor. (7) The dog slips his muzzle out- If you won’t lose your life, you 


j¢ the butcher's, and becomes a “lost dog.’ 
ia a total failure, 


Four little sprites your affection should gain, 
Four little sprites you should seize and retain : 
Four little sprites you should keep at your side. 
Four little sprites should along with you glide : 
Four little sprites you should stick to like glue, | 
Four little sprites should be worshipped by you : | 
Four little sprites you should never renounce, | 
Bunkumand Blarneyand Blusterand Bounce! 





(4) The weather proving unpropitious for further experiments, the result 


Must lose a day’s pry!” 











- » tiore i § Y ‘ >. ’ ee ® 
Not skating, Jack Ws that i ivent got 
pair of skates,” t 1 


Four Little Sprites, 

Four little sprites all your efforts will bless, Four little sprites will make honour’d your name’ 
Four little sprites will insure you success : Four little sprites are forerunners of fame : 
Four little sprites will exempt you from toil, Four little sprites will your prowess reveal, 
Four little sprites “ keep your potonthe boil”: Four little sprites will make men to you kneel : 
Four little sprites will bring grist to your mil], | Four little sprites will make bards of you sing, 
Four little sprites will get friends for you still : | Four little sprites will ordain you a king: 
Four little sprites will your enemies trounce, Four little sprites will on wealth for you pounce, 
suokum and Blarney and Blusterand Bounce! | Bunkum and Blarneyard Blusterand Bounce! 


* BOUGHT ” * SOLD.’ 
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AND 
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Ae Then the beastly thaw set in, and he never used them 
Half my week's screw, after all, 
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if tet THE WRONG THING. 
It’s A DOOSID DEAL TOO MUCH LIKE THE ORNAMENTATIONS THEY PUT ON 


Captain Driver.—“ ADMIRE THE FROSTED SCENERY ? 


WEDDING CAKES TO PLEASE ME, REMINDS ME OF THE DAY I HELPED TO TURN POOR OLD SLINGSBY OFF. 


FoRGOT HE WAS MARRIED TO YOU, DON’TCHERKNOW!”’ 
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. OH!I—BEG PARD'N !— 
[ But the deed was done, 








WONDERS OF THE THAW. 


SLIP! slop! there goes the hareskin and hearthstone wonder down 
the street; quash! splash, right into the gutter. We've got the 
thaw now. It’s the plumber’s paradise. I suppose, as the sun is just 
shining a little, the tomfools of sparrows have come to the conclusion 
that it’s springtime, and are making as much music as a dozen creaky 
wheelbarrows shoved together. My landlady came to tell me, as she 
was clearing the breakfast things away, that it was quite “ summery 
like,” and there was a blade of green shining between the paving 
stones of the area—as if I caredarap! It wouldn't have pleased me 
any the better if it had been a fir-tree, 

Do I like the thaw? Well, I don’t bother my head about it either 
way. I’ve got a great deal to? much to think about to do anything 
of the kind, so I tell you. All that it seems to me to do is to set 
everything steaming, so that one feels asif one was living all the day 
in a patent laundry. Steam can’t 
be particularly healthy. P’r’aps —— ss, 
you may remember that bit about y 
Colonel Burnaby and the Turkish / 
Bath he had in Khiva’? How the 
beggars threw pails of water on 
piles of red hot stones. My rooms 
have been about the same as if 
that had been going on all day. 

Another pleasant part of the 
thaw business is that if you have 
any game sent up to you, it always 
goes too flabby to be good. Not 
that I think myself much about 
game. The only people who send 
it to you are those who have bor- 
rowed of you already and haven't 
paid, and those who want to bor- 
row of you and don’t mean to 
pay. The amount of wretched 
humbug that goes on in the 
world this way is really something 
dreadful. 

Talking about the steaminess, 
the thaw—he, he !—upset them 


‘\ 








EVENING SPECIAL. 
REPORTED CONFLICT IN MASHONALAND, 


little idiots of nieces of mine dreadfully. “Why, it takes all the curl 
out of our hair.” A good job, too. They came up to stop with me 
to go to some dances. And they had the hairdresser in every evening, 
and the smell of singed stuff about the place was about as awful as if 
a Congo Cannibal had been having a cooking séance. And they 
had to have the wretched creature in with his tongs and things 
because they said they wouldn't be crisp and curly without him, 
They could be as flat as pancakes as far as I am concerned, and if the 
pair of ’em were put under a mangle it wouldn't trouble me. ‘ Hang 
the thaw, I say.” DIOGENES TUBBS. 








Bass is the Voice that Pays! 


For a clerk ‘“‘ with bass voice” an advertisement’s out, 
’Tis a nice (counter)-point—we've not met it before! 
He will have, though, to go for a 
song, there’s no doubt, 
Yet on his life's tenor be wanted 
to score. 
sat ‘twill be rather awkward if 
many more places 
Should charcs to be run on a 
similar L4ss-is ! 


Master 7. Tucher (little, but 
logically minded),—*' Mamma, are 
you rich?” 

Mamma of Master T. T. (with 
a half suppressed sigh).—" No, my 
darling — very far from it!” 

Master 7. 7. (reflectively). — 
“Uncle Penny wyseisrich, isn’t he?”’ 

. Mamma (with a touch ef resent- 
~ Sulness).—“ Enormously !”’ 

Master 7. T. (deductively).— 
“That's why I thought you were, 
mamma ; because I overheard cook 
say that you were as stingy as 
Uncle Penny wyse.” 
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THE HORRIFIED RAILWAY DIRECTOR. 
(See recent letter to a Daily Paper.) 
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Railway Director.—“ Hullo, Mr. Passenger, been waiting for that overdue train for twelve hours? Why did J not tell you the line had been swept away when you asked “or 
a ticket? Not likely! Why, I should bave lost the sale of the ticket! 
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The fares are doubled today. Twice the price publishe d in the time “ Hullo, Mr. Passenger, paid first class fare, in order to avoid the company = 

tables, You see, we double them when there's a race, or a cricket or football of sweeps and navvies and swearers. All right, there’s a crowd of roughs in rs 
match, or an election, ora bank holiday, or a fine day. That is about three corduroys On the platform, and I'l!) just cram them in with you.” 


hundred days in the year, 
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THE SITUATION.—CAPITAL versus LABOUR. 
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THE REASON. 


He,—' Ie it true you're going to marry Jones?” She —“ Ne,” 
She.—“ Why? chance of happy future for you?” 


—_— — 


THE WHITH HAIR: 


A Story OF FAITHLESSNESS. 


THky had been engaged three or four months, and for three or four 
weeks all went as well as any engagement cculd go when the parties 
hed reached respectively the mature and reasonable ages of nineteen 
and twenty-one. The deep sense they naturally had of the grave 
responsibilities of life, their long experience of life’s cares and 
cankere, did not prevent them from unbending quite like young 
gicdy lovers; and sometimes they even stooped to endearments of 
the “ducky” and “birdie” and “petsywetey” order. But they 
always returned to serious sentiments more befitting their age; and 
one day, after one of theee cutbursts of javenility, Hector said, quite 
sclemnly, to his Anastasia— 

* Bat, my dear, we must cultivate an earnest frame of mind. We 
are no children. Look here, Anastasia, look here.” 

And he indicated in his left fair whisker one white hair. 

“Oh,” cried Anastasia,“ but I'll love you careworn and elderly even 
as in your youth. By your poor white hair I swear it,” and she 
plecked the mute melancholy evidence of age from his cheek and 
kissed it fervertly. The plucking hurt Hector, but the kissing was 
charming. 

And the next clay Anastasia showed him the relic enshrined in a 
Ic cket and destined to perpetually remind her of her love ard duty, 

“ Fond, faithful angel,” Hector gurgled, and then they were quite 
}cung again for half an hour. 
_ But in four months a change came o'er the spirit of their dream 
in the substantial shape of a swarthy lieutentant of Marines, whose 
+. b’e whiskers were effusively voluminous, The lieutenant called 
frequently, and Anastasia declined to regard the whiskers with overt 
Cisfavour, Wcrds which were verbal antipodes of “ducky” and 

birdie” and * petsywetsy ” passed between Hector and Anast.sia ; 
and one dreadful day was enacted the funereal ceremony of “ return- 
Ug the letters,’ which has probably overshadowed most British 
huseholds where young maidens are capricious and lieutenants of 
Marines visit frequently. The quarrellers went about like blighted 
beings, and Hector acquired quite a romantic interest in the dry- 
Falter’s office where he was cngaged, as the hero of an unhappy love 
t ffair. 

But when the lieutenant of Marines was haled off to Holloway — 
rot for debt, oh dear, no! but for omittirg to satisfy nine judgment 
summonses—the stricken Hector took to finding important wo:k in the 
ct ighbourhood of his Anastasia’s Louse,:nd to not listening to the 
sermons ia the church which his Anastasia adorned with her best 
bonnet on Sundays. And out of that best Loanet Anastasia come- 
times Icoked at him. And one day he pissed a hymnbock to her, and 
she nearly sang “ Forgive me, | em a wretch,” to the eir of the Old 
Hundredth, while he read out, “I do, it w:s all my fault,” as the 
parson was giving out the text. 





Fv.—‘ No—chance for Jones.” 


breviate the sweet torture of expectancy, 
and put up the banns at that same tryst- 
ing place as soon as he could furnish 
seven rooms and a kitchen on “our very 
latest improved hire system, giving you 
forty years to pay in, without publicity or 
removal,” 

Engaged in the congenial occupation of 
selecting carpets for which no cash was 
demanded, the lovers forgot to do any- 
thing save coo about the bills, and the 
| wedding day found them one of the most 
| delightfully united couples that ever 
blundered through the marriage service 
| in the attitade of Datch dolls being un- 
| doubtedly handcuffed. Anastasia had re- 
contracted all her old passion for her 
Hector, and Hector had regained all his 
old confidence in his Anastasia. Didn’t 
he notice, after the breakfast, the very 
locket about her neck which contained 
the sacred pledge of life long fidelity? 
Wasn’t that proof enough that Anastasia 
was only another and nicer name for con- 
stancy and devotion ? 

But she offered an unaccountable resist- 
| ance when he took the locket to open it ; 
| and when he had vanquished her coy 
reluctance, he found the hair inside was 
black as Erebus, or the Chamberlain 
painted with Opposition ink. 

Cia “ Black |!” he gasped, actually doubting, 
9 ‘ the Agnostic, for a moment. 





He.—“ 8o gied.” 





But she answered, with the sweet serenity of conscicus innocence, 


‘“T had it dyed, dear, because it seemed to age you so.” 


And he has believed it heroically ever since. 
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ENGAGING. 
Young Mistress—“I'm afraid you will hardly suit the place, for, to 


tell you the truth, you are too good-looking.” 


Maid —‘ Well, that needn’t matter, ma’am, we shall seldom be seen 


together,” 


This time, fearing accidents and Marine 
officers, they resolved to considerably ab- 
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Jones bas been to a volunteer 
dinner, and the fellows must have 
been larking with him. 





From a complete collapse, 


IN-VOLUNTEER-Y MOVEMENTS. 


So comfortably retires for the night. 










JANUARY 28, 1891, 





yy 


U 
























The sergeant don’t know what regiment this hat b’longs to, 
but the major hasn’t seen Jones for an age, and takes him off 
for a brandy and soda, old boy. 








“Beware the Awful Avalanche.” 


[While plaintiff was on his way to a ball, he was smothered with mud froma 
scavenger 8 ecoop, and his dress tuit completely sp riled.— Vide County Court Report J 
Ye elegant mashers who dearly delight 
To disport in your choicest array, 
And to vex the dull ear of somniferous night 
With rejoicings and revelries gay, 
Who on earth no sublimer enjoyment can know 
Than to dance with some frolicsome troop, 
Pray be warned by this harrowing story of woe 
To beware of the scavenger’s sccop! 


For we know, while en route for a ball, how the thought 
Of the dudes who will envy your skill 

And of havoc that soon by your charms will be wrought 
Can your mind and your cranium fill. 

And it’s hard if, while thinking how nobly you'll glide 
"Mid the blissfal and brilliant group, 

You contrive, in your absence of mind, to collide 
With the slush from a ecavenger’s scoop ! 


It may possibly be that you liefer would die 
Than you'd forfeit the forthcoming bliss, 
Yet who seizes a share of the dustcart’s supply 
Must his share of the merriment miss. 
You'd be scarce comme il faut, were your face covered o'er 
With the famed metropolitan “ soup,” 
And your garments embellished, behind and before, 
With the slush from a scavenger’s scoop | 


So 'twere well, gentle mashers, to carefully heed 
Tae astute admonition of Fun. 


When the streets are quite dry, you on foot may proceed 
To a bal], and no harm will be done ; 

But, in seasons like this, whe. the thoroughfares all 
Are so demnably deluged with soup, 

You should go in a cab when you go to a ball, 
And keep clear of the scavenger’s scoop ! 








William’s Fowls. 


THE suburban fowl is a creature of circumstance, Next to the 
emu, it is supposed to liveonanything. It generally does on nothing 
seasoned with a few oats from the cab rank. It is easily induced to 
cow. When the faithful constable, on his beat, by accident drop: 
the pocket pistol he was about to raise t» his lips, awakened by the 
sound the bird will crow. The sweep calls forth his matin song; the 
milk has started him into an overture of delight! Heeven mistakes 
the cat’s-meat man for the voice of dawa. He’s never in tke right, 
that suburban bird. William keeps him in the area. To vary the 
monotony, the faithful fowl walks round and round the sin trap, 
uatil, becoming giddy, he falls down senseless on the flags. We love 
hind Wiliam, who keeps the fowl. We love the fowl, don't we? 
William is a kind, loving soul. The fowl’s partner lays an egg once & 
twelvemonth. Never, when we are awakened at early morn, do we 
derire to set fire to William's house and fowlery, and having seen 
them cooked—properly cooked brown—pack ‘em both off tv the 
Congo Cannibals, Oh, dear no! 





Mrs, PODMORE says wrestling and boxing ought to be put dowa— 
one 18 80 contiaually hearing of light weights in connection with 


them, 
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Loo.—“I SAY, THIS ICE ‘WOBBLES’ A GOOD DEAL—I HOPE IT WON'T CRACK AND LET US THROUGH!” 
THERE'S NOT A DECENT LOOKING YOUNG MAN ABOUT TO PULL US OUT AGAIN!” 


Nance.—"“So vo I. 








school. 


existence by the steel end of a 
pegtop, or the wire of a jew’s 
harp. There is a great deal in 
palmistry, because, as a rule, you 
can tell a schoolboy by his hands, 
When they are more than ordinarily 
greasy you may be sure he has been 
trying to makea fairy lamp by stick- 
ing kitchen fat in an empty bloater 
paste tin; when they’re ordinarily 
black, he has been melting lead in 
the kitchen fire, and raking for it 
the next morning among the 
cinders, Then he's always in want 
of a novelty. Why, when he’s 
quietly watching the cat as it sits 
before the fire, it’s only because he’s 
quietly calculating as to when it 
will die, so that he can have the 
pleasure of burying it in the back 
yard. I think the cat knows this, 
because when he offers it bits of 
dried orange peel, it never takes 
them gratefully. We could just 
do with a few schoolbcys lees. 


Ba 10 UORRES 











The Good Schoolboy. 


It’s about the time now thst boys are gone back to boarding 
You can find this out, tecause when you sit down suddenly 
on the sofa, you are not, as a matter of course, reminded of their 


Will Holloway. 


tive man. 


THE LATEST OLLENDORF.—No. 4 





“Have You A TooTaPick?” 


OF 


My 





“NO. BUT THE GRANDMOTHER 
NEIGHBOUB HAS ONE,” 


I KNOW a man who lives up Holloway. He's not exactly a consecu- 
The first thing Le does when he wakes up in 
the morning is to say to his wife, ‘‘ My dear, there's a dreadful hard 


frost about. I wonder what the 
rice of pickled pork was in the 
Vest Indies before Julius Caesar 
came to Britain?” This annoys 
his poor wife, and then she says, 
“* Will, please be consecutive,” And 
then, after wiping his eyes on his 
nightcap, and biting a piece off the 
child's night-light because he had 
mistaken it for a chuok of white 
peppermint, Will answers, “I'm a 
great deal clearer when | am talking 
than you think. Why, before Jumbo 
was run over by the railway train 
in New York, there used to be a 
boy who was junior clerk at Smith's 
wholesale tripe emporium; and 
Bismarck, you know, always drank 
lager beer.” Then that poor woman 
arose, and tried all the moral, 
persuasion that could be worked 
with an old walkiog-stick and an 
iron tipped boot; and Will held 
his peace, and went to sleep as 
consecutively as he could, 
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A NEW OFFENCE, 
h—seems to be aroused by the sweet little hallad “ns A 
1 by the fact that in addition to their other delinquencies, they 





sk a Pleeceman.” The offences of divers prisoners at the 
were chanting the simple ditty. 


The wrath of ‘' the Force”—and of the Bench 
Police Courts have been magnifiec 
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[Sut I don't hardly ike a) 


we wo » 
oe arsra Yeeceman now 


a 4k ; 


& 
\, 

- . Le oD ANS: ) g 
we'd been kefthed a singin” . J 
Ask a Peetanusn 4 Suggested Fong me 
‘ Pe Bs » for the Force. 
~G (Already sung by 














. ¥ i as y PC. lea therlung ; 
/\ AF { | with fhe most 


Wut 


OS 


=| ee 












sit = > =| & j= 
5 ¢ e 
a, : - | Ls : uf bless you ! He ddnf mind! He 
Ask a Meece man he way ?/S Ind ge? /2 months and, ae 7 ‘ 7 
putin The Chamber of? Orrors arlerwards? Nord M’ria! oat come it) and Was quile haffable f 
The Situation.—(SEE CARTOON ) Yet, no ; as though you'll never learn A Wise Waugb-ning ! 
1), ALL ye Ecottish Railway men, y What brother owes to _—_ [The Rev, Benjamin Waugh, leservedly known as 
employers and employ’d, ou turn i ei noses up ane tuin t he Suffer ng Chil iren s (hampton, nas been vlo.enuy 
Are not ye wishing now and then Your backs on one another, attacked by tome nobcdy iu @ magazine, } 
That peace could be enjoy'd? THE Reverend Benjamin Waugh, who has 
Your strikes appear to realize And while Tra e sadly hangs her head done 
A many doleful fears, pret ha _ oe ans So much for child starvers and beaters, _ 
And, maiming private enterprise, You're + Si ee a tare e€aq ; Has lately been scoffed at and sneered at by 
Have set you by the ears. sii . ’ 
é Who opines there are few such ill-treaters. 
‘ Let dogs delight to bark and bite, This frost has lastd ‘01g enough, But the brave and bold Ben (whom FUN 
or tis the ir nature to, . You'd best ceclare a draw ” : wishes long life!) 
As good old Dr. Watts did write ; Admit you've both had quantum suff, In this question will fight—yea, with Waugh 
Let them—but why should yow It's time there were a thaw. to the k-ife! 
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(=) A good dog will fetch certain things you may thr Ww, 
And sometimes he'll * fetch” a big price from a show, 
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THE GLOBE. — MISS DAI- , 
ROLLES. —OAPITAL ACT- 7 a 
KESS, WHETHER IN EV&N- / ; 
ING PARTS OR Dal EF a an 
ROLLES | A VERY POOR POET, 





drop, and (sweetest boon of all) fees are 
abolished all over the house—there isn’t a 
corner in the building where they haven't 


UNDER the influence of all these “ com- 
forte,” 'twas in the sweetest of humours I sank 
me into my seat. Nor was my seraphic mood 
lessened by the discovery that that seat was 
situate next to one of the most charming act- 
reases in London, nor by receiving, en passant, a 
smile of cheery recognition from a bright eyed 
young lady who was presently to recognize on 
the stage some “sincere flattery” of a famous 
dance of hers. Everything was in Mr. Forbes’ 
favour, you see, 


VeERY well, then,—I'm sorry to say I wasn't 
much impressed with the performance of Grin- 
goire. Mr. E, Abbey has designed and Mr, W, 
Harford has painted an interesting and “solid” 
interior “of the period,” and the costumes (also 
designed by Mr. Abbey)—except that Miss 
Dairolles sports a handsome dress of shudder- 
some and most unholy green—are harmoniour 
and unobtrusively correct. The lady named 
supplies the only wholly satisfactory perform- 
ance in the piece. Mr. Ian Robertson has a good 
idea of the King, particularly when he gets 
angry. Of the rest, however, Mr. Forbes lacks 


altogether too “stuck u 
character called “ Louise,”’ 


some improper motive. 





All the Comforts of a 
if you please) is one of 


_ “might have beens,” It 
might have been—in spite 
of ite undeviatingly archaic 
incidents—thundering 
funny. I hesitate to say 
that it may not, by manipu- 





THE GLOBE. — MEANT 


been abolished, Vif 





Home (the play this time, - 
those sad things, the | 


lation, yet become a cheer- 17 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

| AT this theatre, Mr, 
Norman Forbes, the new 
manager, provides all the 
comforts of a home, You 


that much from 
the ters, per- 
bane enh think I 
only mean the 
piece. But I 
don’t. There's 
more in it. First 
of all there has 
been a thorough 
overhauling of 
the building—it’s 
been swept and 
scrubbed and 
painted and 
gilded and re- 
upholstered till 
you wouldn’t 
know it, it looks 
go clean, cheerful 
and prosperous. 
It is, further, 
“ electric light- 
ed,” provided 


/ with a new exit 


from the stalls 


(which everybody carefully avoided on the first night), a new act 








THE GLOBE. — THE 
HAUGHTY LOUISA 
BAKER (SOUNDS 
MORE SWELL IN 
FRENCH.) 


romance, Mr. Lange is ill-suited, Mr. Bernage 
is unintelligent, and Miss Ansell is crude and 
p.” Why is this 


I wonder, instead 


of by the quainter and more characteristic 
form of Loyse? I'm sorry, also, to observe that 
although the age of each of the other characters 
is scrupulously set down in the programme 
(because this is the census year, suppose), 
that of Olivier is concealed — probably from 








ful thing, and quite sufficiently merry to afford a capital evening's 
entertainment, I hesitate to say it, because I have 

a lingering hope that it may. As it is, the piece is 
underserving of success, and is scarcely likely to 
achieve it. The thread of the atory is all too flimsy | 
for the strain of three acts, without something 
more expertly dramatic in the way of incidents and 
something more sparkling in the shape of dialogue. 
Many of the characters are wholly extraneous, and, 
curiously enough (unless this is a piece of mana- 
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best  ormanor. 


oyu, gerial 
 \y AGAARD ott ul- 
| DR fis? ness), 
1 ROY es me 
ico F/ Uy Se ng 
| Sy i / * 7 gm of the THE GLOBE,—A 





3 fat > 

Nyy (i acting 
7 Yj fi; ; is attached to these very 
ah t-F parts. It is a curious 
Yi" jumble of wasted oppor- 
tunities. One would 
naturally expect Mr. 
Pettibone (who appears 
to own, or rent, a some- 
what palatial abode) to 
leave at least one of his 
servants behind (especi- 
ally when you find Miss 
Y) Dairolles cast for one) 
» and would naturally ex- 











THE GLOBE.—FIE! 
FIE! FIFI! 


pect some com- 
plications to 
ensue, but—— 


BuT I’ve 
nothing to do 
with what we 
should naturally | 
expect. What I 
have to do isto OLEVER ACTRESS, MIss COLEMAN. REMINDS ONE OF 
they are and 
make the — of them (fill in “best” or ‘‘ worst,” according to 
your own ideas!), I can only hope that Mr. Forbes and his satel- 
lites may pull the piece “out of the fire” yet, and I do hope it 
sincerely, because I think a ee : 
manager so thoroughly alive to 
the necessities of his audience 
“in front” deserves success, 














AND now for the performers! 
Mr. F.. Glover does all that mortal 
man can do to make his part go, 
and nearly succeeds in being 
funny in spite of it. Mr. Willie 
Phillips carries his burdens 
lightly, too, and plays with great 
“go,”—the mischief is that the 
part is scarcely wanted. Mr. Ian 
Robertson’s really excellent per- 
formance is wasted on a tiresome 
character, Mr, Lawrance D'Orsay 
is admirable in a “deah boy” 
part which is absolutely not 
wanted, Mr. Harry Paulton is in 
better form than I have ever seen 
him before — he is decidedly 
funny all the time with the | 
poorest materials, Mr, De Lange herr Bai 
is first rate, too, in a shemales = pony cr ge age 
which is called McDonald, but ce ea 
suggests McDougall! Mr. Forbes plays with a bright touch, but he 
is short of weight (like the customers of a fraudulent baker). 
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SHE KNEW! 
Georgina,—“ There he is, Katey, dear; I thought he wouldn’t be 
able to keep away, though you have quarrelled.” 


Katey.— Yes, I see him. But let’s pretend not to, or he won't 
come near us,” [ Tactics successful. Neat Tuesday, no cards, 














THE ladies are, on the whole, dreadfully weak ; but then the cha- 
racters are all mere shadows, mostly. Miss Fanny Coleman basa sort 
of a chance, which she makes the most of in her own admirable style. 
Miss Lily Linfield became immensely popular, but I’m afraid (alas!) 
that her short skirts and her neat execution of a “fetching ” dance 
(which seems a distant relation of the famous “ Kangaroo”) had much 
todo with it—though it would be unfair to ignore the bright and easy 
comedy of her acting generally. Finally, let me say that Miss 
Dairolles has nothing to do, and that I do hope Miss Carlisle didn't 
hurt herself with either of her two tumbles. NESTOR, 








After this, the Deluge! | 
[From America comes a suggestion for the establishment ot * schools of novelists. '] 

WHILE fools are existent (and truly it seems 

That the number of fools is by no means decreasing), 
There'll ne'er be an end to the mischievous schemes" 

By which knaves are their victims diurnally fleecing. 
Your doctor—good soul !—never sticks at a fib,— _ 

He will name your complaint if you think you are ailing : 
Your lawyer will drag you through lawsuits ad /id., 

Though he knows that the lawsuits are all unavailing. 
So how can we censure Professor Machree 

For his recent attempt to augment his finances 
By starting a school and proclaiming that he 

Will make pupils proficient at writing romances? 


As the charlatan knows that the nostrum he vends 
Is a fraud, and his puffs are a mere fabrication, 
So knows the Professor that Genius sends — 
Wheresoever she will her divine inspiration. 
He’s fully aware that his pupils, unless — 
They from Nature the novelist’s talent inherit, 
Will ne’er, as romancists, attain to success . 
Whatsoever high praise for their efforts they merit, 








He knows that, unless they're from infancy blest 

With a generant brain and original fancies, 
They'd sooner the force of the whirlwind arrest 

Than excel in the art of inditing romances ! 
Bat the crafty Professor well knows, furthermore, 

That the first of the “seven deadly sins” is Presumption : 
It robbed of their heaven the immortals of yore, 

And it robs many mortals to-day of their gumption ! 
What rhymester but deems he the classics outshines ? 

What reciter but feels he’s out-Irvinging Irving ? 
What shallow-brained critic but fondly opines 

That a nation's applause he is richly deserving? 
So how can we censure Professor Machree 

If he plucks the presumptuous puppy who fancies 
(Though dull as the Rock of Gibraltar is he) 

That he’ll soon be a dabster at writing romances ? 
Yet the seeming ill-wind may be pregnant of good, 

And the “ novelists’ school” has our best benediction, 
For soon, should it flourish, its pupils will flood 

Ev'ry market on earth with nonsensical fiction, 
Then readers of novels will learn to despise 

The contemptible trash they’ve delighted in reading, 
Aad surfeited souls will at last realize 

That on garbage, not meat, they've been foolishly feeding 
Yes, worthy’s the “ novelists’ school” of our praise 

If the very desirable time it advances 
When readers shall lose their unfortunate craze 

For the reading of rubbisby, wretched romances! 


A Levelling Age. 

First Cavalry Officer —“ Yes, sir, my grandfather was a Genera), 
and served under Wellington; my father performed heroic deeds iu 
the Indian Mutiny; my uncle, Major Sir Fitzwarren, took part in 
the memorable charge of Balaclava, and drove the Russians before 
him like chaff before the wind. Yours, I doubt not, did likewise?” 

Second Cavalry Officer,—“ Something in that line. He drove acab!" 

A Distressed Demon. 
THE Demon Indigestion , All through the new PEPSALIA 

Just called, and cried “Boo- | (Made by a firm so Stern) 


ho! | I'm now a comparative failia, 
Ah, Fun, without a question, | For to check me by this folks 
Z'll have no work to do! 
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POOR FELLOW! 

Cabby (about to quaff a steaming glass of grog).—"“ Ah, you may 
well say that, mies, ours is a ‘ard life; for wot with the wind an 
wot with the weather, an’ wot WITH ONE THING AN’ THE OTHBER, 
yer soon epiles yer kemplexion drivin’.” 
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ANOTHER WAY TO PUBLIC SYMPATHY. 


SS ~ SN SON Ry \ 
SY Ww ‘ Fe \ Da \\ . i”) a. 
. SQ Ni’ aA Vs y SN \ ‘ 
N : 


4 3 
») 


via 


AY < 3 
\ “ Bhs bees 
. , \ , \ dX “ Noe MY Za 
> S\) \\ \ 4) wat m0) " AK 
SOR aw Ss ANY . TAU ; 
A : NX \ \ ‘ ¢ NY \ 


SS 


\ Nese YAY 
SSS 


= 
= 


>. 

































































HUN .—rFenavany 4, 1891. 


SOS 





os = 
3 ws 
: -- cl 
» +. 
—< 2 SS —=—. 
= Pa, PASS —. aS . 
Se SSS 
_———_—— oe Sore ~ = - ~~ 

SS SST SS = ATS 
> to 8 ee ee . 
SS _—— Sey = “. '. 
=e a & 
SP el ay = at? . 
SS ene Ce 
ae _ 


. < t 
SY 
=_ 


AONE iat nee. spit AO ANIA aii ape se STG a: 


a 
<—“S 
ave" 


== 
~BABAAAL SSS 


= == == =e 


YaST 
=. = 
= a VSS 


SS 


SS 


-_-* 


f a SEN ae = 


> 
_~* . 


SESS 6 Soba te 
+o a= Lt Sees oS ng na 


MA °“Q~ansssssess 
TO, eet 


S 
SN tS te 
= “ o SN A N ‘ad — 


Se ee 


SO Sar SS 


is — Pe 
——s 
SS 


a 
+ -—— . 
sooo = = aoe - 


=e ===. a =~ — ~~ 
- SSS QAP 


Wea e ness =" ee ee er 
a 
eco —e= -~ 


ee 


-.. & om, 
—S Se SS _ a Sew oe 
—_ + Se". aA, & >. Se 
=e. SS 

eS ei MS 28S 28 

“ = - o. ~~ 7 a 

eS eo WSS SNe Stee Wo -T a Fane. 
Sore SS SS Ss — ae » 

WO See ee eee SSS SSSA ee 


<-~.°.2-<- = 


See SS a Sea ee OS 


A. SES 
M ~~ 2 eee 2 Se = - 
Mess: — Sie 
Ss Ss > : = 
SS eee — i SS 
— NTS BS AL ee 
ee ee er 6 Pe 
pos So Ss SS SSAca. eee 
> TSSTSSSSSSSSS rie SS See 
SSRIS TS SSS ee ee eet. 


ie 


> a wee tS . 
- > Ce ae > —< 
SSS eS SSS STS eee PSs = 
~ > oe, >* me 
PSs <<“ SSS > 


> ee ee ee ee 


SS Se ae 


ASSO 


ite ee Le aw - a ae s* > 
~~ a a ea ae 


— —— 


> 


+ —— ~~ ~~ s?. 
ee ee — a> ae 
ee 

> 





oe AN Sa atl a pone ie 


L 
~ 
O 
QO. 
wa 
r 
o 
= 


CLINGING 


N, SIR?” 


. 
4 
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OR ARE YOU NOT GOING TO MOVI 


Grand Old Bobby.—“ARE YOU 


RI’.” 


L 


WHA' FOR?—I'M AL 


Irish Reveller (a victim of too much “Irish.")—"“MOVE ON? 


[See Cartoon Vorses, p. 
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Diamonds and indigestion, The dinner that takes up tvuur hcurs of solid gorging and the conversation is about shop, 
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The dinner where 
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you get fruity shilling port. 
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ventive of hunger, 


‘s WAIsT not, want not,” as the lady lectarer 
said when discoursing on tight lacing as a pre- 





LOBSTERS turn red when they're boil 


when they get into hot water, 


ed, but 


human beings invariable turn a delightful pink 


















The Meeting of the Queer 
Congress. 


In Queerland once, when I was there, 
I found a Congress set 

Talking of things which puzzling are— 
They may be at it yet. 


There was the famous Pencil Case, 
Which made the Rubber Stamp ; 
And the question, ‘‘Who did the Pillar 
Box?” 
And “ What did the Iron Clamp?” 


And was it true that the Centre Bit? 
What cases could the Cow Heel? 

Or, was it true that a Counter Pane 
Was all with which she could deal? 


"Twas asked, whose hair did the Curry 
Comb? 
And then the Cabbage Rose 
And said ’twas rude to say “ Plane Tree,” 


Or to call a stocking “ Hose,” pel 
And furious then the questions grew— B. 
Of, What did the Drug get ? 


Aad, Who was it saw the Coal Scoop Le 
Something his throat to wet? e 


And, What did the Hard Broom Handle ? ig 
And, What made the Candle Stick ? * 
And, What did the Royal Mail Bag? 
Whose neck did the Old Hay Rick? 


This made the Button Hook it, 
It made the Kitchen Grate, 
It made the Ancient Door Step, 

Though where I cannot state. 


Then the Congress Hall grew silent, 
And all I heard there more 

Was the soft and gentle Hearth Stone 
Ask, “ What did the Teapot draw? 


’Tis questions of this puzzling kind 
The old beans-talk about ; 

’Tis wordy strifes of such like sort 
That make the Whiting pout. 








( With the air of the Minories fresh 
upon it.) 

“ Good-day to yer, Ithacthon.” 

“Thame to you, Jacobthon.” 

“Oh! I thay — about thothe thtotch. 
Ye’re vanting all the profit on ’em to yer- 
thelf, yer are, indeed.” 

‘Nothin’ of the thort; I vants it all 
for the mitheth. JZ’m goin’ inter licvida- 
tion, and theth goin’ ter thtic by her 
theperateethtate under the Act o’ Parlia- 
ment—thatth how it ith.” 
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In Tenebris. 


I AM a poor barbarian, 

A hopeless, darkest African ; 

Oh, would that civilizing light 
Would shed its rays upon my sight ! 
My wife and I dwell in our hut, 
Our children with us, happy—but 
We long for people civilized 
To raise us from our state despised ! 


IN LUCE, 


THE march of Science comes this way, 
In darkest Afric spreads the ray 

Of lurid fin de siécle light, 

To rouse me from barbaric night. 

My boy to death has just been beaten, 
My only daughter killed and eaten ; 

My ears were taken off last week; 

My wife has lost lots of her cheek ; 
Save me from civilizing light, 

And give me back my darkest night ! 














FEBRUARY 4, 1891. 


49 
















































































Another G.O.M, 
(But of a Slightly Different Quality.) 
[Mr. Labouchere is, it is said, to be known 
in the House as the “Gay Old Man.”’) 
SoME wish to label “ Labby ” 
As the “Gay Old Man!”’ 
Well, not like a pious Abbé 
ilar Is that Gay Old Man! 
‘Cate as a London cabby, 
Or as a cat that’s “tabby,” 
Is the learned, lively Labby— 
, Alias Gay Old Man ! 
In the House, inclined to wake 'em 
Is that Gay Old Man; 
With his sallies prone to shake ‘em 
ITTy Is that Gay Old Man. 
: As for fables, he can fake ’em ; 
4 As to Wit’s Cakes, he cin take ‘em. 
2e,” a Yes ; as warm as you can make em 
ch Is that Gay Old Man! 
s = 
i: A PHILADELPHIA lawyer—we beg 
ea pardon — journalist we should have 
aa said, has secared the war club of 
ee: Sitting Bull, the great Indian chief, 
le? “s and which is stated to have killel 
many scores of enemies. After all, 
that is nothing to some of our social 
clubs, which have killed many thou- 
sands of friends, to say nothing of 
those they have ruined. 
PEARS’ ‘OPE—That this year's busi- 
LIVES OF GREAT ARTISTS.—A SHORT ONE. | mess may be still bigger than last. 
SUCCESS IN PORTRAITURE BRINGS FAME AND FORTUNE—FAILURE IS A D&ADLY SIN. | Let’soap so! 
THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. Fun in a Fog. 

THE House was in a penitential mood on Tuesday last, “Autres Timid Elderly Lady (coming from London Bridge in the direction 
temps, autres meurs,” “ Tempora mutantur, et nos,” etc. Time was of the City, to young gentleman—if he was not something worse).— 
when Mr. Bradlaugh used to knock at the door of the House in vain, “ Please can you tell me the way to Peckham?” 
while his followers waited without to see him emerge hatless, breath- Young Gentleman (with the aforesaid reservation).—“TI should 
less and coatless—“ chucked again!” Later ensued the lively little think I could, indeed, mother! Hlevate your respectable pecker, 
scenes on the floor of the House, which even the Irish party must then depress it aan 5 mp there your are!” 
have longed to take part in, so lively they were. At last the reward [ 
of perseverance—the effect of the dripping water on the stone. And nisietiadtal 
now nous avons changé tout cela, Mr. Bradlaugh has been for many ne yn 
years a useful working Member—one of the best “ Committee” 

sh. Members in the II use. His cantankerous opponent of old has passed 
pr- away, regretted 
and honoured by 

all Mr, Bradlaugh as 
la. by all others. The 
er time has come for 
le, the removal of the 
record of the old 

bitterness from the 

annals of the 

House. Foremost 

among those to 

plead for its annul- 

ment is the son 

of the great and 

good man who, in 

the troublous 

times, was Mr. 

Bradlaugh’s chief 

THE UNCROWNED ONE COMES TO THE coNcLUSION PPO ment, So te 

THAT THERE Is NOT ROOM FOR MORE THAN ong House assents, and 

IRISH MEMBER ON THE OPPOSITION BENCAES, all parties for once 

yy join hands across 


tion. 





rumpus, 





the graves of the “ honourable members ”—Mr. Bradlaugh having, to 
the deep regre‘s of Loth friends and opponents, passed untime'y away, 
The “ Uncrowned King”’ finds himself almost a dethroned one, bat 
he takes this discovery like most other things— fighting, 
Mr. Furness last week met with an appropriately warm recep- 


The striking law laid down by Bompas was bound to lead up toa 


While Lord Salisbury is dwelling on the Behring Sea, Mr. Goschen 
cheerfully dilates upon how we emerged from the Baring Straits, 








TP yneeos, 


“Look here, Skinny, I'd pitch into you, but there ain't enough 
surface to hit at.” 
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NOTES ON THE LATE FROST. 


(By our Spectul Artist, Thawed Out.) 











Snips and Snaps. 


“Goop heavens! _— on earth are you 
filling that gasbag for?” 

“ Why, ‘in twelve million years,’ says this 
statistical column, ‘there will be no light 
from sun, moon or stars,’ and a bit of gas will 
come in handy on a dark day.” 


DuRING the month of December over 
27,000 lbs. of meat was seized in Edinburgh 
as being unfit for human food. If it was 
not good enough to make a haggis, it must 
have been bad indeed. \ 


Mr, GLADSTONE'S political views are like 
the frost, bound to thaw sometime or other. 
Not so his wood cutting. On this subject 
his opinions ever remain Hawarden fast. 


THERE is a gay. wicked old dog of a 
poulterer in the West Ead, Seeing two 
“ giddy young things” pass his shop the other 
day, he remarked that it was quite aston. 
ishing how miny “ wild ducks” there are in 
London. 





A Norse-picious Remark, 


[An eminent lecturer Jately asserted that greater 
part of the English are descended fr.m Norsemen— 
“ Hardy Norsemen,” of course.) 


THAT the English are from Norsemen oft 
descended, 
Has recently been proved with striking 
force ; 
’Tis well, for they were (physically) splendid, 
Though addicted somewhat to wild wayr, 
of course. 


’T's grand to be descended from a Viking ; 
And, if we should to battle have recourse, 
Why, then we can, like King Dick, cry when 

striking, 
“A Norse, a Norse! my kingdom for a 
Norse |” 








“Bar” Jokes! 


[We print the following communication, as we do not wish to be dis-court-eous 
cither to our correspondent or the Court. We cannot, however, undertake to ex- 
nee legal jokes, He had better apply to a Judge of Asses—we mean Assize. 

oreover, we dare not request any of our staff to undertake the task which cur 
correspondent would set them, as it must inevitably result in the loses of their ser- 
vices so soon as winking at such jokes had attained its natural end—idiotcy. Should, 
however, any one of them, or of our readers, feel we Mite inclined, and desirous 
of making themeclves suitable candidates for a lunatic asylum, by endeavc uring to 
enlighten our correspondent, his address may be obtained at the ¢ ffice.— ED.} 


PuMP CouURT. 

DEAR Mr, Ep1tor,—I am about to make a terious request to you, 
Be assured that there is no fun in it—I wish there was,—but I am 
incapable of writing or comprehending ‘anything comic. My “case” 
is this—I call it a “ case,” as being a barrister, it is natural to me to 
use professional language, You will constantly see in the reports of 
law proceedings in the courts, that some judges are in the habit of 
frequently committing jokes. I wish they could be committed with- 
out being tried—at least, on me! for I really cannot understand 
them, This is most unfortunate, and wii], I fear, injure my career at 
the Bar. Judges do not appreciate a counsel who cannot laugh at 
their jokes ; and he gets snubbed instead of assisted in his efforts on 
behalf of his client. To give you an idea of what often occurs, I will 
jot down, from notes taken on my brief, a joke much laughed over 
at the time, but which I have vainly spent hours in endeavouring to 


unravel. I was arguing a case in which a spurious five pound note and its su posed issuer. 
were involved. The judge was Baron Cuddlebrick. I oneted. as a well hasan fact, that 
only duly authorised bankers were permitted to issue notes, whether for five pounds or any 
other amount, Whereupon the judge remarked, “Are you certain of this? 1 am under the 
impression that a judge, even if unable to utter tenner notes, is legally empowered to issue 
fi.fa's.” The whole Bar roared, with the exception of my miserable self, I could not see it 
and cannot understand it. Can you explain it to me, or get one of your staff to do sot 
What on earth—or anywhere else—has a writ of Jiery facias to do with a five-pound note? 


Yours perplexed, 








Mr. Wemyss Rerp dictated the whole of his “ Life of Lord Houghton” to shorthand 


writers. No doubt this was because it was easier to reid, 








UTTER STUFF, 





' 






































wl Sed Al. Wie | 


EARLY AND LATE. 
“Mamma, dear, is Leighton one of the Old 


Masters?” 


“No, my darling, How could he be? The 


Old Masters lived long ago.” 


“Ob, I thought he was, perhaps, a late ‘un.” 
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A MOOT POINT 


‘© A Youth of Gentle Lineage” writes to FUN in piteous strain. He says: “.... 
question which vols me of rest by night and day. Wer 1 adore—her relations I do not, 


album), Will you kindly glance at them, and advise me as to the course I should pursue?” 











Whether or no 1 should ‘propose to my beloved Barbarina is a 
I inclose some photographs (taken privately from her family 


OS ROE TS CAB eT, eT SN er ae —— 











How Is It? 


WHEN young, I knew some girls, of course—I can’t forget sweet 
Katie— 

How well she did to wed a man—a millionaire, and eighty ; 

And little Susy—grey eyed witch—of me she was so fond— 

She is a thriving milliner in London’s Rue de Bond. 

Another mistress of this heart—my black eyed bonny Jane — 

Is mistrees of a shorthand school somewhere near Chanc’ry Lane. 

But on my heavy, aching heart this question presses sadly, 

How is it all the men I knew do so uncommon badly ? 


And look at Mildred—beauteous girl, a burnished gold haired fairy— 
How thick she used to be with me—so was her cousin Mary ; 
An«d'now they’re both so very grand, I daren’t attempt to see ’em ; 
Enormous salaries they get at T. BR, Atheneum. 

And Geraldine, who once appeared a maiden somewhat silly, 

Writes books upon “ Philosophy ” and Jives in Piccadilly. 

And so once more my sorrowing heart I question a]most madly, 

How is it all the men I knew have done so very badly? 


But look at Jack. If e’er a man to do well had a chance 

He had—but he serves in a store in some small town in France, 
And as for Harry Perkins—he was head boy ia our school— 

I saw him in the snow last week— t-coatless—looking—cool ! 
And dear old Tom—a clever chap, how well he could recite— 

Is super in a pantomime at eighteen pence a night. 

So can you wonder if I ask this question somewhat sadly ? 

How is it that the men I know have done so very badly? 





BP To COORRESPONDENTS Th 





And Charley Penniquick, B.A., a wealthy merchant's heir, 

Got three months as a vagrant, and will be on prison fare, 

Will Cowley was an artist, and we thought he'd be R.A.— 

He chalks upon the pavement, you can see him any day. 

My Kentish pal, one Harvey Green, he cultivated hops ; 

Tom Wilson, poor Fred. Proudman, too, both had plate-fronted shop 
All failed. 
How is it all the men I knew have done so very badly? 





—— me 
a 


Biding His Time. 





Captain Topper.—“ What, not be2n over the course at all yet? 


You'll fiad it a difficult one to find out!” 
Mr Smasher,—* Not at all, old chap. , 
so I shall follow the best looking of you till we get into the straight. 





A Tiny Tim-ber Par. 
(There is an alarming crisis in the timber trade.) 


THE news here noted far from nice is ; 
It tells us of a timber crisis, 

And wood-be woodmen therefore frown ; 
For, when the timber trade is shaky, 
It always makes their money quaky, 

And so they cannot plank it down. 
P.S.—You may say, “‘ Wherefore rank us, 
As though this were a time sub Plank-us?” 


I am to ride a waiting race 


If one had succeeded I should name him but too gladly 


” 





uu. -in no case will liey be returned unless 
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ON THE TURF. 
DELIGHT OF JONES AND HIS LITTLE MARE AT ONCE MORE FINDING THEMSELVES ON A BIT OF TURF. 











Clinging to His Post,—(Ske Cartoon.) 

You have seen, or have heard, 

How a map, after dining too well, may get “ heady,” 
Cannot utter a word 

With distinctness, and, growing extremely u isteady, 
Through the streets he will roam 

In a purblind endeavour to take himself home. 
He would call for a toast, 

Yet another, but feels it is useless his calling, 
So he clings to a post 

As the turest manceuvre to keep him from falling, 
And, thus clinging, is found 

Waiting patiently there for his house to come round, 


I think Mr. Parnell 


Seems, in certain respects, that same man to resemble : 


After faring too well, 

He's a good deal upset, his legs all of a tremble ; 
Yet, in spite of the rhyme, 

He will not “ Ask a Policeman” to tell him the time. 
To his post he still clings 

(As if under the spell of ‘a dhrop of the cratur’’), 
In the vain hope that things 

May come round in bis favour or eo ner or later; 
And when bidden to go, 

He responds with a solemn, though farcical, ‘No! ’ 





| 


A Terror to Translators, 
Or, A NORWEGIAN NIGHTMARE, 


By Our Own Saga-acious Bard, 


(Mr. William Archer, the recent “specially engaged” translator of Ibsen's pla) s) 
has been violently denouncing Mr. Edmund Go.se,a more recent, but also mire 
trevious translator of the same so-called “ master’s’ works, because he ,(G,) } as 
ry a a translation of lbsen’s latest play, Hedda Gabler, before A. co ld 
get one ou 


Ho, Gentle Reader, now 
List to my query ; 

Bay, hast thou heard the “ row,” 
Dotty and dreary ? Take as their motto | 

A “row” in these regions | What though Bilarcher bold 
(The newest “ deparcher ”) | Thinks he the boss was? 

'T wixt the Anglo-Norwegians | Ibsen's first (as you're told) 
KE. Gosse and Bilarcher ? Translator Gosse was |! 


Each, black as ink that he 
Dippeth his nibs in, 

Aims at translating the 
Best plays by Ibein ! 

Big-boned Bilarcher (late 
Ibsen’s Achates) 

Goes for Gosse, who (let's state) 


| But, pray why all this fuss? 
| _ Why all this “rot,” O! 
| Let them “ De Gosse-tibus” 


Moreover, this Ibsen game’s 

Not worth the candle ; 

| I.’s knowing (oft naughty) aims 

| "a Neither need handle, 

| As to Ibsen’s ability 

| _ Few folk can doubt it. 

But as for utility— 
Well, he’s without it ! 
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“FUN'S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 














‘Kacia ontlicls in 


















— I> 


) 
fc ie 
“a ¥ | 
i 
or i 
(\ ’ . 
» = 





ai) An inleresling inalid 2} 


~~) aR 






















— : 
- 
- 


ya) cho ind he 
arf of hie Ving, 











ZI a +" lee 


Wee i ee 
(1) "Tis true street musicians full often annoy us; _ 
But taxing the same wouldn't make them more joyous. 


(2) The grand costume ball that was planned by ‘Gus Harris, 
Gave gladness, while some thought ’twould only ‘‘émbarris.” 


(3) The French hippopotamus full is of woes, sirs, — 
And cries, ‘‘ I’ve a dasty bad code id by dose, sirs !" 


(4) The newest frock coat be ye ready to hail, boys; 
Although (as you'll note) thereby hangs a long tail, boys! 


VOL. LIII. wo. 1344, 
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(5) Again does St. Valentine shed lovers’ treasures, 
hich, of course, gives our postmen and such, increased pleasures 


(6) Some cruel Americans slaughtered poor negroes. 
Poor darkie! they still appear jealous when Ae grows, 


(7) Even Portugal now has political shindies, 
Which show that rebellion ‘gainst kings in the wind is. 


(8) This Fagin of fin de siécle arrangement 
Will haply in gaol from the world feel estrangement. 
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“FRESH” ON THE TURF. 
DELIGHT OF JONES AND HIS LITTLE MARE AT ONCE MORE FINDING THEMSELVES ON A BIT OF TURF, 





Clinging to His Post,—(SEE CARTOON, ) | A Terror to Translators, 
n on ne S00, OF — es ae be | Or, A NORWEGIAN NIGHTMARE, 
oW & man, alter dining too well, May ge eady . 
Cannot utter a word By Our Own Saga-acious Bard, 
With distinctness, and, growing extremely u steady, | (Mr. William Archer, the recent “specially engaged” translator of Ibsen's pla\s) 


has been violently denouncing Mr. Edmund Go.se,a more recent, but also mire 
trevious translator of the same so-called *“ master’s’ works, because he (G,) }as 
bobbed up witha translation of Ibsen’s latest play, Hedda Gabler, before A. coi ld 


Through the streets he will roam 
In a purblind endeavour to take himself home, 








He would call for a toast, | get one out.) 
Yet wee oad hatin his calling, | Ho, Gentle Reader, now But, pray why all this fuss? 
ha thw acamen a al oo List to my query ; Why all this “rot,” O! 
s the turest manceuvre to keep him from falling, | “ + + ae 
vad. thes clinaiad. ts feand Say, hast vee heard the “ row, Let them “ De Gosse-tibus 
PE tes: Rages ceddbaaye tag 6 ——— Dotty and dreary ? Take as their motto ! 
Waiting pati ntly y re for oe house to come round, A “row” in these regions What though Bilarcher bold 
| Fae think Mr, Parne! sidelines, (The newest ‘“ deparcher’’) Thinks he the boss was? 
Seeme, in certain re spects, that same man to resem ile ; 'Twixt the Anglo-Norwegians Ibsen's first (as you're told) 
. After faring too well, E. Gosse and Bilarcher ? Translator Gosse was |! 
He's a good deal uptet, his legs all of a tremble ; 
Yet, in spite of the rhyme, . Each, black as ink that he Moreover, this Ibsen game’s 
He will not “ Ask a Policeman” to tell him the time. Dippeth his nibs in, Not worth the candle : 
To his post he etill clings Aims at translating the I.’s knowing (oft naughty) aims 
(As if under the epell of ‘ta dhrop of the cratur’’), Best plays by Ibsin ! "s Neither need handle, 
In the vain hope that things Big-boned Bilarcher (late As to Ibsen’s ability 
May come round in bis favour or tooner or later; Ibsen’s Achates) Few folk can doubt it. 
And when bidden to go, Goes for Gosse, who (let's state) . But as for utility— 
He responds with a solema, though farcici), ‘No! ’ migns up to date is! Well, he’s without it ! 
Gold Medal Awarded, Health Sxhibition, London. AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 
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ntine shed lovers’ treasures, 
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(6) Some cruel Americans slaughtered 
Poor darkie ! they stil 


(2) The grand planned by ‘Gus Harris, 
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Portugal now has political shindies. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Pr - .—HOLD on, boys! 
L_»} when LIS PA Hold on! Alto- 


. (Hy is \ gether too much 

QY gush! Youre all over- 

* doing it and getting into a deuce of 

@ perspiration about it, Sit down 

and cool off a bit, and when you've 

got your breath back and adjusted your 

ties and brushed your hair, and have alto- 

gether assumed something of a more 

\ rational demeanour, we'll have a word or 

two about this National Opera business. 

it is a capital idea, and I should like to 

gee it succeed ; but a good many things 

will have to be different before it hasa 

fair chance of arriving at that desirable 
terminus, in my humble opicion, 
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I'VE nothing to say against the building 
—-now, boys, all right! Don't get mad ! 
Don’t explode! Keep your hair on! 
Mighty condescending of me,and all that, 
of course, I know, but you've got to let me 
have my say, and I’m going to say it. Your turn to put me under 
the pump comes after. I’ve nothing to say against the ling, I say 
—a little unnecessarily lavish, according to my 
views, but that’s a matter of taste, and when the 
brilliant acridity of newness ia the decorations 
(which, at present, sets the teeth on edge and 
mikes the eyes water) has been toned down by 
the mellowing influence of metropolitan grime, 
there isn’t a house in London wherein I sha)! be 
better pleased to perform my favourite character 
of ‘‘t! e dead head,” 





THEROYALE: ISH PRA. 
—A hh] 4 5 i HA 


LEK IN INVER 


THE prices of admission are too high ; and after 
the first effect of the royal and aristocratic “ boom” 
has passed, I think they will be found to defeat 
their object. I honestly hope they won't; but I 
honestly think they will. There is so little for the 
money! Sir Arthur’s music—the principal matter 
LISH —is, happily, worthy of the occasion, and probably 
‘* the finest achievement as a whole of any English 

composer (albeit there are heights beyond), the 
setting unimpeachable and the staging some of 
the finest, most imaginative and effective I have 
seen. Mr. Ben Davies is a sweet singer, witha 
charm of style that almost makes one forget 
that he passes most of his time with the knee 
of one ley much bent forward and 
the other leg many yards behind 
Miss Macintyre, too, reaches 
the inmost recesses of our 
sensibility and lulls us on to 
forgive her for being a 
lizht haired Jewess, But 
musical nation as some 
would fain persuade us we 
are, we temper our artistic 
desires with pecuniary dis- 
cretion. We can vet Bpec- 
tacle (ar 
tacle, too) at a mu 
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lower fivure. And Mr. soaked 
Davies ard Miss 
if Tur 
{ ROWE? : 3 
I ioK, 
Macintyre are not 
Buflicient talent 
rf for a whole opera 
—then again, will 
| not many kick at 
being called upon 
to pay the same 
price whether 
RY these leading 
r8 are per- 
THE forming or not 
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THE LOOSE 


FUN. 


Hill and Palliser, and Messrs, O’Mara, Oudin, Clive, F. Davies and 








STRINGED 
H A R P 
(COMES OF 
HANGING 
IT IN AN 
Uo FP Fs 
DOO R- 
WAY!) 


and musi- 














been the 
casting, 
sibly ham- 
on these 
worthy of 
are other 
haven't the 
hope is that 


give it &@ [THE RoranL ENGLISH 
. nm Tae Kis 


Carte to ( \ 
something AND KNAvVE. 


to the pump? 





THE ROYAL come to think of 


ENGLISH when one hassaid that Mr. Penley, 
in the novel character of a military 


masher, is almost 
funnier than ever, 
that Miss Fanny Brough is in 
her old part (it’s a young part, 
by-the-way), in which her acting 
is simply beyond criticism, that 
Mr. Keeves Smith plays the 
curate, that Miss “ Funny” 
Robertson plays the soldier- 
struck old lady, that Miss Mac- 
kenzie wears some lovely frocks, 
and that pretty Miss Violet 
Thornycroft is in the cast, there 
is not even “go and see it” to 
be said, because you'll be half- 
way there before I can say it. 
THE NEW OLymMpic, — Let 
us respect the aged ; let us leave 
the dead and buried to their re- 











TOOLE'S.—I saw Our R-giment 
when it was first 
when it was revived at the Globe, 
and upon one other occasion, I 
think, I have therefore said all 
I've got to say about it, and have 
no more say left. Of course, there 
is something to say about the act- 
A ing of this latest revival here, 


- though not much, ‘when you 


one or two others; 
—— but, at the best, and 
to put it mildly, 
they have not the 
“vogue” of the 
others, and, at the 
worst, some of 
them are tame in 
acting qualities, 
below the ievel of 
what we are accus- 
tomed to (at a 
cheaper rate, Mr. 
Carte) in light 
opera. And when 
it comes to the 
subordinate parts, 
they are mostly 
rendered in a very 
commonplace 





fashion. I dont think Jranhoe 


the best of subjects, either, It 
never has succeeded on the 
stage, and probably never will. 
The female interest is not great, 
and what there is is over- 
shadowed by the male ditto. Its 
only chance is as a spectacular 


cal show—and this seems to have 
view taken, for (except in the 
where the management are pos- 
pered by the lack of material), 
two points the production is 
all praise and success. There 
points, for and against, which I 
space to refer to. My main 
the novelty of the thing will 
s.flicient fillip to enable Mr. 
puil it together, and give us 
worthy fhe extravagant en- 
comiums which he has received, 


and to which he is more entitled for his intentions 
than for what hehasaccomplished; ~ 


Lai ayo 
ERA 


though I shall be the last todeny Yo j>' $4) 
that he has accomplished a great -—>——" ~ ata 


deal. Now then, boys, which way 













produced, 


because, 


‘HE ROYAL ENGLISH OPERA.— REBEC- 


CA’s LITTLE PRACTICAL JOKE. 


pose ; let us,in short, have nothing more todo with The Stranger. 
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NOT A WALKING LADY. 
De Jones.— A-a-a—may I have the pleasure of seeing you home?” 


She.—" Oh, yes (Jones ecstatic '!)—if you like to run behind our carriage all the way | 


(though for different reasons) in these modern times. Let it sleep, 
Mr. Barrett, even asI slept the while you played. Need I say much of 
the performance? We know that Mr. Barrett is firm, earnest and 
impressive, if stagey; we know that Miss Emery is just as charm- 
ing, subtle and delicate in her acting as anybody can be; and, as for 
‘Mr, George’s” low comedy, bless you! don’t we know it by heart? 
Mr, Elliott is a good actor, but he seemed to labour under too 
great a sense of the ridiculous, 


THE ST. JAMES’S.—Mr. Alexander shifted his Sunlight and Shadow 
to these quarters a day or two ago. A slight reorganization and re- 
decoration of the interior of the house, a return of the pit charge to 
the acceptable “two bob,” and a new after piece by Mr. A. C. 
Calmour, in which Miss Millett and Mr. Alexander play the leading 
parts, signalized the occasion. If Mr. Alexander does not continue 
his triumphal Avenue career at this house, it can only be charged to 
adverse fate, 


Nops AND WINKS.—‘‘ An ardent admirer” says, perhaps I'd like to 
mention the name of a lady which I didn’t mention in one of these 
notes, I’m afraid, if I’d felt that way, I’d have given way to my 
feelings and done it on the spot. But I make it a practice never to 
name subordinate performers unless I receive a substantial bribe— 
besides, I don’t know whether it's Z or the /a7y of whom my corres- 
pondent is “an ardent admirer.” The Royal Victoria Hall has some 
extra good things this month. NESTOR 


















| The Little Fat Saint. Bt 
| A LITTLE fat sprite in the regions of Pat 
| light LTT 

. ; 






Had been sleeping for almost a year, aban} 
And, though calm was the grace of een 
his motionless face, al 
Yet his snore was a caution to hear, 
But at last from his nap he was roused : 
by ara 
A redoubtable rap—at his door: Jan 
And a wayfarer weird in the chamber 
> 
And a scythe and a serpent he bore. | 
And the sluggard might writhe, but 
the pole of that scythe 
Was still poked in his ribs as he lay, 
And the Ancient cried “ Haste! Not 
& moment’s to waste, 
Weare nearing St. Valentine's Day! "’ 





















Stes ‘Nay, you cannot mean that?” said 
the sprite as he sat, 
el Withamazement, bolt upright in bed: 
aa “You are joking, methinks—have my 
.* i forty odd winks 






seen protracted while twelve months 
have fled ?”’ 
uoth old Tempus, “Egad! you have 
hit it, my lad, 
You've been snoring like mad all 
the year, 
And I tell you, in fact, that you'll 
have to be sacked 
If onearth youdon't quickly appear.” 
| So the little fat saint called for powder 
an, and paint, 
| And for raiment fantastic and gay, 
And to earthward he flew through the 
ether and dew 
f To prepare for St. Valentine's Day ! 



















Now, a numberless throng, and super- 
nally strong, mankind, 
Are the sprites who have power o'er 
There’s the Demon of Spite, and the 
Kif of Delight, a 
And the Goblin of Jealousy blind, 
There’s the Angel of Love, with the 
wings of a dove, ' tire, 
There is Scorn, with his bosom on 
There’s the Spirit of Hate, whose wild 
orbits dilate, 
And the Fiend of Implacable Ire, 
And they act as they will at most 
seasons, but still 
They must bow to the puissant sway 
Of the Little Fat Sprite, and be sent 
left and right 
As he liste, on St. Valentine’s Day! 
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Oh! the antics unique that, with frolic and freak, 
Are performed once a year on our tribe 

By the little fat saint, not a pencil can paint, 
"Not the skilfullest pen can describe.. 


When he once makes a start he surcharges cach heart 
With such love for the annual sport, 
That. in malice or mirth, ev'ry creature on earth ; 


Must to valentine-sending resort. 

And silk shawls and silk hate and putredinous cits, 
Sermons, satires, and love verses gay, 

Innuendoes despised and encomiums prized : 
Are all rife on St, Valentine’s Day ! Lo 


Thus the little fat sprite with perfervid delight 
Did his duty, then heavenward he flew, y . 

And with rage unalloyed many hearts he'd annoyed, 
And with pleasure had filled not a few. 

And a little fat hand in St. Martin’s le Grand 
Was stretched out from a little fat nose, 

For the Post Office staff ever joyously laugh 
When the “sweater” St. Valentine goes, 

But the little fat sprite cares no jot for their spite 
As he soars to Valhalla away ; 

In his bedchamber big he will snore like a 
Ti]] another St. Valentine's Day ! 
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SOME RANDOM NOTES OF ST. VALENTINE’S DAY. 











( re (2) Quite the new style of thing. (3) St. Valentine's * Mourn.” (4) “Turtle doves.” (5) The winning “ post. a (6) Our 
ysa Ther s'eart for yer, ecok, tender and true; but it ain’t in it with the one as beats for yer ‘ere!” (7). One who 

The Model Husband. | a “ » ge Rag er 
THEY KE always up to some 4 ; | them out of the place. gain, 
: ‘ / the husband—the model husband 


sort of nonsense or other in 
America. Now they've been up to 
alittle more than usual, They've 
a prize husband contest, and 


—said that he wished he had any 
amount of wealth so that his wife 
could trapse about in gardens of 
pearl, and such like. No doubt he 


. ry Ipp and 't ge was & model husband with a ven- 
ale vices, What do they mean geance—just the sort of person to 
: , al Shite hes desu fetch them all, you may be pretty 
tha! Manly sure, Make them pretty safe wives, 

gs are mostly like what they too. Didn’t Bulwer Lytton say no 

.n. Vice ina man, with them. woman will ever run away from a 
a t there, he won ’ fine collection of family diamonds? 
what they want. The ] Then again, the precious hus- 

band always called bis wife his band used to take his wife’s face 
ween.” He might just as well in his hands when he called her 
have called her a parson or a his (Janeen. Poor, sweet, sensitive, 


delicate creature! I should like 
him to be fed on arrowroot and 
pearl barley, and rocked to sleep 
in a baby’s basinette, <A nice 
specimen of a husband! Bah! 
I hate all such nonsense about 
chivalry—chivalry, bah! There’s 
not a woman going but wouldn't 
sell her husband for a new muff 


bishop. One name wi i do just a 
as Well as another for any woman. 
Then, the model husband was :aid 
never to show any ciscourtesy to 
his wife. Always the same in 
private as in public. The more 
lunatic, too. It must be a nice 
thing to be the husband of an 
American woman. When she's 





not thinking about millinery, I } 4 and a CalTiage cloak. 
suppose she’s thinking about blak DIOGENES TUBBS. 
sweetetufl and women’s rights. e _ 
Shouldn't I .e to be sat on | ———— 
f al women t eee age “ CAPTAIN — AN OFF-Y-SIR! 

RA jul f wome! returo a ver- , ; on ] . 
Fle. +" [Dictionary up to date. WE often read of people dyin 
G tas to whe he | RI iid Maks Adelin = \ ou’ véE SOOn Come b k capti in W bh; t's he n op? sr) (f } : Inn P — 9 y 8 

‘ ‘ UmMe DACK, Captain, ,noats the matter! in the odour of sanctity —are 
a mod sband or n I think were you thrown out? 


we correct in assuming these to be 


T ! their Captain (still rat 1) — Nooff!" High Chur! 
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THE RULING PASSION. 


. e , } H 7 . ° ° ° ° 
Problem :—Why must a party who lives on water and greens persuade everyone round him to do likewise, while he who lives on beef and beer can be content to let 
others live as they please? Ask us another. 



































He was a vegetarian teetotaler. On the face of the earth he met hi 
you would be so much better in healt 
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And his vegetarian soul passed into the body of a domestic bird, and its passion for proselytising clung to it, That bird sought out the beasts of the fleld, and sald, 
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} } ; j ow 7" 7 
‘Oh, that I could persuade you to live on gras: as / do; you cannot conceive how your healths would 
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FUN VALENTINE NUpER. 
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WALENTINE BOOM. 
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IT MIGHT BE VANITY. | 
He.—“ WHAT MAKES ALL You GIRLS LACE 80 TIGHTLY?” 
She.—“I Can’? SAY, WITHOUT IT’S A MATTER OF FORM.” 








Saint Valentine’s Day. 


IT's no use; I cannot help it—I think of it every time the 14th of 
February comes round, 

Old Parsons was a sort of second master to Kainwell. He was 
about thirty, but he was always called old. 

Kainwell's daughter Kitty was a fair, fluffy-haired fairy of perhaps 
seventeen, I do not think there was one boy in the school who did 
not adore her. 

As St. Valentine’s Day drew near, every boy in the school had de- 
termined on sending Kitty ‘a beauty,” but “ beauties ” in the neigh- 
bourhood of that academy had a nasty knack of being expensive ; 80 
little Pertweesle, who was a perfect genius for suggestion, said, when 
we met in solemn conclave to discuss the situation with as much 
gravity as if we had the weight of empires on our shoulders—ay, 
and our deliberations were a good deal more manlike than many of 
our parliamentary gatherings are now. Pertweesle suggested clubbing 
our money and buying “a real good 'un,” this time—no flimsy, use- 
less muck, you know, but something that would come in handy. 

S A a = muff,” said Sam Coddle, “would be real handy.” 

- ! you're a muff, and youain't a-grebel,” said Pfaffer, the school 
e 

However, though many a mighty project has been ridiculed to death, 
this one was not, and a muff was agreed upon. 

Joe Salis was selected to write the addresses on the muff-box and 
on the envelope that was to contain an ugly valentine we unanimously 
resolved on sending old Parsons. 

I forget what the muff cost, but I know I contributed the whole of 
my week's allowance, so I can only remember my own eighteenpence. 
The ugly picture cost one penny sterling. 

On the assembling of the boys on the fateful 14th, Mr. Kainwell 
came to his desk with a terrible look on his face, and old Parsons 
stood, as usual, on his right. Instead of closing his eyes and leading 








us in prayer, he began, “ Young gentlemen, I regret to have to make 
a complaint this morning. Some one—or more than one of you—has 
grievously insulted my daughter and Mr. Parsons.” 

“Insult his daughter ?—how could a present like that insult her?” 
was the query of every pair of eyes on the forms, except one-eyed 
Wilkinson’s, but his didn’t count. 

“T know,” continued Kainwell, “it was sent by someone in the 
school, for the envelope of the ribald rubbish Miss Kainwell 
received———”’ 

‘Miss Kainwell?” said every eye in the school, even and odd, 

“Was one of those used in this academy. Does any one of you 
think that to send a hideous daub like that to an innocent girl either 
gentlemanly, funny, or in good taste? My daughter and I consider 
it an insult,—while the present of a lady’s hand-warmer, commonly 
called a muff, to my friend Mr. Parsons, can only be characterized as 
a weak attempt at humour of a very feeble kind. Let us pray.”) 

I will throw a veil over the subsequent proceedings. Salis had 
muddled it, whether intentionally or not we never knew, but as one 
of the boys had sent a pretty one to Miss Kitty, I always had my own 
opinion on the matter. 

Salis had been selected by us to write the envelope solely because 
of his skill in imitating handwriting. 

He got seven years for forgery only last week. 

The boys are avenged at last. 

P.8.—A whole week's allowance literally “ chucked” away—it was 
sickening. 








Historical. 

Sin WALTER RALEIGH lives in history as a famous navigator, but 
it is not generally known that when, on a celebrated occasion, he 
placed his cloak between Elizabeth's royal tootsie and the mud, he 
had already doubled the Cape. 
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legs too Soft entrirly. Ofm alther fouehtin a joole eee yap} Orve 
mt the Yankee divil, and shure Ci¥e chosen changed Oe a 
choppers for weapons '"_ Tk was Corney ded the Begpb! Says Muicity, Ov 
shakin’ Wegor' belave you're roighr } 
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A Startling Statement. 


[It is actually reported that the Marquis of Ha:t'ngton (who is about; to espouse the Dowager Duchess of Manchester) recently said “ ac mething witty. ) 


LORD HARTINGTON (who sooniwill wed) 

Did lately make a joke, ’tis said 

So strange this was, the news soon spread 
Around the suburbs and the city ; 

Men stood aghast—in blank dismay, 

And then, did to each other say, 

“Here! What d'ye think? the other dey 
Lord Hartington taid something witty!” 





Though many strange affairs of late | What twas the joke few seemed to know, 
Save hegeens by the will of Fate, _ Or whether it came from Miller (Joe) ; 
None caused astonishment 80 —_ | But still, where’er you pomnes go ‘@ 
As this (the subject of this ditty) ; | Men laughed without a ae dh y; 
For lo, the Marquis,—who’s to wed .| For though the Marquis oft wri el oa 
A Dowager Duchess (so we've read),— Mirth 8 cause 4 his most mo u 
Had ne’er before a wheezelet said— You ne'er could say before, I ween, are 
Yet now he'd uttered something witty. “The Marquis murmured something witty 
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“What! anotherone? This cannot be borne. Let 
me put an end to this hateful existence. 






from his devoted admirers. 
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Only just then the revolver exploded quite accidentally. 
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“Yes, the time has arrived. It must come to 


this.” 


And as the smoke rolled away, Mr. S. McG. 
wis discovered a shattered wreck 


PS.—After that the valentines unaccountably stopped. 






































I HAVE a little song to sing, 
O, would that I could sing it well! 
And, like a flood of music, wing 
The words of love I wish to tell! 
It is a song of laughing eyes, 
Where sunny locks in ringlets 
twine ;— 
'Tis where my heart for ever lies 
In offering as a valentine. 


My love she is as fair and sweet, 
As life seemed in my “ salad days,” 
When summer suns shone forth to 
greet 
‘« And guide us on flower dappled 
ways. 
And now, in lack of tuneful song, 
I lay these halting lines of mine, 
And vow that all my whole life long 
My heart shall be her valentine. 

































New Leaves. 


THE frontispiece in this month’s 
Scribner's is a finely engraved por- 
trait of the late David Livingstone. 
It is accompanied by an article 
“About Africa,” with many interest- 
ing relics and portraits of other 
explorers, Many facsimiles of the 
handwritings of celebrated authors 
will be found in the paper, “ A Box of 
Autographs.” Delicious is an expres- 
sion scarcely strong enough for the 
third instalment of “ Japonica,” and 
there is a tip-top article on ‘“ Mount 
Washington in Winter,” with high- 
class pictures that lift us up into the 
clouds.—In St. Nicholas there is a 
funny and funnily pictured story, 
“The Artful Ant”; tke beautiful 
“Golden Fleece,” “A Little Girl’s 
Diary in the East,” which is quite de- 
lightful, the fascinating and fanciful 


“ Elsie’s Visit to Cloudland and the Moon,” and a lot more, if more 
could be desired. — The chief points of interest in The English 
Iilustrated are “To the East Westwards,” “Russian Girlhood,” 
“ Across the North Atlantic in a Torpedo Boat,” “British Guiana,” 
and the instalment of “ The Witch of Prague,” all fully and charac- 
teristically illustrated.—J/ustrations is full of varied interest, many 
of the pictures are very good, many might be better, all should be 
better printed to look as well as they could.—The portraits in the 
fourth part of Notable Women at Home are Lady Borthwick, Lady 
Monckton, and Miss Jessie Bond, all most exquisitely done, and de- 
licately described.—The usual excellence prevails in all parts of the 
|) Religious Tract Society's pictorial publications.—In Longman’s “ The 
/ Heart of London” is extremely interesting, so is “‘ Wild Beasts and 
Their Ways,” and so is “The Fairies and Giants of Polynesia.”—The 
good things in Household Words are too numerous to mention.—In 
“Horner’s Penny Stories for the People” we are thankful to find a 
successful effort to provide good and pure literature as an antidote to 
the “ blood and thunder” trash so largely published by others. 


2 abs 


wa © or ewww § Pree ue UmrelmUCUClUmlClC 


or wa he ££ Ae OK 


_ . 


SF & mm Cy me iy te lhlUutlCS CUM CUCU 


Bie SHR aa 
Se LS: 


FEBRUARY 11, 1891. 








* , ;, . ez SS 

\\ 1! a Sere RY NN 
\ \ wee Sy \ 

ONES INS 

<a oe 


2 a iy 
+i) «! 
NS ty | a 





\ Ny 











J wes . > \ 
= \ Tah ee) a ; 
= , [" | Hen hah 
bt! | | . 
ii 4 , i > 
<=" .* - hebetencd 




















“IF MUSIC BE THE FOOD OF LOVE, PLAY ON.” 


Rebecea,—“ BEAUTIFUL THING, ISN’T IT, GRACEALBA, NO WONDER YOU LOOK ABSORBED.” 
Graecalba,—"‘ OH, I WASN’T THINKING OF THE Moosic. I'VE HAD THREE BOXES OF GLOVES, AS VALENTINES, THIS MORNING, BUT 
NONE OF THEM ARE My SIZE, AND I’M WONDERING WHO THEY'LL FIT, AND WHAT'S THE Most I CAN GET FOR THEM.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


EARL DE LA WARR “obliged” the peers last week with, not a 
war(r) song, but “I sing thee songs of Arabi.” Rather depressing— 
the air, not the song—the air—not of the song, but of Ceylon. The 
war(r)like Earl, or Early warrior, pleaded for Arabi, ‘‘ Make no deep 
scrutiny into his 
mutiny, rash and 
undutiful,” but the 
grim Salisbury 
among the prophets 
was immovable, and 
that’s what the 
Egyptian captive 
will have to be for 
the present. 

The Pasha is not 
“Araby the blest,” 
but Arabi the 
banned. 

Mr. Marjoribanks, 
one of those eccen- 
tric people whose 
names are pro- 
nounced anyway 
except as they are spelt, has turned reviewer, not of magazines, 
but magazine rifles. Wanted to bring the new article inside the 





House, “No you don’t,” said Mr. Peel. Mr. M. wanted a commis- 
sion to inquire and report how the new gun goes on. All timid 
members were afraid of was that a report might te)! that it had gone off. 

Not at all singular that the Pope should want the Religious 
Disabilities Bill to deal with, not only the Queen's conscience, but her 
throne. But the Pope (Hennessy) had to abandon his instruction 
and Mr. Gladstone's measure, leaving the Bill of Rights intact—dealt 
only with the lucky gentlemen who may get the woolsack, 

They call it in the lobby the Russel] Relief Bill. 

Grand Old Man in grand old form on Russell Relief Bill, Motto 
for test abolitioniste—Give the old boy a Chance-llor, 

But the idea of asking the House to imagine Lord Halsbury asa 
father confessor, although he is nominally Keeper of the Queen's 
Conscience—‘ Ma conscience |!” 

As to the Viceroy of Ireland being the alter ego of the Crown, 
what else was Lord Ripon in India? 

Return of Randy—“ bearded like the bard.” 


For the Fourteenth. 


CoALY Newcastle's local river 
Is by its natives reckoned fine ; 

And yet, just now, when Cupid’s quiver 
Causes the postman to deliver 

Gages d’ Amour of sweet design— 
The best loved Tyne is Valer-Tyne. 





se OORRESPON DENTS.— The Editor does not bind hins 


ibutions, In no case will they be returned unless 
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(and his) matrimonially, Letitia LaPwia.” 
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‘© 10 the Editor of Fux.—Sir,—The ‘ youth of gentle lineage’ who appealed to y 
of ooures, please i onsel). But, as he is evidently looking for a mate, let me warn 


LIL 


SOME AWFUL EXAMPLES. 





never 


readily and Too offen - Kesult embarrassing proposed at all 


ou for advice as to whether or no he should ; 
Hei against a few pitfalls, and add that I myself am disengaged. 


propose to ‘his Barbarina’ must, 
Yours 


Well kere5 a 
ne 
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In Love. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
As the old song formerly said, “'Tie Love 
That makes the world go round”; 
And Love pairs nicely with ‘‘glove” and with 
“ dove,” 

As you doubtless have often found ; 
And it also will properly rhyme with “ shove,” 

But that hasn't an elegant sound ; 
And we look upon Love as sprung from 

above, 
And not from beneath the ground. 







sat Love is of curious sort, ’tis true, 

Exposed to a worldly taint ; 

Not always it means to bill and to coo, 
Or devotion fit for a saint ; 

You may love your neighbour as much as 

you do 

Yourself—but, again, you mayn't ; 

Ay! ‘tis sometimes one for another, and two 
For one’s self—I'm bless’d if it ain't ! 


Yet Love, with all faults, is a wonderful 
thing, 
Whose power no chains can confine ; 


It sports with the beggar as well as the king 
And kindles the heart like wine ; 
Tis Love makes the dicky-birds twitter and 
sing— 
Either that, or the glad sunshine— 
And it bears on ite wing the sweet promise of 
spring 
And it bringeth the Valentine, 





WHy is it easier to write poetry in 
winter than in summer? Because there’s 
so much rime about, 
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Dainties in endless 


Blue 


See that you get it! 
As bad makes are often sold 





CADBURY’S 








COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererore BEST 
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# A youth up fa dale 
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Church vers, uniforms 


The nurse Wa 5 a male. The age of Fes Re cra Wha We may expecks5a0r. 


(1) Scotch doctors fees-ibly on strike! What humour! | (5) Small shuttle-cockquettes have bats now in their clutches, 
And boys are Jeaning to peg-topical touches, 


But, stay !—it proves now but an M.D. rumour, | 
(2) Two ’tecs disguised—each one an artful dodger — (6) A French male made himself up as a nursemaid, 
Here ‘‘ take the cake ”—also the burglar lodger. | But soon, through love, confessed—and there's your verse made 


(3) This lurid lad, who wrote bloodthirsty letters 
Finds now his genius checked by Law's stern fetters. 


(4) What! tell which skirts best suit a ballet prancer 
Skirt’nly not! None but themselves could (d)ancer. 


VOL. LIII, WO, 1345, 


(7) By bits of wire some rascals trip up ladies ; 
But, thanks to Beak Partridge, each youth now afraid is, 


(8) For special Church “ uniforms” Wyke Bayliss yearneth ; 
But naught re-church-y injthem Fun discerneth. 











&6 EFUN. 


Fesrvuary 18, 1891. 

















SLASHHS AND POFFS. 
yo respected 
3 readers and 
you'll like Rvbin 
Hood —dear me, 
pen, [ mean Maid 
Murian, of course, 


,.@—I THINK my 

5 
readeresses, that 
that's a slip of the 
Though, really, the 
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Toe PRirce or WALES'’S.—THE OUTLAW'S 
OUTING, 


story is so like Robin Hood that I may 
be perhaps excused for confounding 
them—I mean mixing them. Well, 
anyway, I think you'll like the piece— 
that is, the show, altogether. (I don’t 
seem able to tay what I mean under 
twice this week, do If) I was not 





c 























exactly aware that the Sheriff of Not- 
tingham disguised himself as a tinker THEATRICAL SHERIFF OF 
in order to “ track" the bold Robin; nor THE PERIOD, 

did I know that the (according to the 

legend here set forth) high-born Maid Marian sported a slight, though 
not unpleasant, American accent. I didn’t know that the American 
accent was discovered even until years after; but these things only 
make it all the more interesting, you : 


THERE is just sufficient in- 
cident in the three acts to 
give variety and movement 
to the story, and when half 
an hour has been cut out of 
the dialogue (which has pro- 
bably already been done) 


- 


Tuk PRISCE OF WALES’S— 
AN UNFORTUNATE INVEST- 
MENT IN STOCKS, 





there will be nothing to 
complain of. The music 
is delightfully catchy, tune- 
He0 pne rather more glar- 
ngly unoriginal than 
usual; the dresses hand- 
some, inventive and har- 
monious; and the scenery 
uncommonly — par- 
ticularly the forest scene, 
by Mr. H. Emden, which 
is delightful, and should 


UNDER THE GREEN-WOOED Taree. Finst UY 20 means “ be missed,” 
BUEKWOODN'T, THEN BEERWOOD, 














THE broader humours of 
the piece are safe in the hands of Mr. H. Monkhouse, Mr, Le Hay, 
and Madame Amadi, and the vocalization is very well cared for 
ndeed. Mr. Le Hay and Madame contribute no mean shate thereto, 








% 
, Coffin leads the van in his well known popular 
Rag Borin minor Mr. E. Roberts and Mr. L. Russell 
both do yeomen (or, perhaps it’s bowmen ?) service—the latter, lucky 
in the on of a rattling good song concern: ee 
ing “Brown October Ale,” which I GLI 

















expect to meet at partiesa good deal 8 /#% 
this season—manages to secure an Ynys 
encore, UY 
d/f5 
M1ss(MArD) MaRIon Manotaim- , YAY 





ressed me most favourably. A pretty //Aii/> 
vemais always impresses me that way, Y| LG 
I'm so weakminded ; but when she TZ 
adds to her good looks a neat figure, 
an unobtrusive manner, a sweet voice / 
unaffectedly used, and a sufficient ///Y/}y 
knowledge of acting to carry her /// 
through without awkwardness, why, “7 
all she has to do is to put a collar 
round my neck with her name on, 
now that muzzles have gone out. qa prince or WALES's—GUY 
Miss Attalie Claire is going forward. DIs-GUY-SED. 

She sings very well in this piece,in ~ 
one particularly trying, high-pitched song, that makes her hold her 
neck with both hands, she comes off brilliantly conqueror, with a 
lot in hand (besides her neck). She takes us into too much eye 
confijence, however, Miss Violet Cameron, besides singing witb 
welcome abandon throughout, and scoring 
cleverly in her “ Bell” song, gave a drama- 
tic consistency to the part which was very 
welcome and not altogether expected (by 
yours truly). Please, Miss Cameron, will 
you always be as kind as this to us in future! 


Zz 


THE AVENUE.—To those who had never 
read Dumas’ story, Richard Henry’s Gaiety 
burlesque of Monte Cristo was useful in 
awakening curiosity. The more serious dra- 
matic version just produced here goes far 
towards explaining much that was myste- 
rious in the burlesque, and it now only 
remains for the persons I have mentioned to 
read the novel, in order to know what the 
play is driving at. They, whose proceedings 

ve been the other way about — for the 
play is older than the burlesque — have 
Tue AVENUE.—Mgrcy'p- ®ways been happy, of course. It would 

EASE. need a very ex hand to get all 

the points of the novel into a play, 

even with the two nights’ allowance of time accorded to the memor- 

able Parisian version, s0 we can hardly expect to be in any other 

position than that of an acquaintance of Monte Cristo’s who is only 

present at some of the many remarkable 
occurrences of his career. 








A SCRAPPY play of this kind can hardly 
hope for popular favour in these days. 
The small size and general incovenience of 
the Avenue stage is another considerable 
drawback—Mr. Warner hanging on to a 
small rock within a short lasso-length of 
his late prison, and considering himself 
“free,” is a truly whimsical incident. At 
the same time this limit of space enables 
Mr. Warner to indulge in some delicacies 
of acting I have not hitherto thought him 
capable of, 


THE play has been carefully cast, Messrs, 
J.G.Grahame, Luigi Lablache, J. B. Crau- 
ford and O, F, Fulton making a very com- 
pact background to Mr. Warner’s good work 
as Dantes, Miss Millward’s refined and ready 
Mercedes, Mr. E. H. Vanderfelt’s earnest 
Albert, Mr, J. G. Taylor’s characteristic 
Caderouse, and Miss Elsie Chester's pro- 
gp — fo nte, Reis Lee seems ' 

me somew ponderous in style as on 
the excrescent Protean entertainer, Noir- Le gt LE RP i 
tier. Let us have 7hs Honrictta, Mr. Lee, 
assoon as possible. Monte Oristo is excellently “ put on,” by the way. 


THE GAIETY.—(Carmen wp to Data has reached a second edition 
(although the first showed no particular signs of “ going off”). 
NESTOR. 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
UEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


By Toa Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “ Room 
Repentance,” * Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf” * Published” 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” ete., etc. 





AUTHOR'S PREFACE.—The majority of my novels are beneath critic 
one I have endeavoured to sound a still deeper depth, aie 


CHAPTER I. 
CHIEFLY CONCERNING GORE—THE KENSINGTON ONE OF THAT ILK, 


THERE was no getting away from the Bonely-Grimshank blood. 
It was as plain as the 
nose on your face, as 
apparent as the tideless 
editerannean, as pal- 
pable as the azure expanse 
of vaulted firmament 
shimmering in the proud 
glory of its noontide 
splendour. Oynics might 
sneer, scoffers deride, the 
Great Unwashed affect to 
regard it with scorn ; but, 
triumphantly pure and 
serenely blue, the Bonely- 
Grimshank blood pursued 
its stately way, meander- 
ing rather than flowing 
through the fortunate and 
exclusive veins hallowed 
and sanctified by its pre- 
sence. 

Nor was there a lack of 
outward evidence visible 
to either the naked or the 
glass-clad eye. Was that 
hereditary rich- 





FUN. 











of outsiders, were, to those within the inner circle of Fashion's sacred 
ring, utterly superfluous. 

Rovkaae that a Bonely-Grimshank had taken his own part in the 
Flood ; that a martial member of the same family had figured promi- 
nently in the Trojan campaign ; and again, at a yey es a Fry 
date, disputed the right of precedence with Oaius us f, 
They ke *~ psha 1 80 long they did know, what mattered 

ew—but, Ww as iw, what ma 
if facts such as these, and others too manifold for enumeration, for 
ever remained caviare to the general public? 

In the great House at Kensin Gore—No, 1038—with five 
knockers on the big front door, a bell handle attached to each 
scraper, you felt that the 7 atmosphere realised the dignity of its 
position, and treated you with a lofty courtesy that was apt to produce 
shortness of breath. 

Within the sombre shadow of the dim conservatory—she always 
received in the conservatory—darkened by the overpowering perfume 
of tropical luxuriousness, Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank was on view from 
three till five, and from nine-thirty till eleven. Seated in her high- 
backed antique chair, with a footstool at her feet,a never opened fan 
in her hand, and a perennial headdress, consisting of two ostrich 
feathers, black as the raven's plume, towering majestically above her 
sinuous curls, already whitened by the sacrilegious hand of Time, she 
was a spectacle calculated to bring the reluctant tear of conscious in- 
significance into the profanest eye. 

A German prince, with two hundred and ninety quarterings, a falee 
shirt front, and a territory that would barely have filled an ordinary 
sized flower-pot, once complimented her upon her supreme stateliness 
of attitude. 

“Tt is not surprising,” was the cold reply, “ considering we have had 
six thousand years in which to practise it.” 

(To be continued.) 








A Mere Moss-eau ! 


LORD JUSTICE FRY, 'mid many Science “ bosser,” 

Did lately lecture upon “ British Moeses,” 
But no satire he at “ Rolling Stones " did toss, 

A pity, this ; for Fry (who is reliable) 

Might have found out these wandering “stones” were Fry-able, 
And thus, he might have caused them some re-moas ! 


Fryomy 





ness of 
plexion, that ex- 
quisitely ripe 
Stilton-like tone 
(always to be met 
with in a Bonely- 
Grimshank) to 
be dismissed as 
naught? Or that 

h__ brainless 
frontal develop- 
ment to be 





pooh-poohed 
away with a 
sneer ? 

Nay! If the 
unbeliever still 
doubted, or re- 

‘. quired further 


proof, was there 
not hanging in the great indigo drawing room at Ghouls- 
mere, directly underneath that. masterpiece of Whistler’s, 
“The Bore Hunt,”—the report, framed and glazed, of Pro- 
fessor Cuppe Wassail, the eminent analyst? 








County Council Laboratory, 
FLOWER AND Dean Srreer, E. 
April 1s, 1888, 

I have this day examined a sample of blood (sanguis humanus) 
submitted to me for analysis by Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank, of 103 
Kensington Gore, W., and Ghoulsmere House, Hants, and which 
said sample I am given to understand was extracted from the 
Jemoral artery of the said Mrs, Bonely-Grimshank, in the presence 
of three reliable witnesses. 

I find on subjecting the said sample to the severest tests of analysis, 
that, in addition to the ordinary properties pertaining to common, 
or garden blood (sanguis plebeius) it contains no less than 95°07 per 
cent, of pure cerulean matter (materia ceruleus), It can therefore 
be safely regarded as a high class blood (sanguis superbus). 


(Signed) OUPPB WASSAIL, B.S.V.P., N.B., P.S., P.T.O. 














etiam a ————— 











Proofs such as these, however necessary for the conversion 


com- -_ 




















HIS HIGHEST NOTES.—NOTE THEIR EFFECT 
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HOW TO GET RID OF A BURDEN. 
(See constant Police Cases.) 
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one is burdened with a family which one does not want to support, the way out of it is very simple—one has only to take to disreputable habits and 
send one’s offspring round the corner to beg of the dear, innocent British Public. 
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‘‘ Dear! dear! tat-tut!” exclaims the horrified Public, ‘‘ you are unfit to have the control of children ;” and, after consulting a magistrate, takes the care of 


the infant upon his own shoulders. The enterprising parent is then severely lectured (which breaks no bones) by the magistrate, and let off scot free ; or 
perhaps one may ‘‘ get a week”; but one does that on one’s head, bless you, 
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SAVORY SYMPATHY. 


THE LORD MAYOR WEEPS FOR THE WOES OF THE JEWS IN RUSSIA AND SHUTS HIS 


EYES TO THE MISERY AT HIS OWN DOOR. 


74, 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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“ Hair cut, sir? Yessir. 








BODCE®: 
“Tt AoP« 


Please take a seat.” 


“Wonder how much more? Don't like to disturb 
him—he’s so violent.” 





UF eA 





Loud snores. “Well, I'm bound tochuck the 
job pp now. Perhaps I'd better give him a 
turn of the rotary brush,” 


~~ — ae 


Does so. Imagine any swear words you like! 






BUYUDGERS 
STAOPS. 








“How much would you like off, sir?” Shikiee (intent upon the agony column o7 
the daily).—“ Go on till I tell you to stop, hass,” 
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PS.—His head appeared to be neatly ruled with red 
ink a*terwards, 





































4 Poor Old Interviewer. 


THAT “constant readers” won't De 
Those journals which, amongst their news, 
Contain no spicy interviews 

The Interviewer knows : 

So up and down, and far and nigh, 
With eagle claw and eagle eye, 
Accipitrine, voracious, sly, 

, The Interviewer goes ! 


Like Pussy, crawling on her way 

The unsuspecting mouse to slay, 

So in pursuit of wished-for prey 
The Interviewer glides : 

As Pussy's clawe in their retreat 

Lie hid ‘neath velvet soft and sweet, 

So his intent, with pains discreet, 
The Interviewer hides, 


at A penny ‘bus should Gladstone stop, 

And into its recesses BoP: 
Quick to his side, with nimble hop, 

The Interviewer jumps : 
And, chattering on some current theme, 
The Grand Old Man will little deem 
That him, with artfulness supreme, 

The Interviewer pumps ! 


Should John Strange Winter chance to go 
To dinner, dance, or whatnot, lo! 
On Madame John incognito 

The Interviewer smiles: 





And, when she finds some trifling thought 

Of hers before the public brought, 

She learne—with heart to anger wrought— 
The Interviewer’s wiles. 


No savage threat his courses stays: 
No conscience-pang his soul dismays : 
His ends by sinuous, tortuous ways 
The Interviewer gains, 
And if his victim, sly or shy, 
Will but one single “ view” supply, 
A dozen more are added by 
The Interviewer’s brains ! 


But, though his ‘cute and crafty game 
We all condemn, it’s quite a shame 
To poke our scathing shafts of blame 
The Interviewer through : 
For, hang it! since we won't peruse 
The interviewless sheet of news, 
What else but furnish interviews 
Can Interviewers do ? 


———P 


OUT IN THE COAL.—The church of St. 
Boniface -on-Toast was very imperfectly 
heated during the recent severe weather. The 
coal was short on more than one occasion, s0 
that little more than half the nave was pro- 
perty warmed. The verger was soundly rated 

y some for his stupidity, but others, less 
charitable, suspected him of pilfering the 
coal, Both parties were agreed, however, 
that it was a case of more nave than fuel, 











My Omnibus Fiend. 


I AM fond of Johnkins; most people are. 
Johnkins is a generous man. He gives the 
blind beggar the French penny that he 
cannot buy the bloater with and passes on. 
But Johnkins is at the best in the omnibus, 
“Tf it’s wet,” says he, “always wear a mackin- 
tosh; they’ll make plenty of room for you 
then. In dry weather; if you're heavy, sit 
down on the first lap that’s handy, they'll 
always make room for sixteen stone. If 
you're thin, always tread on the nearest pair 
of toes, I've always found these rules good.” 
“But, my dear Johnkins, don’t you get 
kicked just once a while,” “Oh, dear, yes! 
but then, on the average, I get a good seat.” 
Johnkins believes in Doctor Johnson’s theory 
of balance. His favourite refreshment is Old 
and Burton, Just try him, 








To be Read by Rot-uriers. 


’TWAS recently held that the saying “ What 
Rot!” 
Is an “ unparliamentary ” phrase ; 
And all will agree the expression is not 
Fit for Senates in these “‘culchawed ” days. 
Yet (alas!), it might fitly be used, you'll 
ow, 
For many things done by our government 
now, 
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Sweet Olara. 


I Am fond of Clara, I 
ove Olara, I dote on 
Clara. Sometimes she 
sits on the sofa beside 
me. Olara has her 
faults, she’s such a 
gen dresser. There 
are always about as 
many pins sticking out 
of her as a square foot 
of mustard and cress, 
When you're courtin 
this ain’t nice, is it? 
believe her ma makes 
her “or ins on pur- 
pose. p my arm 
around her waist. “Oh, 
George!” This hurts 
me 80, and hurts Olara’s 
feelings because she 
hurts me, and her ma 
comes in and says, 
“Young people!” I 
pin my faith on Clara, 
but I don’t want to be 
pinned on her. When 
we're married I’ll make 
her wear studs ; you can 
buy ‘em three a penny 
in the streets. They’re 
more soothing to the 
arms than pins; besides, 
I’m in the trade, 








“Now this is what 
I call real strength,” 
as Sandow said, letting 
himself loose on the 
Limburger cheese the 
other evening. 
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THAT SETTLED IT. 


“ Ah, ma’m’selle, you are really beautiful this evening! That rosy mouth !—those heavenly eyes !—those hands |! 
—those feet !—oh !—they're all immense!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
SOLOMON’S advice to the sluggard to go to the ants has been taken 
to heart by the Tories, who have gone to North (H)ants, They will 
doubtless come back wiser and, probably, sadder. 
Query—lIs the Conservative programme Germa(i)ne to the questions 


of the hour? 


New farce by “ Alec. Nelson.”—Aveling’s candidature. 
The Attorney-General was not to be drawn into an opinion as to 
the eligibility or otherwise of Roman Catholics for the Lord Chancel- 





“ASK ME SOMETHING 
EASIER,” 


lorship by Mr. Causton. 

No one has a greater veneration 
for the copy-book maxims about 
“duty to the 
country,” etc., 
etc., than Mr, 
Smith; but as 
regards the 

yey claims of pri- 
~~~ ee vate Members 
| LL on the time of 







“TrEs BILL.” 
A RIVAL TO GRAND OLD OOLLARS. 


the House he is a perfect bandit, Even at this early season we find 
him moving for precedence for that confounded Tithes Bill, Result 
~~Mr. Bryce’s measure dealing with access to mountains is squelched 


for the ninth successive year. 
Great joy among the landlords of the earth, who, Fuw believes, 








would, if it were possible, block the public right of way to Heaven. 


“He who ascends to mountain tops shall find" — 
A notice that he'll be locked up or fined, 

They call him “ Ties Bill” now, 

Re-enter Deceased Wife's Sister. Wife may be deceased, but the 
sister's “‘ not dead yet.” 

Usual waste of time over Ash Wednesday adjournment. 

Once again the Deceased Wife's Sister Bill sails safely through the 
chivalrous Commons, In due course she will once again be chucked 
by the Lords—they like chucking the D, W.58., it keeps up the fiction 
inside their House that they have some power. 

Some day they’ll try to chuck somebody a bit stronger than the 
D. W, S,, then they'll be chucked. 

_ phase of the Orisis.—Negotiations break down, Negotiators 
locked up. 





Stead-y | 
WE recently have read that the energetic Stead 
Opines that, to a writer with imaginative head, 
There is naught so “ eA ger | as statistics” ; 
Also to such a man (he says) who'd be in writing great — 
“ A blue book certainly must seem like Paradise's gate.” 
All of which shows Stead’s most gushing characteristics. 


We fancy that to most of us, who own to lively views, 
To put us on to blue books would but book us for the “ blues,” 





Pleasantries by the Way. 


L.@.0.C. driver (to Road-Oar ditto, at crowded stop point). 
“ Now then, get out of the way with that waiting room of yours.” 

Road- Car (ditto,.)—“ How much does the company pay you a week 
for saucing your betters?” 

L.G.0.C. (ditto,)—"“ About as much as your company pays you s 
year for trying to make the public believe their Noah's arks are 
omnibuses.” 

Policeman.—" Now then—how much longer! Get out of it, both 
of you.” 

Both of them (hastily.)—" All right, sir.” [And they get out of it, 
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ey Firms 


He went to buya valentine, and the confounded people bad 


BACKING A BILL, 

















Why, oh, why did he lean against it? 


just pasted the back of a shop billand left it on the counter. 


No Lady ! 


Orn, A FAD RUN MAD, 


[Owing to the bare uses to which the middle and lower classes Lave put the words 
“Mrs,” “ Migs,” and “ Lady,” Society will henceforth, it is said, rigorously eschew 
the two first-named prefixes, and every high-class lady is to be simply a * woman.” } 


’'T18 an age of foolish fads, 
They're as plentiful as cads— 


In all ranks of life both articles are num'rous— 


And, of the two, you'll own, 
sy experience ‘tis shown, 


'Tis the former (namely fads) that are more hum’rous. 


Now, the latest fad to hand, 
From “ Society's” favoured band, 
Is one which to friend FUN seems rather 
“shady _— 
In point of fact, ’tis this, 
To address no girl as “‘ Miss,” 
Nor to speak of any woman as a “ lady.” 


It would seem that deep distress 
In “ Society " (with big 8) 
Is felt through lack of due discrimina- 
tion, 
For “ Miss,” and ‘ Lady,’ too 
(Meant for Fashion's “culchawed”’ 
crew), 
Is applied to folk of very humble station ; 
ven those whose living’s made 
In professions (ay, and trade !) 
Adopt these words (which only are high 
grade-y), 
So high life's new rule is this, 
To call no damsel “ Miss,” 
Nor to speak of maid or matron as a 
“ Lady.” 


In “ Society,” then, you see 
(80 says Fashion's new decree), 
By la——-women's Christian name you 
must address 'em, 
Yea, “ Mrs.,” “ Miss,” and such, 
As a prefix none must touch, 
Fine la——hem! women cannot bear it, 
bless 'em |! 
Of cowrse, all folks should bow 
To “Society,” you'll allow 
(Even Fun in homage to it lifts his 
“kadey”"), 
So when FuN may have to speak 
Of his wife, and , Mr eke, 
He must hang it! no!—Ae'll stick to 
‘Miss” and “ Lady,” 

















teetotal. 








A SELL, 

Facetious Old Gent (showing a false set of 
tecth to his grand-daughter),—" There, my dear | 
I told you when next you honoured me with a 
call I'd show you MY NEW SET OF DINING ROOM 
FURNITURE,” 

For shame 


' and at his time df life, t 





And consequently make himself a walking advertiee- 


mect. 





Breaking it Gently. 
A TRUE BLUE BALLAD. 


(AIR— Well,—you know.) 








{Total abstainers who are also dinner-givers have often been much embarrassed 
to how to gently indicate, when inviting guests, that they (the inviters) are strictly 
It is now proposed that all invitations to winelees dinners shall be aceom- 
panied by a small bow of blue ribbon, securely fastened to the card.] 


HOSTESS, 


You ask what can the matter be? 
Wondering if I as mad as a hatter be ; 
Or if I'm “strict” (well, suppose it the latter be), 


Touching these invites to dine, 
Well, you must know that we total ab- 
stainers are,— 
I and my husband (and truly we gainers 
are) ; 
So, as of temperance we strict maintainers 
are 
We cannot give our guests wine. 
And so I have thought of a bow of blue 
ribbon 
(The type of the principles we are so glib 
on) ; 
So to hint at our views a neat bow of blue 
ribbon 
I'll tie on my new dinner-card |! 
[ Does so and sends it 


THE INVITED, 


O, Jimini! what can the matter be? 
Can this kind hostess as mad as a hatter be? 
Why this flat ribbon (which couldn’t well 
flatter be) 
On this neat invitetodine? ... 
By Jove!—now I grasp it!—these people 
but water drink! 
Or lemonade—which no sane diner oughter 
drink, 
I (save the rhyme!) am much prone toa 
“shorter” drink— 
So I shall write to decline ! 
Yes, that’s what they mean by their bow of 
blue ribbon ; 
But water's a liquid I cannot get glib on ; 
’Twould bea Decline worse than that named 
by Gibbon |! 
So hang their prim Blue Ribboned Card 








HoTet Mz, Pray |—When isa mad bull 
like-an open public house on Sundays f— 
When it is after one. 








ed 
rictly 
eom- 


ab- 
ners 


ners 
blue 


glib 
blue 


is it 


r be? 
well 
ople 
hter 


w of 


on ; 
med 


g °-—~ 








FEBRUARY 18, 1891. 


EUN. | 73 








ja 
wif 
i 


Hi! 


jl | ‘iid 























be 
~—- 





26," 7% ‘gee \ j/ % 

A ‘ / “+ ee 

4447! Cat \ Jf / a 

440% “Meee \ “ OO Ss 
d Li de = : 


HARD LINES, 





Charlie was only too delighted to meet his pretty cousin at the station, but his ardour is somewhat 
damped at the sight of her bag. He must either damage his dignity and comfort by carrying it, or 


expend the scanty remains of his allowance on a cab, 


i H my |. 





1 Art Notes. 

Two hundred and fifty draw- 
ings by Kate Greenaway, the 
originals from which some of her 

most delightful books were printed, 
will surely draw crowds to the 
rooms of The Fine Art Society. 
Kate Greenaway'’s works are too 
well known to need any criticism 
beyond the fact that theee original 
drawings still further pronounce 
her delicate and refined handling 
of the subjects, many of which 
show exquisite taste in colour and 
gracefulness of outline suggestive 
of high classical art knowledge. 
At the same rooms there is a large 
number of pen and ink drawings 
by Hugh Thomson, mostly illustra- 
tions to ‘ The Vicar of Wakefield.” 
While they vary in excellence, all 
are clever, but they are not equal 
to his Sir Roger de Coverley set 
of drawings exhibited in the same 
rooms some time back, There is 
also a set of water-colour drawings, 
principally garden scenes, by Mr. 
Elgood, who seems to delight in 
flowers of all kinds, In nearly all 
of them the feeling of bright day- 
light is skilfully conveyed. 
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Swallow-Tails of Woe. 
SOME innovators wish to change 
Male evening dress—that is, in 
SNS colour ; 
SSN — And true it is, where'er you range, 
SSS You'll seldom find apparel duller. 
SSL ET a a The swallow-tail, etcetera, we 
Fiod always black, in this our 
nation ; be 
So, coloured evening clothes would 
At least a hues-ful innovation ! 














TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” 


S1r,—As I placidly peruse the ever pleasing sporting news, and note, 
now all the frost has gone, the racing season coming on, with joy for 
cinder-paths and Japs and entries for the handicaps, Old Time my 
elbow gently jogs and whispers, quietly, “the dogs.” These words 
are not, in any sense, intended as a reference, in jocund wise, to those 
who joy their time and talents to employ in cutting records on the 
path (as though it were a post or lath), or breeding horses bent on 
fame, or laying odds upon the same. No,no; Old Tempusisintent | 
on something very different—the dogs that he’s referring to are those 
which run “the Waterloo.” The Cup, you know, that’s run each year 
at—what’s the place!—you know—dear! dear!—from Liverpool, it | 
isn’t far, you know the place I mean—Altcar |! 

So, as my memory by Time has just been jogged and freshened, | 
I’m not one to let the matter slip, s0 here, deah boys, you have | 


My TIP. 
On the Lancashire flat, where the scent’s lying sweetly, 
And pussies in plenty career o’er the plain, 
See the swift-footed greyhound demolish them neatly 
With “slip” and “smart double” and “ kill at the drain.” 
Fitz-Fife bears him well in the thrilling bolero, 
And sweet Gladiola has risen betimes, 
There’s fame for the running of rapid Romero, 
There's also some fame for the running of Khymes, 
Swift Apperley’s course may be ’apperley ended, 
And Faster and Faster it’s s may control, 
The fair Rose of Summer for bliss was intended— 
But small are the chances of these on the whole. 
The prize, there is little excuse for disputing, 
Will tumble to Fullerton, fortunate “ pup”! 
And Gwenna, Glenmahra, or one better suiting, 
Is destined by Fate to be called “ runner up.” 


You'd like a word or two, perhaps, about this season’s handicaps ; 
they're of a very healthy type, and though, perhaps, they’re hardly 
ripe for close examination yet, it’s not too soon to start a bet. For 
Lincolnshire I fancy most the animal they call Dry Toast, although 
‘twould be a thoughtful plan to keep your eye upon Wiseman, But 


, r 
4 | Airset Minow 


Be” To CORRESPONDENTS.—7% Editor does 


Emperor will sheer the wool, I take it, of the Liverpool. However, I 
need scarce explain, I shall refer to these again. These hints are not 
exhaustive tips, but mere preliminary dips—you practise and grow 
perfect thus, Yours, pleasantly, TROPHONIUS, 








A Damper. 


It’s all very well to talk about a fair day's work for a fair day's 
pay, but how can a man doa “ fair” day's work if it rains? Don't 


let’s be foolish about things. 








SOMETHING IN THAT, — 
Railway Director .-—“ Dropping the strike and going back to work, 
eh! Sensible fellov’i I hope this'll be a lesson to you. a 
Railway Employé.—“ Yes, sir, I think it will—an’ I hopes it’ll be 


the same to you.” 
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He,—'‘ THAT'S A FELLOW COUNTRYMAN OF YOURS, 
HE WAS MY VERY FIRST HUSBAND—I'VE BEEN DIVORCED Four TIMES, YOU SEE!” 


She —*A LITTLE BIT! 
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OUR AMERICAN COUSINS, 
Do you KNow HIM?” 








Savory Sympathy. 
(SEE CARTOON ) 


Or London's City the great Lord Mayor 
To St. Petersburg's Czar a missive sent, 
To plead for the Russian Jews who fare 
80 sadly beneath their Giovernment ; 
But the ruler of all'the lussias, he, 
Instead of replying civilee, 
Has snubbed my Lord, who I think must be 
Quite sorry the letter went, 
And sorry, as well, he gave 
Philanthropy chance to roam, 
When it should have been straining to succour 
and save 
The suffering folk at home, 


Yet the great Lord Mayor, whate’er his sin, 
Is certainly not alone 


Not too Re-Church-y. 
A PARSON, bitten bythe betting craze, 
— his secret “ bookie,” brought to 
ok. 
The reverend gentleman had failed to raise 
Means to “square up ”"—which had a nasty 
look, 
A bad example, he, unto his flock, 
To thus become in gambling’s bonds a sert ; 
Still, let us hope that, since his startling 
shock, 
Poe | He pase like certain -gardeners “cut the 
turf.” 
THE IDEA.—One should be very careful | 
before declaring a person to be without a | 
single idea, there are really very few in that 
condition. Why, the biggest ass we know 
has a great idea |—of himself. 


And turning the second-best stone : 
_ For however the fact we'd fain disguise, 
We English, though generous oft and wise, 
Will sometimes see motes in our, brothers’ eyes 
And neglect the beams in Our own ; 
Our pity seems apt to range 
Far over the salt sea foam 
Now and then, when it very well might, for 
a change, 
Indulge in a burst at home, 


In forgetting where charity ought to begin | 











Friend (to unsuccessful Volunteer.) —" Well, 
old feller, how did the shooting go off?” 
Volunteer (savagely).— With a bang, of 





























rotboers, a} toe) 


AWARDED FFVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


ll lin allan, tlllia, lin 


til, clan, lll, 


-BRANDAUER &C°s 








course, you ass!!!” 
IRCULAR 


Write as sn othly asg lead | pencil, neither scratch nog spurt, | Ol OA 
points pu S rounded by a New Process N.B.—A tention A 


be deur fo ther New Cras cso | ABSOLUTELY PURE trererore BEST 


also drawn t 1 Series of Pens,” wh 
ning made in 4 degrees of 
ser 


he n« vel advan taye { enc! fattert 
~ni Pdlte t rT sar 


RA 


1AM 


ligh Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, EC ). 
















FEBRUARY 25, 189]. 





“FUN'S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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: hen fired, to bring down old J. Pluvius’ Shower, vr And rich rubles dine ala reign in its Sake . 
(2) Bat eaocked-lip valentine made a dame frown ; (6) A wandering wife, of a manner irate 
(3) A r nt Pte she complained to, said merely, “Stand down.” From time to time threatens to rejoin her mate 
“/ s yish bank-clerk robbed of thousands of pounds! 7 is mi joints j 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—THE changes in Carmen 
wp to Data, for the second 
edition hinted at by me 
last week, consist mainly 
and most particularly in 
the return of Mies Sylvia 
Grey in a cigarette dance, 
the absence of Mr, Arthur 
Williams (on the sick list, 
though he is off again now, I 
am pleased to see), the intro- 
duction of a song or two, the 
change of a costume or two, 
and a general furbishing up 
and elaborating. The show is 
all that those who love it can 
wish for —a credit to its 
parents, an honour to its 
country, and a blessing to all 
with whom it comes in con- 
tact. (Not that there is any 
necessity to write its epitaph 
just yet.) 











THE LyYcEuUM.— The re- 
vival of Zhe Lyons Mail for 
a Saturday evening or two is 
a welcome “move.” It gives 
opportunity to those who 
have not yet done eo, for seeing Mr. Irving in one (or perhaps I 
should say two) of his very finest impersonations ; and those who 
have already seen it (them), opportunity for seeing it (them) again. 
Nor should they miss it for a light matter. It is a performance of 
striking versatility, and finishes in a whirlwind of force that sends 
you home tingling all over, I don’t think the general cast is just as 
it should be, but Mr. Terris is rather interesting in a somewhat 
unaccustomed aspect, 


Tow GA'erTy, 


“Who is Sylvia? at Is she 
That all the ewains commend her?” 
Well, here's a portrait of her—see ? 
(We hope it won't offend her.) 


THe New OLympPic.—Revivals are not always fully satisfying to 
the palate, there is generally a suggestion of flatness, of loss of flavour 


in them, and when one comes triumphantly through the ordeal, there 
must be 


some special 
“bottom” 
in it. No 
doubt the 
reason The 
Lights o’ 
London 
strikes with 
all freshness 
upon the 
senses is to 
be found in 
the little 
happy side 
lights of 
character 
which are 



























THE STRAND.—THE BRIDE. 


studded all over the work like 
80 many sparkling gems. There's 
nothing to be said for the plot— | 
it’s a trifle older than the hills, I 
should say, and is like to be as 
everlasting. The chief character 
fits Mr. Wilson Barrett well, too, 
and he goes into it as if he really 
meant it. Miss Emery is a sweet 
Gerty, and Mr. George Barrett, 
is he not Jarvis as before? Mr. 
Melford makes a bit of a hit as 
Seth Preene, and, altogether, the 
piece goes as well as ever it did. Let audiences do likewise. 





| 








THE BRIDEGROOM, 
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probably rate Al in a competition for irresistible roaring fun. It is 
utter madness (though there be method in’t) and wild improbability ; 
but the laughter is forced to come, and 
come it does, in waves and peals. In- 
deed, the hilarity the other Saturday 
evening was as great as if the piece 
had not already enjoyed a couple of 
runs, and would seem to indicate that 
a third is in store for it. It is certainly 
uncommonly cleverly put together. 


MR. EDOUIN, of course, resumes his 
original character, Carraway Bones, a 
part that seems to fit his eccentricities 
like a glove—it is really a very clever 

- and skilful performance, and makes you 
laugh a good deal, Miss May Whitty’s 
tact with the part of Sabina is as con- 
spicuous as the delicate shading of her 
comedy, which is saying not a little. 
The remainder of the parts are more 

than fairly played, but Mr, Sydney Barra- 

clough deserves a specially congratulatory { 

word for an easy stage presence and a par- \ 

ticularly convincing laugh. 





THE STRAND.—A (SEA)FARE 
RETURN, 


























TOOLE’s.—A not very exciting “front (Cp ; 
piece” has been put on here, Itiscalled /(\) x 
Summer Clouds, and there’s a clergyman 
in it and his daughter, who has one lover 
who is good and another who is bad (and 
a baronet), and she prefers the good 
lover, and the baronet tells lies about 
the good young man’s father, and 
everybody believes his naughty, 
wicked stories without asking ques- 
tions (because they are so good) ; 
but the clergyman’s daughter will 
not give up the gocd young man, 
and so the baronet repents, and 
says what he said wasn’t so, and 
they are all happy again. But 
the number of copybooks and 
things they seem to have read is 
something marvellous and Mr. 
Doone ought to blush for himself. 
Miss Vernie is nice, and Mr. 





goddesses the other night—at least, I suppose Olym- 
pians are gods and goddesses, There was a large 
supply of Venuses (disguised as other people), but 
Mars and Neptune at least were “well on the job,” 
to use the language of the divinities, Invention in 
the matter of fancy dress ig not an easy task, but 
even among a crowd of over a thousand, some 
novelty was observable. 
general animation to the scene, too, not usual at 
fancy dress shows in public, and the large floor space 
gave spectators and “performers” alike every ad- 
vantage. There was a good band, several professional 
skaters and such like, a number of prizes given 
away, and the roar of the wheels gave me a tre- 
mendous headache—a really superior article, which OLYMPiA.— 
was worth money. 








OLYMPIA.—THE EVENING ROLL. BETTER FOR DIGESTION THAN THE 
MORNING DITTO. 


Cunningham is not bad—seemingly—but they haven’t a chance of 
showing what is really in them. 


OLYMPIA.—I found myself among the gods and 


The “rolling” gave a 





PROBABLY THE 
NIGHT WATCH. 


PARKHURST THEATRE, HOLLOWAY.—A smart little farce, by Mr. 


H, T. Jol nson, called Back in Five Minutes, was played here last 
week in front of Our Flat " NEsTOI 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED # EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


By THE Hon, GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 





CHAPTER I.— Continued, 


HEB pride was something superhuman, She regarded the less for- 
tunate portion of the human race—i.e,, those unhappy beings not 
lucky enough to have been 
born Bonely - Grimshanks— 
with a lofty apathy, tempered 
by a sp2cies of complacent 
scorn ; and a smile of incre- 
dulity was apt to mantle her 
cerulean cheek, when it was 
lightly hinted that there even 
existed persons who contrived 
to live, breathe, eat, drink, 
and, in short, perform all the 
ordinary functions of every- 
day life, without troubling 
themselves either about their 
ancéstry, or the particular 
colour of their circulation. 

Icily polished, freezingly 
polite, and painfully high- 
bred, she had a natural horror 
of the commonplace vul- 
garities and levelling ten- 
dencies which latterly seem 
to have crept into even the 
most exclusive céteries. Her 
own particular circle was 
small, recherché and select. 
Without its gates the longing 
applicant might stand, Peri- 
like, at the entrance to Para- 
dise, waiting for the falling 
of the crystal bar; only in 
this case it never fell. 

She had the family history 
at her fingers’ ends, and in all 
points of etiquette, prece- 
dence or doubt, utilized it as 
an infallible guide. To 
finally sum up, she would have preferred three ostrich feathers as a 
headdress in lieu of two; but (it had fallen from her lips more than 
once) ‘‘that would be imitation—a thing I never descend to. In 
point of fact, I believe they are actually used by a modern family as 
a kind of crest ; and one must draw the line somewhere, you know.” 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank was supported in her earthly pilgrimage by 
the presence of a husband and ason ; the former a somewhat shadowy 
personality, of the walking gentleman or “ Adelphi guest” type, re- 
joicing in an undue prominence of nose and a disproportionate quan- 
tity of hair; the latter—but stay. He shall have a paragraph to 
himeelf, 

Thank heaven that even in these degenerate days, despite the 
Radical moth and the Socialistic worm gnawing at our vitals—thank 
heaven! I say, that we can still boast an Awlexis Bonely-Grimshank ! 
Ah! and plenty of them, too. In the sea-girt fastnesses of our island 
home, shoulder to shoulder they stand, breathing a magnificent indi- 
viduality into our otherwise colourless nationality. Six feet two and 
a half inches of blood, bone and shirt front, with an extra half-dozen 
inches of cuff if necessary, and a brain invisible even beneath the 
most powerful microscope! Fifty-four inches round the chest, and a 
comprehensive grasp of intelligence only to be gauged by ve 
the late Mr. Euclid’s definition of a point! Such was Awlexis Bonely- 
Grimshank ; a frank, stolid, pleasant, thick headed, well mannered, 
narrow minded Englishman ; who wore three clean shirts a day, had 
his clothes made in Savile Row, and had never uttered an original 
thought or opinion during the whole of the twenty-eight years he had 
cumbered the earth with his presense. It sufficed for him that he 
was a Bonely-Grimshank——and “what the doose did the world 
want more?” : 

The bright November sunshine (having previously loitered for a 
moment outside, in order to tickle the golden ribs of the five front 
door knockers, who acknowledged the pleasantry by « series of 
dignified winks) streamed gaily into the great library window of 














No. 103 Kensington Gore, where, one hand resting upon a marble 
table, Awlexis stood fiercely musing. 

By an unfortunate, ore not uncommon, mischance—of which 
more anon—there had lately been a dearth of ready money in the 
Grimshank establishment, and Awlexis was in immediate want of 
fifty pounds. His mother, to whom he had just a plied, had shown 
him an empty purse, and observed that their banking account was 
already overdrawn. She had likewise volunteered, as additional 
information, that Sticknaught de Grimshank, who flourished about 
the time of King John, was accustomed, when out of funds, to ride 
forth at the head of his retainers in quest of stray gentlemen of the 
Semitic persuasion, and — having previously prepared the torture 
chamber for their reception—was generally in a position to pay his 
water rate the next day. But, as Awlexis sagely mused, King John 
having shared the fate of Queen Anne, and this being the nineteenth 
century, such information was worse than useless, 

Suddenly he drew adeep breath. “I'll doit,” he cried; and taking 
the diamond pin from his scarf, dropped it into his waistcoat pocket. 

Five minutes later, with the addition of a tall hat, dog's skin gloves 
and a silk umbrella, he went forth to his fate, 


(To be continued.) 








A-Stone-ishing. 
MR, GRANT ALLEN, that scientist gay, 
Has written of late, in his humorous way, 
Some views re the light his researches have thrown 
On that ancient memorial, London Stone, 


But, many who revel in serious views, 

This Mr. Grant Allen of lightness accuse ; 

With lugubrious gravity often they groan, 

“ Ah, the worst thing in London is London's (8)tone !" 


But, still, after all, that memorial of fame 

Is worthy of reverence all the same, 

And London’s (8)tone may be changed by good folk ; 
What we don't want to see, though, is London Stone-broke ! 





Heard Outside Olympia on the 16th. 


Policeman.—" Now then! get along with that 'bus—can't hang 
about here.” 

Drivcer.—“ Oh, I say! Jeer Bill; woddyer think? Arsks me to 
get along, and, s’elp me! I ain't drawed up more'n a second!” 

Policeman —“ If you don't move on, I'llrun youin and your Noah's 
Ark as well!” 

Driver (a light dawning on him).—“ What! oh, bruiser me! if it 
ain't one o’ them Carnivalites got up asacopper! Garn!” 























CAT-CHING! 
Artist.— Fine subject, ain’t it, sirf—style of Landseer~-figures 
and animals combined. Gardener drowning kittens in the water- 
butt. Quite an opening for this sort of thing, you know.” 
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NIGGARD UNCLE SAM. 
Ucele Sam being sbout to assist his negro population back to Africa, whence their forefathers were torn, as the most 


proper persons to civilize their brethren, we have received the following perpetration. 
. ; we : 
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There was a young nigger and bis name was Joshua, There was a young negress and her name was Jozhuess, 


r thick ; Tho interviewe » just to show 
And he togged himself up pretty thick Who interviewed poor uncle Just 
So he walked round abont in a pleasant sort of way, That she'd lost all the wool from her topknot, you gues, 
But Uncle Sam considered it a lick, From the place where the wool ought to grow. 
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SAMBO} 


DARKEST AFRICA 
PY’ QUICKEST ROUTE 





So away tle beat goes prancing with the sharks and serpents 
dancing, 
While the Gulf Stream plays a lively tune of flow, flow, flow, 
Just to teach a more! leeson with a forcible expression, 
That it’s rather bad behaviour thus to crow, crow, crow. 


And Uncle Sam considered it was 80, 80, 89, 
That he passed a resolution he should go, go, go; 
Bo across the briny ocean you must set ycurself in 
motion, 
To the land of your fcrefathers you must row, row row, 





And when the boat was stranded and the freight was fairly lauded, 
And the stormy winds had given up the blow, blow, blow, 

With hearts and hands united his faith was fairly plighted 
To civilize his brethren, don't you know, know, know. 


After the Battle. 


THe Conservative condidate, Mr. Germaine, 
Northampton's result doesn't flatter ; 

The (Ger)maine chance he found he had tried So redolent of the same old Tory rust-bin : 

. for in vain ; insane) If his Anti-Jacobin 

For Northan pton (not being just then quite Success would really win. 


asn t Germane to the matter It must not | 


Under F.. Greenwood’s Tree, 


GREENWOOD'S JOURNAL, yea, his latest, 
Is not at all his greatest, 


ean Ant co-(dust 
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Fivers and Fevers; 
Or, TERRORS IN TENNERS, ETC. 


(A Ballad of the Bank: Nite Fiend.) 


[The Lancet (good old Lancet) points out 
that paper money, passing from haud to hana. 
as it does among all classes, often becomes the 
vehicle of infectious disease.] 


BEWARE, oh, friends of the Bank Note 
Fiend, 
Who comes in the guise of Oof, 
For few from his poisonous power are 
screened, 
As the learned old Lancet: gives 
proof. 
His nice crisp murmurs are prone to 
please, 
But oft he’s the bringer of woes ; 
For, lo, he’s the vehicle of disease, 
As that e’er cheering organ shows ; 
So, therefore, in time by the warning 
be weaned 
From a love for the Bank Note Fiend. 


Sometimes he comes singly, sometimes 
in rolls 
(The latter form most prefer) 
Tis thus that he tempts unwary 
eouls, 
And against him but few demur ; 
And time out of mind has this demon 
ensnared 
Men’s hearts to an avarice strong ; 
But it seemeth now that this fiena's- 
prepared 
Other poisons to bring along. 
Yes, if from infection you'd all he 


screened, 

Avoid, ch, avoid the Bank Note 
Fiend! 

Heed this warning, then, and bid 
avaunt 


Any ghoul in a bank note garb ; 
Yea, let him never thy dwelling haunt, 
To destroy thee with balefut barb ; 
If with health and happiness you'd be 
blest, 
All demons of this sort shun ; 
So, if any bank notes your house 
infest, 
At once send them on to Fun. 
And FUN (from whom much wisdom's - 
gleaned) 
Will quickly get rid of the Bank 
Note Fiend! 








Wiliam the Crooked. 


WILLIAM doesn’t come straight to 
the point. I believe, if he really tried 
to, he would fall over it, and it would 
stick in him and make him uncomfort- 
able generally and locally. He says, 
“ Ain’t their lots of ostriches in South 
Africa? They cost no end of money to 
keep up.” Then it eventually comes - 
out that he knows a particular ham 
and beef shop where they keep ready 
cooked fowls, and he wants you to buy 
one. The other day he came into our 
local club and said, “ In Mashonoland 
—ain’t we giving the niggers a lick- 
ing?” When this was translated 
properly it meant that he wanted to. 
borrow a shilling, as he was short, and 
wanted a bottle of Nubian Blacking. 
We silently turned him out down the 
steps. but, when he sat suddenly on 
the landing, he only said, “ There’s a 
new acid they use to take the colour 
out of dyed paper.” This meant that 
he was going to lay in a large stock of 


. 

vinecar and hrawn y 

vilCrvar and DIOWD paper. 
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SOME MEN STICK AT NOTHING. 
Miss Sweetlips.—“ Look at my dear little Fido, Captain Spanker, imploring you to throw your 


stick into the water.” 


Captain Spanker (aside).—“ Stick cost half a guinea ; dog, probably, as much perdozen. Not good 








—" we ee 


Our Line. 


OUR line isan awfully nice line. 
The season tickets are very reason- 
able. The slow trains stop at all 
the stations, and the express trains 
between all the stations. Well, 
there’s nothing like the pleasures 
of hope, is there? You get a deal 
of pleasure, then, on our line, for 
you're always hoping that you'll 
get in somehow or other to time— 
only you don’t! On our line, too, 
the cleaners always keep the door 
handles so nice and bright. This 
is kind of them and good for the 
hosiers. You're always finding 
beautiful lines of black grease on 
your fingers. Then, how handy 
they are with the foot warmers. 
If you give the beggars Christmas 
boxes, they don’t mind in the least 
shoving them in without being 
| asked—on your toe! I like our 
| line—I do! 


| Put this in your Pipe, 
| A CELEBRATED medico at Vichy, 
Whose pretensions cannot be con- 

sidered “ fishy,” 

| Has recently gone in for an in- 
vention 

| Well worth inveterate smokers’ 

i= ; | deep attention. 

It is to make tobacco smoke 

























p | eee pols Less harmful to the “ puffing” 
folk. | stated) 

__}| | §8o this medico from Vichy (as is 

| Will help to make our pipes less 


Vichy-ated. 
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A CLEAR HEAD, — Your brain 
may be kept sweet by using brain 





enough.” (Zo Miss Sweetlips.)—“I really couldn’t dream of the dear little chap running such a risk !” salt, 








A FALL-ABLE MAN. 


WE were always a good company in the smoke room of a large 
Metropolitan hotel, greatly frequented by our American cousins ; 
and there were generally a number of them present. The largest 
group was collected round an old American General, attracted by his 
wonderful store of anecdotes and stories. He appeared to have 
been everywhere, seen everything and done everything. He was 
a hale man of sixty, with grey hair, beard and moustache, and 
eyes twinkling under shaggy eyebrows. His name was General 
Cyrus W. Longstaff. I asked one of his compatriots if he could 
tell me anything about him, but he said, “ No, stranger; but I 
should like to know where he picked up all his stories, Anyhow, 
all I can say is that he’s an amusin’ cuss.” 

One evening, some one mentioned the case of the woman who had 
thrown herself off the Clifton Suspension Bridge and sustained no 
serious injury by the fall, “ How high is that?” said the General. 
Some one said over three hundred feet. ‘ Wal,” said the General, 
“you may think something of that in this little country, where you 
have got to do everything small to get it in, but over in ours we go 
the whole hog. Now, I'll just tell you what happened to me down 
Mexico way. I fell straight down four thousand feet and never got 
any harm ; and this was how it was:—I was out hunting, when I 
came to the edge of acanyon. I wanted to get to the other side, but 
I knew I might have to go a hundred miles round each way, eo I 
walked along to see if there was a narrow place, At last I came to 
one, only about nine feet across, which I determined tojump. It was 
nothing to me then, for I was a young man, only jumping nine feet 
over a canyon four thousand feet deep is not quite the same as 
jumping nine feet on level ground. Somehow or other, whether it 
was funk or not I can’t say, I missed it, and began to fall. I should 
tell you that these canyons, though narrow at the top, spread out 
towards the bottom like a funnel, and become very wide, so that I 
knew there would be no jutting rocks to catch me. Now you can 
echedule out that when a man is falling, if he does any thinking, he 
must do it fast. I at once remembered the effect of the firing of a 
rocket in sending it up, and it at once struck me that a rocket firing 
down would help to support mein theair. As I had no rocket, the 
next best thing was a rifle, and, fortunately, I had my Winchester 
repeating rifle with me, and at once decided on my mode of action. 


All this, which takes so long in telling, occupied only about twenty 
feet of the descent, or about half a second, I should tell you that 
the wind had been very high all day, and I had just tied my eombrero 
tightly on, the large brim of which served to keep me falling perpendic- 
ular. I placed my rifle under my right arm, and, holding the barrel 
between my feet, commenced firing straight down. I very soon found 
the speed of my descent was lessened, and eventually I descended at the 
bottom as easily as if I had only jumped a three-foot wall. I found 
that, fortunately, my fire had killed a fine deer, so that I was able to 
make a good supper, which, I can tell you, a man wants who has 
fallen plumb down four thousand feet towards the centre of the 
earth. I dried a seven days’ stock of venison, and I walked out of it 
in a week. It was well for me that it did not happen to be the 
great Arizona Canyon, which is six hundred miles long, and with 
sides six miles high.” Some one exclaimed “Six miles?” with a 
note of admiration and interrogation. ‘ Wal,” said the General, “the 
Government Surveyor told me that he had measured the two sides of 
that canyon three miles high each, and if twice three don’t make six, 


my name isn’t Cyrus W. Longstaff! ” 








Han’ Over Your Rates, 


Some highly bred people, up Hanover Square way, 
Regarded their rates in a rather unfair way— 
In fact, they have lately behaved in a rare way ; 
And to act thus no poorer folk dare. 
While toilers around ce to pay, grin and bear it ; 
Concerning this rate burden, rich folk should share it— 
Yea, they, though their temper comes out (and they air it) 
Should act on the (Hanover) Square |! 





Robinson Crusoe Up To Date is the title of Miss Sarah Thorne’s 
pantomime which has been ap dow all the week at the Public Hall, 
Croydon. As is usual with all concerned, it is made a most attractive 
show. Plenty of pretty scenery, pretty music and pretty girls; lots 
of funny songs, jingles and jokes, and two or three admirable come- 
dians and pantomimists. It is written by George Thorne and F. 
Grove Palmer, and in their best vein, 
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CHARITY PUZZLED. 
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THE GREAT CARD SCANDAL. 





OR.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 86. 


, 
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THE QUEEN OF HEARTS GIVES THE JACK OF CLUBS “ WHAT | 
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Te.—" Why e0 thoughtful, Dolly?” 


His Sister.— 1 just accepted old Smedley. 


SHOCKING, 


disease, which may prove fatal if he receives the slightest shock.” 


He—" Well)” 


His Sister.—“ Well, I'm thinking how to communicate that shock.” 





He's awfully rich, and has a very pronounced heart 


Bacca-rather ! 

THE “gaming scandal” still 
thickens apace, 

Involving many folks high in 
place ; 

And the manner of some great 
‘‘ swells” we can trace 

Would disgrace an Old Goth 





or Vandal ; 

Ah! several gamesters of titled 
fame 

Will doubtless soon feel (if ’tis 
possible) shame ! 

And when ’tis too late they 
haply exclaim— 

“This game is not worth the 
(s)candal !” 
Plumbing! 


THE plumbers are in the 
house. I know it, I know it, 
The tallow scent comes up the 
stairs, And the corduroy, my 
bonnie boy. And be it said 
the gay white lead. And on 
the kitchen wall I see the 
shadow of Maria, and is there 
not the shadow of the arm of 
one of the plumbers around 
her waist? And are you cer- 
tain that yet another plumber 
has not removed the vent-peg 
from the beer cask and inserted 
a length of clay pipe and is 
sucking up the luscious a 
ehilling a gallon liquid? When 
the pipes bust and the thaw 
comes, the plumbers wreck our 
happy home. 


Another London Parke. 

THE Merry Muse, by the Poet 
Parke, 

Is the book for a mirthful and 
metrical lark, 

For Walter P. with his rhymes 
is free, 

And in these you'll see great 
cause for glee; 

And his publishers, we may 
here remark, 

Are too “ Downey ” to keep this 
blithe book in the dark. 

















The Potteries Poet, 


[At Burslem, recently, an old man named Bridge 
took legal action againt a farmer to recover payment 
for “ poetry made to order, and delivered,” Some of the 
“ poetry’ — an advertisement of the farmer's property— 


was read in court amid convulsions of laughter, and 
Judge Jordan, with very sublime irony, pronounced it 
“ very sublime.”— lide Press 


DESCEND,—oh! descend,—ye mellifluous 
Nine, 
From the lofty Olympian mountain, 
Emerge from Apollo's magnificent shrine, 
Or arise from Pieria's fountain. 
Come forth, gentle Muses, and lavish your 
raise 
Where in duty ye're bound to bestow it, 
Your laudative lays it behoves you to raise 
On behalf of the l’otteries Poet ! 


While Algernon Charles is renowned far and 
wide 
As a sweetly sympbhonious rhymer, 
While Alfred is wearing his laurels with 
pride 
Lo! a songster whose songs are sublimer 
Must waste on the smoke-laden Staffordshire 
air 
All his sweetness, with no one to know it!... 
O Fortune! such freak is exceeding unfair 
To the elegant Potteries 


t> 
roet ! 
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Why, Alfred and Algernon Charles, ere they 
grow 
With the furor poeticus frantic, 
Must gush about love and despair, don’t you 
know, 
And all manner of rubbish romantic. 
But Laureate Bridge, with rhapsodical fire, 
On the joys of a fish-pond can “ go it,” 
And “chests that are craving with hunger” 
inspire 
To wild frenzy the Potteries Poet! 
Even Fun, who for years upon years in the 
sweet 
Sunny paths of the Muses has scampered, 
Is forced, as he goes, to take care of his feet : 
But, though FUN is by prosody hampered, 
The heaven inspired songster of Staffordshire 
can— 
Ay, and does, too,—afford to forego it ; 
There lives not the scholar on earth who can 
scan 
The rich rhymes of the Potteries Poet ! 


Those firms which have hankered and fretted 
in vain 
For a puffer sufficiently clever 
To write of their wares in Shakespearian 
strain, 


May abandon their gloom: for wloever 





Sells cocoa or blacking, or hair-oil, or tay, 
And desires all creation to know it, 
May hire, at a modest four shillings per 
day 
The unparalleled Potteries Poet ! 


And 'none will gainsay that we'll act in a 
way 
Very mean and ungrateful and shabby 
Unless we the Staffordshire nightingale lay, 
When we lose him, in Westminster Abbey. 
For ne’er (and our statement is fearlessly 


made 
In the knowledge that none can o’erthrow 
it,) 
Has pee A in that hallowed inclosure been 
i 


Who can vie with the Potteries Poet ! 


But—gracious ! 
praise, 
May submit a few songs to our journal : 
And thenf—ah! whatthen?...... 
Happy thought! shall 


That poet, inspired by our 


the lays 
Of a bard co sublime and supernal 
To FuN’s humb’e columns of lowly degree 
Be degraded? Nay, not if we know it! 
We'll save a snug place in our W. P. B. 


For the ‘ pomes’’ of the Potteries Poet! | 
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(2) And their eldest gal ‘ beaut fres therr humble home on the most approve d high 
art prinesples to such an extent that they pine tor the peaceful tomb . 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
THE battle of Tipperary, bedad! and a shocking bad battle it 





| Fun has discovered the significance of Randy's beard: he means 


to keep out of scrapes. 
Sir Henry James has long been suspected 





was, wirasthrue! And the croime av the 
man that sthruck O’Hara was divil a bit 
of a croime at all at all to that of the 
omadhaun that sthruck mesilf, ochone! 
And Rory O’Morley invited the M. Pays to 
thread on the tail av his cohat thin and 
there. 

And the spalpeen av a Balfour, shure he 
throd on it, he did; an’ faix! it was wigs 
on the green, and it was the purtiest foight 
of the session, barrin’ that two of the bhoys 
that twig the sprig of rhetoric wid anny 
av them. The O'Gladstone and the un- 
crowned successor to Brian Boru twirled 
niver a shtick to assist the harmony. 

_ Mr. Cobb on Monday wanted to get more 
light on the Cumming events that have cast 
their shadows before, with ecant regard for 
the susceptibilities of the coming K. 

O'Brien and Dillon once again to gaol. 





of Tory leanings, hence his Fac-Tory Bill, 
And it isa fact that the Tories will try to 
amalgate or claw up some of his clauses to 
blend with a bill of their own, and eo clear 
his little bill off. 

Government, in want of supplircs, having 
to look after its ways and means, gives an 
opportunity to those parties who question 
their ways and means of doing it—to have 
their say in the matter. The Army depart- 
ment, as was fitting, had the first of the 
fight. 

The advocates of Welsh Disestabliehment 
have had a fling at the Goverdment, which 
fancies it knows better what is best for 
Taffy than Taffy knows himeelf, 

My lords passed the second reading of 
the Tithes Bill, with not a tithe of the talk 


it received in the Commons, 
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A SELL. 
“ Hurrah ! a most extraordinary thing has just happened to me.” 
‘ Bai Jove |—what?!”’ 
“I've just eold a poem,” 
‘Sold a publisher, you mean, deah boy.” 


COLLOQUIHS OF STRABISMUS. 

No, 52.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND PLAYWRIGHT, 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Cock-eyed Philosopher; FAKIvUs 
SCENICUS ONLIUS JONESEIS, a maker of Plays. 

ONLIUS JONESEIS, A fair day to your worship. 

STRABISMUS, What? a pedlar! Open your pack and show your 
patterns. 

O. J. Nay, I have left the travelling road. My business is changed ; 
I am one that makes plays, so please your honour. 

STRA. Alack, r starveling! y’ should dine with me—odds 
hobbs and nobbings!—but that I did command a goose for dinner, and 
such fare is rank poison to one of your trade. 

O. J. Your honour mistakes; I bear no grudge against the bird ; 
it hath not hissed at me lately. And there are one or two besides 
myself that think I have found out an infallible recipe for tickling 
the public palate. Indeei, I have my hands full, and my workmen 
can scarcely chipout plots quick enough to satisfy the general demand, 
Odds scenes and situations! ‘tis so, Doth a treasury pine and 
dwindle, the manager sends for me, or ever he has torn three handfuls 
out of his hair, and, I believe, ths patient generally recovers, 

StrA, Unfold to me your method of treatment. 

O. J, Oh, I am no dog in the manger. The Grand Arcanum, or 
Secret of Successful Play-Writing, has been published by me this 
very week, and to the world at little. My pamphlet, “Every Man 
His Own Dramatist,” is to be found on all the railway bookstalls. 
For, having sucked the orange, I am no niggard, to deny the pipsand 
skin to the public. 

Stra. Do y’ dabble your quill in ideality, or clog it with the real ? 
Do your dramatis persone smell of musk and civet, or things less 
savoury?! Dost thou preach virtue and blacken vice, or excuse the 
one and sneer at t’other? 

O. J. Why, I pursue a middle path between these things. I have 
made a seesaw such as children play on, out o' one o’ the very planks 
that went to making of old Thespis his cart, unless the second-hand 
dealer, who sold it me, be a woundy liar. ‘Tis nicely balanced, and 

up, not so high as to smite heaven with the rider's crown, or s0 
was to bump the unseeing end of him against vulgar earth. 

STRA. Ay, ay! 

O. J. And the dislogues i’ the Hornbook are not easier than mine. 
I seldom trouble polite society with a learned quotation, lest the 
educated pit should comprehend it, and so make many a fine lord 
or lady look like fool. And the spicy double meaning, or lump 
oath, which provoketh a snigger from the stalls and box being 
generally reprehended by the proletariat, I have abolished such 
kitchen flavourings from the dishes I serve up. 

STRA. Then, as to the characters—odds strides and struts, periods 
and pongings, inflections and deflections ! 

O. J. Ory y' mercy. We have no elocution nowadays. For as the 





im of the s ictures is fidelity to nature, and as folks in real life 
hone beaded spit out their sentences instead of speaking ’em, 
so do our actors, upon pain of dismissal from their parts. But if you 
would ask of the characters on whose necks I hang my plots, know 
that those are the most favoured of the public whose nature is the 
least understood, and that is accounted the aptest portraiture which 
is most unlike to anything in life. Therefore, did I once set upon 
the boards a Provincial Potter, with the naturalness of whom the 
audience were hugely well satisfied, though he was no more like the 
genuine maker of pots than his oven was a genuine baker of them. 
Moreover, in my latest puppet, show a Dake, a Dancing Maid and a 
Quaker are the chief figures on the boards, as y’ will see. 

Stra, The saints forbid it! 

O. J. And each one of the three is so strange and rare a variety of 
its kind that the Quaker would puzzle a Friend, the Dancing Maid 
bewilder a votary of the giddy goddess, and the Dake astonish and 
bewilder, stagger, startle, confound and empuzzle to absolute obfustic- 
ability, a member of his own Order. But there are ninety-nine 
chances out of an hundred against a Duke,a Dancing Maid, or a 
Quaker ever seeing the play. 

STRA. Ho, ho! So this is the secret of success? 

O. J. Not quite. For y’ must know, that my fourth act hath a con- 
genital fault, ‘Twas born after its brethren, and the last is generally 
weakly. So, upon the first night, but for an ingenious inspiration, it 
had nearly damned me. That is, as near as I could go to being damned. 

Stra, And this inspiration ? 

O. J. Was as follows:—The manager’s wife’s mother had been 
curst with a toothache—odds jumps and digs !—and had gone to the 
chirurgeon to rid her of the tusk that kept giving her foretaste, poor 
soul! of what all mothers-in-law may expect hereafter ; upon which, 
the grinder being easily extracted, and the electric telegraph bringing 
our manager the news just as my fourth Act was being damned,—— 

Stra. Y’ are prolix. 

O. J. A’ rushes upon the stage and reads the message to the 
audience in a voice all a tremble with emotion. That touch of nature 
made the whole house clap, and next day my play was the talk of the 
town. Call me no dramatist else. Herein, as I ha’ delivered to you, 
lies the whole secret of play-making. 

Stra. Why, I take it for what it is worth. Vule, vale, Farey’ well. 





LED BY THE NOSE. 











Farmer Giles.—“ Go and hoe them taters, or I'll skin you!” 
Boy.—" Father, I can be led, but not driven.” 





Farmer Giles—“QOh you can, can you! Come along, then.” 
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I and the Cat. 


SoME people have to 
ut up with a good deal. 
Ido from my wife. She’s 
a trifle jealous. I’m 
obliged to wear blue 
spectacles so that I 
sha’n’t be able to notice 
whether the _ parlour- 
maid has a fresh com- 
plexion or whether she 
hasn't, And when I wear 
blue spectacles, fellows 
chaff me, and swear that 
I’ve gotacouple of black 
eyes and want to hide 
‘em. Even when I go 
out in the morning she 
pins a flower in my coat. 
“T shall expect to see 
you with that when you 
come home,” she says. 
But, hang it all! a man 
can’t pass all his life 
looking after a lily of 
the valley. I lose it. 
Then when I come in 
she rolls her eyes. “I 
should like to know the 
bar hussy,” etc, etc, 
But I don’t drink at bars, 
not at all. She even 
won’t let me alone about 
thecat. He’sa very nice 
Tom tortoiseshell, and 
when I came in rather 
late the other night, and 
he walked in after me, I 
saw her looking over the 
stair landing, and she 
sang out, “There you 
are, both of you; a'pair,” 
etc. I can’t stand this 
over much longer. I 
shall be going and buy- 
ing my lunch on the end 
of a skewer for a half- 


penny, 








Not a Lobb-worm. 


Mr. Loss, who has s0 
nobly worked at 
London School 
Board schemes, 

Is to have a testimo- 
nial, it is rumoured ; 

Well, really he deserves 
it, for, avoiding all 
extremes, 

He works hard, and 
yet he always is 
good humoured. 

In the ratepayers’ in- 
terest, also, his en- 
deavours have been 
nobby, 

And, therefore, Lobb 
deserves to be en- 
sconced in Fame’s 
big Lobb-y, 





A WEIGHTY Con- 
SIDERATION,—Mr. Rup. 
Percy, the amateur 
“light (very light!) 
tenor,” excused himself 
for breaking down in 
the refrain of a song the 
other night on the score 
that the burden was too 
much for him, 
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SHOCKS AND STARES. 
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The Yarn of | 
“The Lady May.” | 


SPUN BY LADY MAY HERSELF. 


CHAP. I.—THE START. 


WHEN we ¢éet sail the | 
morning was as fine as 
if it had been dressed by 
Worth. The ripples | 
looked like crépe’d hair. | 
The wind blew—like | 
violets—a “snug” | 
breeze, fit for a cosy © 
fireside, Our saucy — | 
vessels are always called | 
“saucy,” I don’t know | 
why—yawl stood before | 
the wind like a girl be- | 
fore her looking - glass, | 



















Mexican Rails. 





CHAP. II.—On: THSSEA. 


WE tack'd (we, of 
| course, understand tack- 
ing, sewing, and all that 
sort of work), we wore, 
as wellasa gcod silk—we 
went round in st-———that 
is— corsets; we luff'd 
(uff one was our Tennis- 
onian joke here), we ran 
into the wind’s eye, and 
out again ; we made lee- 
way—that is, of course, 
a French expression, “le 
way,” but why the En- 
glish navy adopted it I 
don’t know. I asked the 
man at the wheelif there 
were any currents about 





American Belle (mine) above Pa—r. | here. but he anid.“ Mo 
’ ’ ’ 





and away we went, as 
the same girl would sail 
along a ballroom. The sails drew well—everything was 
taught—especially drawing, my cousin Maud and I had 
been taut—we were at Newnham. There, of course, 
we learnt a little of everything, even of latitude and 
longitude and navigation. For this reason we had our 
yacht, The Lady May, named after me by Charlie, 
Maud’s brother, and we sail it ourselves. She is a tiim 
boat—I am fond of good trimming! She isa “yawl” 
—perhaps I ought to explain to “landlubbera” what 
this means. Well, it means a boat with two masts, but 
one is a little one—a eort of baby mast, quite at the 
stern, or “aft,” as we say at sea; in fact, it sticks out 
behind like a—well, like a lady’s dress, All vessels are 
ladylike, and are consequently always called “she.” 
They have earrings, bows, berths, thimbies, companions, 
a waist, and st——I mean corsets. It is, therefore, 
natural that we women should understand vessels, and 
that is why I am captain, and Maud mate. 





. not at this time of year 
—nor gooseberries either.” He evidently misunder- 
stood me, so I took the helm, and forked my eye up to 
the weather hem of the mainsail, and kept to our 
course, I must explain that “fork” is a sea term, 
which I have picked up from a capital sea story I have 
read lately. I really don’t know what it means morte 
but the author and narrator is always “ forking” 
that and the other. I wonder if he is one of the Conyng- 
hams, whose motto is, “ Over, fork over!” At anyrate, 
I use the term as I fancy it looks ship-shape, 

(To be concluded next week.) 





The Wye and the Wherefore, 


THE Wye salmon are free from the trying disease 
Which most of their tribe had they say : 

This seems to suggest just a wee weeny wheeze— 
Which is that they’re very Wye(s) salmon—eh ? 
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THE PERILS OF VANITY. 
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The Great Card Scandal. Some cards are easy to play, MoRE LIGHT ON DARKEST AFRICA.— 
(Sez CARTOON.) Whilst you're landed by some in a fix ; Messrs. Frederick Warne and Co. are about 
| They may either be worthless, or may to issue Major Casati’s forthcoming work on 
TuERe’s fodder for thought in cards— | Be useful in winning tricks— “Central Africa,” which promises to be of 
Both human and pasteboard too— | Though, supposing those tricks be dirty, the extreme interest. It will be ready about the 
If only that one regards brutes end of the month. 
” Pasta Sip sige “ry they do, the j | Will possibly lead up to petty lag °Q¢ —_—_—_—_————. 
ther y enough to give one the jumps, “ suits,” = 
Or serving one fairly, or turning out trumps. | | READY SHORTLY.—IN PICTURE COVER. 
Some cards you'd describe as “ queer,” | Court cards count a lot in a game me he VE Se : 
And some you would say were “ low,” (And here, let me add, you'll see, | OR, THE CURSE OF THE HOUSE OF BLOODWORT. 
Whilst others are “ high,” or appear In our large cartoon, how the same A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
To make a respectable show ; Of great importance can be) ; | BY A LADY OF TITLE 
Some with rank and “ honours” are “ flush’d,” And a very decided course they may take | PULLY elle : a : 
and in | When something beyond mere cash is at | UY ILLUSTRATED BY KYD. 
Some figure in suite distinctly “ plain.” | stake. DaLzieEL Brotuers, 153 Fleet St., London, E.C. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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A wooden -legged burgla i ue 
(1) To revive powdered hair isn’t much of a catch, 
Unless they revive Georgian costumes to match. 
(2) A man who was “ bosky,” believing it sin, 
Wobbled off to the station and run himself in. 


(3) The duello, in which Frenchmen say they find joys, 
Has recently spread to the loose local boys, 
(4) To make a gold Albert appear a bad tooth 
Is too(th) thin, as this chain-chewer found it, forsooth ! 
VOL, LIII, NO, 1347, 
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orce 16 Growing Less # Less, 
bess: Force 15 growing: less ¢ Css 
(°) There are traces of changes in many affairs, 


But as lively as zephyr are all our March airs. 


(6) This wooden legged burglar finds business bad now, 
For he can't get about without causing a row, 

(7) To run in two urchins for singing this lay, 
Is Hi-tiddly-bi-ti-ti-rannical, eh / 

(8) The Volunteer forces are growing no more, 
And some Voluntearfully murmur “ En-corpe |” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
oo o. —Mi1ss EASTLAKE—with a 
a — C futile attempt to disguise her- 
‘ self from her ad- 
| mirers with a 

















‘* Mary ”—reappear- 
ed to us for a 
moment the other 
afternoon at a bene- 
fit matinée. I know 
| it was a benefit, be- 

cause #60 many of 
the stalls were 
empty, and because 
the programme con- 
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Tuk New OLYMPIC.—“MY DEAR, I DO 
rHINK YOU MIGHT KEE? YOUR HAIR 
A LITTLE Tipri” 


plays. It is true that the various 
excerpts appeared to Lave under- 
gone some process of alteration, 
and were not always clearly recog- 
nizable as the familiar friends they 
are; but the afternoon was a foggy 
one, and that may perhaps explain 
the circumstance. 





THB WARDEN ON TUE WATCH, 


A SOMEWHAT new and interesting “ departure” had been taken 
for the occasion, however. The various extracts had been arranged 
and welded (as it were) into one, more or less, homogencous whole, 
and the same actors and actresses employed throughout. This was 
a happy thought, and one which, if, as is probable, it be widely 
imitated, will be hailed with much satisfaction by “benefit” audi- 
ences, to whom the want of continuity of the usual programme is 
something of adrawback. Mr. Wilton Jones, to whom the “ weld- 
ing” process has been intrusted, has performed his task as well, 
parhaps, «8 circumstances pocenes 2a not. Hither way the 
achievement would be little to boast of. There is a situation at the 
end of the third act of the compilation which may be noted as fairly 
original, if weakly managed, and the county designation in the title 
—A Yorkshire Lass—may, I think, claim complete originality in 
this connection, 





Miss EASTLAKE, no lets } lump than pleasing in person, acted with 
excellent effect and all her accus- 
tomed force and charm. Whether as 
the ingenuous village lass of reform- 
ing tendencies (which, with due 
deference to the Daily Telegragh, 
was not ‘Sister Mary,” but a much 
earlier creation of the Drama), as 
La Dame aux Camélias,as the unfor- 
tunate young lady in the wrong 
cloak, or as Esther D'Alroy (or what- 
ever other translated heroine of La 
Jvie Fait Peur it may be) she had 
the house with her al] the time, and 
there were wonderful touches of real 
depth about the performance. Mr, 
Bourchier as Claude Melnotte, 
l)’Alroy and the rest of it, proved 
that the “Society actor” may 
show strength, when he's put to it, 
with the best of them, Mr, R. 8, 
-epuek7 as a Yat Co villains, did 
i. ae ee imself considerable injustice, Mr. 
Tee ce BHOULD tS Macklin expended some excellcnt 
art over an inexplicable and useless 
character, Mr. George Barrett and 
Mies Kate Phil ips played a couple of conventional parts with con- 
ventional cleverness. When George was breaking the news of—er— 





DRESSED THE PART, 


the hero's return to the heroine, I couldn't help thinking of Marie 
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Wilton in the same part, and wishing George would do it with a 
dance! Miss Gertrude Warden played our friend the “designing 
creature” with a foreign accent—it is a part easily played, and Miss 
Warden played it easily. ‘. 

Miss Gwendolyn Floyd 
pleased me much — she 
has a valuable sense of 
delicate comedy—so did 
Mr. Sparling, in spite of 
anachronism. Mr, C, J. 
Falton played the elder 
Duval, old Osborne, 
etc., with a decision and 
neatness which should not 
be overlooked. Little 
Lord Fauntleroy, Georgie 
Osborne and so on was 
piped in orthodox childish 
treble by Miss Christine 
Bernard. The date is fixed 
by the Crimean episodes 
as 1854-56, and it is 
observable that all the 
characters (when not in 
uniform) exhibit a strong 
prophetic instinct inthe < : 
matter of costume, while = pyx GLong—THEe FUZER-OASE—PROSPKCTS 
Mr. Sparling calls some- OF A GOOD MATCH, 

body ‘a chappie.” But 

then, you know, the piece is “ only for the provinces.” 
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THEGLOBE.—In reviving The Parve New 
Men and Oldacres, Mr. Norman Forbes has 
made an excellent move, and seems likely to 
score one. So mote it be. The Parvenu 
(the other title is only my playful way of 
putting it, you know) is both pretty and 
pointed, and the story is told with a sus- 
tained brightness and more than occasional 
wit, The play has had a nine years’ rest— 
from the profession (amateurs have worried 
at it a good deal)—and comes out now with 
considerable freshness, Mr. Paulton dis- 
tinguishes himself toan extent which could 
scarcely have been expected, perhaps; 
though his comedy has been developing in 
soundness for some time. His Ledger isa 
performance of great delicacy and tender- 
ness, @ quiet artistic triumph. Mr. Ian 

ger ips Sir Fulke is a strikingly clever 
‘oRE.—Mer.Pautron Pit of character, too; and nobody knows 
“ae 4 aaen tausen better how to treat a character like the 
ACCOUNT OF HIMSELP, Honourable Charles Tracey than Mr. Sug- 
den, The remainder of the cast is good, but 
not up to the original one, by any means, not but what Miss Coleman 
is a tower of strength ; and it is pleasant to see the pretty face of 
Miss Lucy Buckstone 
once again, 





THE VAUDEVILLE, 
—With regard to Jtws- 
mersholm, produced here 
the other morning, there 
isa certain gloomy power 
in it which fixes atten- 
tion. It's not the sort of 
play to spend a jolly 
evening with, and some 
of the notes in the argu- 
ment (for, of course, it is 
an argument) are un- 
truthful, or, at anyrate, 
unconvincing. There are 
only three characters in 
the story, whose conduct 
is, to my mind, thoroughly 
satisfactory. These are Re THE VAUDEVILLE.— Ordinary Young Man.— 
Beata, Rebecca and “All right, old chap; Ibsen's clever enough—a 
Rosmer — the former ‘# ae erhape, when he ain't 
drowns herself before the a “trod —but you needn't get into hysterics 


play begins, while the 

other two perform the same praiseworthy act before the curtain 
finally falls on the four blessed acts of really interesting and some- 
times dramatic reading. NESTOR. 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room: 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 


CHAPTER II. 
EUREKA, 


SHE was a perfect “ take-down,” Everybody said so ; and what every- 
body said must be right. As for her father—he simply adored her! 

“ ]’ll back my Reeky!” he was wont to exclaim amid universal 
plaudits of acquies- 
cence, “against the 
biggest and smart- 
est lady in the 
i|, land! What she 
j | don’t know ain't 

worth knowing— 
take, my word for 
it! Kddication ? 
she’s full of it! 
Why, the very 
missus of the last 
boardin’ school she 
was at sent me a 
letter prayin’ me 
to fetch her 
‘ome, because, says 
she, ‘she’s quite past my teach- 
ing and is utterly demoralizing 
her fellow pupils!’ Them was 
her very words. Manners Why, 
it’s as much as my life’s worth to 
put a knife in my mouth when 
she’s settin’ at dinner, and when 
she entertains company, I'd no 
more think of appearing .in my 
shirtsleeves than I would of 
lendin’ five pound on a Water- 
bury | Style? Did you eversee 
her imitate a policeman orderin’ 
a flower-gal to move on? Or take offa ballet-gal dancin’a pardy doo? 
But of course you have! It’s my opinion her accomplishments is as 
well known as the dome of St. Paul’s; and it ain’t surprisin’, con- 
siderin’ the money I've spent on her. A pretty penny, I can tell you! 
and I don’t begrudge a ha’penny of it. She's out of the common run 
of gals, and the man that marries her needn’t wish to call the Queen 
his uncle, But he'll have to be a nob, ah !—and the nobbiest of nobs, 
take it from me!” and Mr, Poptick, Pawnbroker in ordinary to Her 
Majesty and the Royal Family (if the extremely dyspeptic looking 
lion and unicorn surmounting the window of 29 Spouter’s Buildings, 
Knightsbridge, possessed any significance), would fill his pipe with 
the strongest shag tobacco, and blow defiance to that contemptible 
section of humanity that belonged not to the noble army of nobs. 

But all mere eulogy of Eureka was necessarily lame and halting, 
and the parental apotheosis was a positive injustice to her charms. 

She was none of your finical, bread-and-butter, sentimental, give-me- 
a-lock-of-your-hair sort of girl! Not she! 

A fine strapping, healthy, hearty appetited, straight-backed maiden, 
with a skin like milk, a nose that was the personification of impu- 
dence, and eyes whose terpsichorean attainments would have shamed 
the most agile figurante that ever graced the front row of the ballet. 
Aud her lips! Why, the sageat and keenest-eyed tomtit that ever 
robbed an orchard might have mistaken them for cherries, and 
scorned the imputation of requiring spectacles. 

But, above all, her bair! Talk of a poet’s dream, or the colour the 
old masters loved to paint! Rubbish! Any old, ay! or new master, 
for the matter of that, would have regarded it as little short of sacri- 
lege to paint that as hair, when it contained all the materials necessary 
for the reproduction of a first-class sunset ! : 

There was no mistake about its colour. Ripely, richly, ruddily, 
glowingly, and uncompromisingly red—a great knob of — 
aloft on her shapely crown like a perpetual danger signal, warning a 
susceptible hearts of the rocks and shoals likely to be encountered in 
its immediate vicinity. 

As, perched on a tall stool in the dark little shop, she sat ready to 
advance money on all articles of value (she was her father’s right 
hand and a splendid judge of blankets), the only marvel was that 
Dan Cupid himself had never rushed madly in and pawned his bow 


and arrows, ay !—and his wings too, out of sheer desperation. 
. * & 















“ Popsy,” said Eureka, thoughtfully, as she put herself outaide a. 
sixth round of buttered toast and prepared to test the Sakae’ her, 
ninth breakfast ee: “that nob’s a confoundedly long time coming 
down my street. hy, I shall be twenty-two to-morrow ! ” 

_“ Ah!” ejaculated her father, stirring his tea slowly and permitting 
his gaze to wander admiringly from the Police News towards his 
daughter, “so you will, my gal. But never you fear, Reeky; you'll 
be redeemed before long. You ain't the sort of article as people object 
to pay interest on. Take it from me!" And he chuckled at what he 
oPlayall a — tradesmanlike joke. 

ully throwing an eggshell in his right eye, Eureka finished 
her breakfast, and leaving her father endaaveutind to soothe his 
injured optic by the application of a wet pocket-handkerchief, slid 
gaily down the bannisters and burst into the shop. 

“Now, Nibs,” she cried, “bring out the gloves and let's see what sort 
of form I'm in this morning.” And the unfortunate shopboy mourn- 
fully produced a set of boxing gloves, and for the next half-hour 
devoted his attention to selecting the softest places on the floor, and 
the least aggressive corners of the counter, against which to rest his 
wearied limbs. Being finally “ knocked out of time” and into a large 
basket of glassware, he retired to bind up his wounds; and HKureka 
expressing herself satisfied, shook down her white muslin dress, 
bestowed a captivating twirl upon her sleeve ribbons and prepared to 
receive customers, 

A few moments later, a tall, elegantly dressed man, with a blue 
complexion and a pair of dogskin gloves, entered one of the compart- 
ments. Drawing a glittering diamond pin from his waistcoat pocket, 
he placed it upon the counter, saying, as he did so, “ 1—aw, [—aw, 
want fifty pounds,” 

Kureka vaulted lightly from the stool, and pirouetting gracefully 
upon her left leg, murmured— 

“ He cometh now she said!” 

(To be continued.) 








Not the Cheege, 


To walk on stilts from Russia to Berlin in dusty days 
Is a bet which a great Stilt-man lately built on ; 

This feat (which, mind, is stil(t)-to-do) is one that will amaze, 
Though cautious folk may think it scarce the stilt-on |! 
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HEARD AT THE FANCY BAL. 


, > ’ af 
The Classical Era—“You know, your costume hasn't a saving 


point about it.” poe ' e 
The Georgian Perind.—“ Well, there's very little waste about youre. 
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MOUSE of SICKNESS 
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showman was summoned for 


obstructing the footway in the Whitecham 
) ; } 7 } ; 
a barrel organ, attracted a large and noisy crowd for months past. As his show faced 
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IN THE INTERESTS OF TRADE AND RELIGION. 
1 Read. He had taken a sh 


ywws of the Lor 
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yp, and there, by the aid of a big drar 
57m Sua 


lon Hospital, it will easily be understood 
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THE BETTING BABY AND THE BOGIE MAN. 


(As Sung by Lord Herschell and his Betting Baby in the House cf Lords.) 
He comes for naughty little boys, who winners try to spot; | Their pocket-money all he grabs—that ie his little plan— 


He takes them on his bogie knee and gives it to them hot; And two to one, bar one, they cry, “Hush, hush! the Bogie Man 


Chorus of Noble Statesmen.—“ Hush, hush, hush! here comes the Bogie Man! 
So hide your heads beneath the Bill he'll take you if he can!’ 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. U6 
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A STICKER, LE 

“ Haw !|—have you got a ferrule that'll fit this stick?” 

“No, sir; I don’t keep them,” 

“ Well, you don’t want to keep them, do you? You want to eell 
them.” 
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Other People’s Uncles, 


I HAVE been acquainted with the arms of Lombardy for a long 
time. I am rot so bad, though, as the man who was so much the 
worse for liquor that he saw the sun, not twice, but three times, and 
thought it was the sign over the pawnbrcker’s shop, and walked 
straight into a Hampstead pond, and took his waistcoat cff and threw 
it in the water, and wanted a shilling on it. I have a friend who 
always wants me to lend him my watch to pay bis water rates, and 
he takes it to his uncle, who is 80 much more generous. He must be, 
because he always leaves it to his uncle to make it right again ; but 
his uncle didn't for me. He comes round to me a fortnight after- 
wards, and says, “ You don’t mind, but I had to pay my income tax 
to-day and couldn't get it out,” and he didn't get it out that week. 
And then the next week he comes in, smiling cheerfully, 
and says, “I would have got it out to-day, dear boy, 
only the gae they were going to cut it off.” He 
talks of the gas as if it were twins being cut off for 
another world, Rates are bis bane and mine too, I shall 
never see that watch again until it is hanging in the 
window, labelled, “ Magnificent chronometer bunter, 
17s, 634," 





A Sensible Show. 


A LAnouk Exhibition is in train, 

A notion of which no one can complain— 
Indeed, we welcome it with pipe and tabor ; 

But, in another and more serious state, 

The lack of work has lately been so great, i 

That 'twould make employment seekers now elate | B. 
To see an exhibition of more labour! he 

t 


He Scored There. 
AT a recent “first night” a massive lady in the 
orchestra stalls much diequieted a man in the seat be- 
hind — acreage of bust her dress failed to cover. 
She subsequently left her seat, unconsciously carrying 
a half-sheet of note-paper pinned to the lace trimming 
at the back of her bodice, bearing on it, in large 


writing, “ l’ut a penny in the slot, and the rest of the 
lady will come up.” 











Stage Manager.—" But, my dear boy, you can't wear that dress in the part—the 
date is distinctly stated to be 1854.” 

Distinguished Amatewr,—‘ Oh, but don’t you see? I'm supposed to be much older 
than the other characters, old chap.” 


The Ringing of the Bell; 
A FORECAST, 


[Two Conservative members have introduced into Parliament a Ring-the-bell-and 
down-you-flop-after-a-speech-of-fifteen-minutes Bill.) 
In the Hall of Legislation But, with kind consideration, 
There’s a moan of perturbation, Mr. FUN to jubilation 
There's a howl of indignation Will transform his lamentation, 
And of anger fierce and fell : And bis rabid rancour quell 
There's a shout of execration By a sapient demonstration 
’Gainst the fiends whose machina- | That a means of procuration 
tion Of the people's adulation 
Is the startling innovation Is the ringing of the bell, 
Of the ringing of a bell! For this wondrous dispensation 
Since the endless prolongation Will inane equivocation, 
Of the orator’s oration Yea, and circumambulation, 
Tends to maladministration So essentially dispel 
And to loss of time as well, That a day’s deliberation 
Every member's declamation Will secure the perpetration 
Is to have a limitation, Of a fortnight’s legislation, 
And be tied to its duration Through the ringing of the 
By the ringing of a bell ! bell ! 


So, poor Boggs—whose delecta- | Then there’ll be a prorogation, 
tion Say, of thirteen days’ duration, 

And the people’s acclamation 
On behalf of Boggs will swell : 
Just to hear himself excel For, while spouting through the 

At protracted dissertation nation 

On all subjects in creation— | With sublime reiteration, 

Must forego his aspiration He will find emancipation 
Through the ringing of the bell! From the ringing of the bell! 


He would win the admiration Though each speech’s termination 
Of a glad and grateful nation Be a copious application 
By the frequent promulgation Of an Irish importation 

Of the speeches made s0 well ; Lying putrid in its shell, 
Yet, alas! each exhortation, Yet the rotten-egg jactation 
Ere it gains its peroration, Is a smaller degradation 
Must be brought to a cessation Than a curst annihilation 

By the ringing of the bell ! By the ringing of a bell ! 


Is (with proud appreciation 
Of his fine vociferation) 








WE see advertised a new book, “ Footprints of O, Lamb,” but we 
do not believe it bas anything todo with lambs’ trotters, 
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HE'D THOUGHT IT OUT. 
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NOVEL 


IDEA! 


Maudie (pensively, as soon as they are out of church).—' Happy THOUGHT !—Don'T LET US CRITICISE THE SERMON," 











a 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
THE Lords last week gave their time to betting and money-lending 
—or rather, borrowing. Well, they know as much about those sub- 


jects as any class in the community. Lord Herschell wants to pro- 
tect the gilded youth 


against the harpies 
who send circulars 
round toswell schools 
enlightening small 
boys where and how | 
they can get the | 
(more or less) market | 
odds or raise the | 
wind at “shixhty per | 
shent,” and Lord H, | 
drew a picture of the 
enfant terrible who 
discards nursery 
rhymes for a betting 
book, and rocking 
horses for real gee- 
gees on the flat or | 
across the sticks, 
That's all very well, 
and while magistrates 
are 80 Rhadamanthus 
like in dealing with 
the gutter boys whom Policeman X has caught tossing for browns, it’s 
just as |well to stop the little game of the little lordlings who put | 
tanners on the gee-gees, But there’s another sort of infant against, 























not for, whom the publiciwants protection : the infant who, only just 
turned twenty, but looking twenty-four, drives tandem, buys yachts 
and launches, smokes cigars at seven pounds ten the box, buys enough 
jewellery to stock a goldsmith’s window, and “ chalks it up” ; the poor, 
unprotected infant, who, at the finish, coolly tells his deluded 
tradesmen that he is a minor, and that the wares which they have 
bought from others, for value, and resold to him on tick, are not 
necessaries in the eye of the Law, which, on such occasions, is visibly 


wioked. 
Working men magistrates, eh? That idea can scarcely look to an 


Earl of Dartmouth for a Leg(ge) up. 

Mr. Cobb is very susceptible about the Judicial Bench having been 
brought into ridicule, as if it were a novel occurrence, Bless you, 
they all do it now and then, Mr, Cobb. 

Now that the war between Capital and Labour has exhausted both 
combatants, and driven the best of the trade out of the country, we 
are to have a Royal Commission on the subject. As usual, the stable 
door is made secure when the steed has been made off with. 

The Star has been shedding a little light on “Justice on the Job.” 
About time. 

The Movable Dwellings Bill will, probably, soon move off, 

‘ Pleasant paths,” Lord Salisbury said, or ought to have said, to 
oblige Ben Trovato, after mentally following Cecil Rhodes across the 
map of Mashonaland. In fact, Cecil Rhodes seems to have John 
Company's ways—good luck to him. 

Spun out at last—the Cambridge “Spinning " House, and 'twas time 
this relic of the Inquisition lapsed into the limbo of the past. 

What's the matter with Canads? Steady, Cousin Jonathan | 
“ Hands off!” or it may soon be “ Hands up!” 

A warm time in Chili. 
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BAR PRACTICE, 
The Lady Book-keeper,—“ And I'd have you to know your place, 
I'm not @ barmaid,” 
Barmaid.— Oh, yes! I know; you're only an ornament!” 





THE YARN OF “THE LADY MAY.” 
( Continued.) 

As I watched the sail the reef points danced merrily on the canvas, 
like tassels on the edge of a shawl, The waves were freckled with 
foam and fringed with silvery beads, and every now and again the 
top of one would rush off with a delicious creamy head, like cham- 
magne, This reminded us that it was time to “splice the main 
race.” We did it on deck, and the champagne sparkled and sank 
like the waves, After this, as nature, like a billiard player, some- 
times requires a “ rest,” we went below for one, and lay down on the 
lockers (not cushions) and were soon asleep. We kept our watches at 
the same time, as is one’s duty always:to do at sea. 





CHAPTER III,.—THE STORM, 


THE increased movement of the ship awoke us, It was presto 
molto agitato, and appeared crescendo-ing. We at once went upstairs, 
having yn on our mackintoshes. Whata grand night it was! The 
ship and the waves were playing at pitch and toss together. We held 
on by our hands and eyelids. The eails were taken in along the 
bottom like “accordion pleating”; the weather leeches wriggled 
about as if hungry for blood; the spray flew over the deck as if 
blown by a vaporiser. We were close to the wind, the clouds were 
low; in fact, we had “clouds” wrapped round our heads. Down 
came the rain, and down we “forked” into the shelter of the cabin. 
We had some tea—it is a great comforter in times of trouble and 
danger. We got out the chart, but we had lost our reckoning. We 
had no sextant—or any other aunt—on board. There was no sun to 
take, and we had forgotten to wind up the chronometer. Where 
were we drifting to before the gale? The question was at once 
answered by a grating of the ship's keel and a sudden shock. We 
were ashore, But where? On deck all was confusion — the sails 
had all come undone, the sheets were loose (the blankets were safe in 
the cabin). We had struck on a low, flat shore; in the distance 
could be seen a few trees with tall stems and branching heads, Were 
they palms or Scotch firs? We must wait to determine this. Mean- 
while we had some more tea, and sent up some rockets Charlie had 
furnished us with as signals of distress, Having done this, we 
waited with the resignation always shown by British sailors when 
shipwrecked, 





CHAPTER 1V.— DELIVERY. 


THE sun hung in the West like a ball of red crewel silk resting 
upon purple wine coloured velvet clouds. The sun was going down, 
like the wind, only faster; the sky was shot with needlefuls of 
bright tinted clouds. Our “ look out” shouted “ A sail!” We rushed 
to the side of the ship and hailed, “ Boat ahoy !” in quite a sail-her, 
if nota sail-or manner. “ All right, girls,” was the answering hail. 
We were saved ; it was that good fellow Charlie! He had followed 
us in his canoe, expecting, as he said, that we should get into tome 
mess—not the “gunroom mess’’—and no one to fork us ont of it, 
‘‘ But where are we, Charlie?” we cried. ‘“ Why, you silly girls,” he 
impertinently replied, ‘though you fancy yourselves on board a 
yawl, you are only on an ‘ait,’ But come on, and get off ; we shall 
be home by dinner time.” So the tucks were let out of the sails, and 
we were soon homeward bound, with “a rattling topsel breeze blow- 
ing free on the lee scappers,” as Charlie said, and towing his canoe 
behind us. We were safe at last at home, and Charlie had rescued 
us. That the voyage ended in something elee is evident, the life 
that he had saved is his. Charlie is now my husband—the captain, 
and consequently rated as such—of the yawl Lady May and the 
mate of the Lady May herself ! 





ee 
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Hould your Whist-le. 


[A man recently assaulted his fellow passenger for whistling in atramear. For 
future use of the assaulter, FN proposes the following parody, Norights reserved.] 
OH, whistle and I will come to ye, my lad, 
And in rage I am likely to chew ye, my lad ; 
I’m the meekest of lambs 
Till one whistles in trams, 
And then, even though I long knew ye, my lad, 
’Tis like the world ne'er more will view ye, my lad! 





If ye whistle, I'll soon black and blue ye, my lad 
Much violence surely I'll do ye, my lad ; 

When one whistles in trams 

It makes me shout ——s; 
That blank is for words that go through ye, my lad ; 
Yer, in terrible language I'll stew ye, my lad! 





On the Stage. 


Mrs, FUBKINS’ daughter has gone on the stage. Mrs. F, always 
said that Maria had a wonderful bent for the stage. I don’t kaow 
what she meant by bent, but perhaps the awful bend she gives her- 
self in the back. She hops along the pavement Jike an over cheerful 
sparrow. This is the true professional walk. Young people on the 
stage, like Miss Fubkins, always talk of the stage as the profession, as 
if there was no other. Some people make law their profession, some 
drink very often ; but they don’t look upon theirs as the only profes- 
sion in the world. But young women on the stage do. Maria is 
an extra lady, and goes on at the off end of burlesques and panto- 
mimes. She is a nice girl—the stage is = by her. However, 
all girls can’t be typewriters, and a good job, too. 
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TIT FOR TAT. 
Gus.—“ What do you think, Cissy? I'm going to be married next 
week,” 
Cis.—“ Then, what do you think, Gus? I shall commence an 
action for breach against you the following week.” 
Gus.—" No}” Cis.—"“ Fact 1” Gus,—" By Jove |” 
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A STORY WITHOUT A MORAL. 
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DIS-QUIET-ING. 


“SHE'S ALL RIGHT, MY MAN—ONLY A LITTLE RESTIVE.” 





( Between gasps).—" RESTIVE, 18 1T? DECIDEDLY UNRESTIVE, J CALL IT.” 











The Betting Baby and the Bogie Man. 
(See CARTOON.) 


LORD HERSCHELL, it appears, begins 
To make his colleagues own 

The Tarf Commission Agent's sins 
Have too outrageous grown, 

For youthful noodles through his wiles 
Are led to dreadful things, 

Accumulating debts in piles ; 
And thus his lordship sings : 


“Hush, hush, hush! 
Man ! 
Poor infants he bleeds shockinglee, 
Upon an artfal plan : 
So, whist, whist, whist! 1'll catch him if I 


there goes a Bogie 


can 
And then I'll try to scarify 
In turn that Bogie Man.” 





The Primate and the Premier, 
The Viscount, Earl and Duke, 

Law Lord and Bishop, all concur 
Such gamblings to rebuke ; 

A scheme for punishment they praise, 
And, loathing as they do 

The Turf Commission Agent’s ways, 
They sing in chorus too— 





1-5 Hush, hush, hush! there goes a Bogie Man! 


| He loves to get our boys to bet— 
A truly baneful plan ; 


| But, whist, whist, whist! we'll catch him 


if we can, 
Then, woe betide the wicked hide 
Of that same Bogie Man!” 





a young doctor’s first step toward catching 


patients? Setting up a trap, isn’t it? 


| THE SIGN OF THE RED LAMP.—What is 
| 





Not by Poker-hontas, 


OF a new Poker club do we read 

Arranged for Society’s need, 

Which seems strange, if you pay any heel 
To the great gaming scandals some chroaicle, 

Running Poker in manner red-hot, 

And but for the swaggerest lot, 

Appears rather strange, does it not ? 
Can this Poker plan be firce-ironical ? 





At the Butts, 

ALL targets are made to be battered and 
spattered at the will of competing riflemen, 
but there is one kind which stands up for 
itself and pleads its own cause. Need we say 
we mean the “ self-(v)indi-cating target”? 





A STRONGHOLD OF IGNORANCE.—Dunse 
Castle, 








Geld Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Lenden. 


Benger’s 









AND 
INV ALIDS. 
Retail in Tins at 1s, 6d., 2s. 6d. 5s., | 


and 108., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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| Write as smoothly as @ lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 


the points being rounded by a New Process N.B.—Ar:tention is 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel alvantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
Berni todlit Assorted Sample Hox, of either series, for 7 stamps, 


from C. BRANUAVUER & ( PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 


Wednesday, March 4 


CADBURY’S 


COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE rucnerone BEST 


by W. Lay, at 153 


Fleet Street, B.O. 
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The Popular fashion. 
Rude boy —/ Say, who : 
slote The peclers' capes? “ys fey pes 


Monté Carlo. 
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Our four-wheel er. (roing olf wilh 4 yy 
A disgrace (o he ci. “only pair. 
This new fangled cape, which the ladies deem nobby, 
Makes each of them look like a feminine ‘‘ Bobby.” 


6) The old fashioned soap trick as ‘‘ fits” this man booked for, 
But the Beak gave him rather more fits than he looked for! 


7) The condition of ‘‘ growlers”’ is lately not han'some, 
If improvement’s to come it is time they began some 


(1) At the Drawing Rooms now many feel quite ecstatic ; (5) 
But oft in this dress they grow Drawing Room-attic. 


(2) To be squeezed at Pit-doors till you're flatter and flatter 
Is really, you'll own, a most pit-ifal matter. 


(3) A five-year-old stone thrower (desperate demon !) 
Was released. What a fiend to be out asa freeman ! 


(4) A Londoner, gaming where many swells are low, 
Broke the bank at that dangerous spot, Monte Car! 


VOL. LIII, WO, 1348, 





(8) Atrobbing the mail bags some sharps were once clever — 
Bat to steal these male-"* bags” was a} ltry endeavour 


FUN. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—WHILE Mrs, Bernard-Beere is taking a rest 
[Ren (and here’s wishing her every benefit of it) 
. Mr. Wyndham isn’t, What do you think? 
No; that dashing young comedian is repeat- 
ing his smart and airy impersonation of 
Harry Grahame in Sowing and Ieaping, 
appearing every evening, likewise as Mr. 
Walsingham Potts in 7rying Jt On, to the 
consummate amusement as well as intellec- 
tual gratification of such of Her Majesty's 
lieges as can manage to spring the cost of 
admission to the theatre or “ work it” for an 
“order.” These performances should—em- 
phatically—not be missed by anyone at all 
interested in perfection of method (which 
suggests a subject not devoid of interest, 
somehow) for which Mr. Wyndham’s imper- 
sonations are a3 conspicuous as for their 
entertaining «ualities. Mr, Blakeley’s comi- 
cal mannerisms and Mr, Giddens’ peculiar 
humonr, with its ludicrous underlying plain- 
tiveness, are admirable foils to their 
manager's more mercurial flights, and the 
whole mixture makes admirab’e pudding, 
meriting any amount of empty (or fulsome) 
praise. The “superior side” has been 
strengthened by the addition of that 
“coming” young lady, Miss Beatrice Lamb, 
whose opportunities as Mrs, Sampeon Paley, 
however, are not—exacting, 


THE St, JAMES's.—If there is here and 
» there one among the acting fraternity who 
feels the need of a School of Dramatic Art 
(for him or herself, I mean—of course it is necessary for all the other 
members of the profession), a visit to this theatre will do more for 
such an one—if blessed with the noticing eye and assimilative mind 
—than many Academic days. In a sense, the latest effort of Mr. C. 
Haddon Chambers is a rather ordinary affair—except in the last act, 
where some of the incidents make it an extraordinary affair—but, 
although it would not be difficult to pick holes in the piece—nay, to 
make huge renta—there is a strong strain of humanity in it as a whole 
which gives it virility and backbone. Without 
this quality (which it requires no mean clever- 
ness to impart) I doubt if even the dominating 
acting bestowed upon it would have carried it 

; through, 
As it is, 
the play 
may be 
called 
“well 
A enough,” 
or even 
“good,” 
and the 
perform- 
ance 
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THE Sr. JAMES 's 
—CKORS VERY 
(HOES, 





HARDING, AND NO SIGN 
Or the eight OF SOFTENING, 


characters in 













—Cross, Harding, Strong and Mrs. 
Harding. If, in gauging the merits of 
Messrs. Alexander, Waring and Mason 
and Miss Marion Terry in these parts, I 
“lump” them together as “ perfect,” I 
shall avoid the monotony individual 
amination would involve mein, Mr. 
lexander, always a good actor, is 
steadily proving himself a very fine actor indeed, and Mr. John 


Mas nh vé ry A 


this play, four are neceesary to the plot \ 


STRONG VEKY STRONG, 


Sive:y proves to us that sometimes they understand 
J 








art “on the other side” quite as well as we do. Of the acting in the 
superfluous parts, that of Lady Monckton and Miss Maude Millett 













ranks fully beside _—— —_— 
the leaders, Mr. €////AMfe// i pop 
Natcombe Gould is ,f/ ten. YUM 

pretty good, and #///// i YE i | Yj 
Miss Gertrude King- {§/// Ny Xo 


ston isa trifle better 
than he. 
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THE PRINCESS’S, 
—Lady Barter isa 
lovely lady with an 
unlovely history, 
living in a lovely 
house and engaged 
to “the catch of the 
season,” who does 
not know “her past.” 
Colonel Pearce is the 
catch’s best friend, 
and, ‘‘from informa- 
tion received,’ de- , 
termines to break | 
the engagement off. | i ri 
He calls on Lady } C Lv My Ht 

ae) 








Barter and tells her fh | | 
she must give his \ YY we 4 | 


friend up. Shesays *- ae ee cee eee d 
she won't. He keeps THE PRINCESS’S.—A BAR TER LADY BARTER, 

on calling and tel- 

ling her she must give him up, and she keeps on saying she won't. 
And, except that a line here and there is a good 
one, and two prosy old gentlemen tempt ginger- 
beer bottles, that’s all there is. There is a eort 
of pale reflection of Furget-me-Not about it, 
with a cynical ending to the story—not that it 
matters. The part of Lady Barter making no 
emotional demands upon the actress, and 
encouraging the display of pretty “frocks” and 
much jewellery, Mrs. Langtry is seen to some 
advantage init. Mr. Coghlan played carefully 
and well, and Mr. Waller and Miss Forsyth 
made their abilities apparent in spite of scant 
opportunities. The behaviour of the audience 
at the conclusion of the play was most curious. 
They seemed to know that they were assisting at 
a funeral. De mortuis, they thought, so they 
slowly and decorously retired in respectful 
silence, teqguiescat, 








THE AVENUE,—CHAR- 


MIAN UP TO Data,  .HE AVENUE,—In spite of the advantages 


of contrast, the dolour of a new and original 
drama, called Changes and Chances, was powerless to cast a glamour 
of brightness over the new burlesque Mdlle, 
Cleopatra, It was a strong dose, too! I 
don’t think the burlesque was worse than 
the ordinary run of these works—in fact, 
I think it was rather better in some 
respects, and I more than suspect it woul! 
“read” well. Even burlesques, however, 
require for their representation a modicum 
of talent in the principal exponents; but 
in spite of the hearty and untiring, if rather 
uninspired, efforts of Mr. J. J. Dallas, the 
big and deserved hit of Mr. Frank Lindo 
(with that capital imitation of Mr, Wilson 
Barrett which I told you about some weeks 
ago), the sprightliness and neat footing of 
Miss Edith Kenward, and the sound ability 
of Mr. W. J. Hawtrey and Miss Julia Sea- 
man (the former quite out of his element, 
however, in burlesque), the general impres- 
sion conveyed was that of an ill-acted 
show. Miss Floy Vita’s claims to bea bur- 
lesque actrees are principally physical— 
and if she makes the most of her claims, 
shall we not applaud rather than blame 
her’—being possessed of no singing voice, 
having but an elementary idea of dancing, 
and being, presumably, a foreigner, from 
her patent inability to speak our language 
intelligently, her efforts are considerably 
handicapped. She possesses assurance, however, and the judicious culti- 


rat g : hr , ‘ y —— 
vation of this quality may yet bring her eminence, NESTOR. 





THE AVENUR—EX N/LE, 
OH, NILE FIT! 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 


CHAPTER IIl.—Continued, 


THEN she picked up the pin with a business-like air. 

“A decent stone,” she said, critically holding it up to the light, 
aii “but times are bad, and diamonds 

are going quite out of fashion, Will 


forty co?’ 
“No,” was the short reply. “I 
‘ must have fifty, 
““s. or take it else- 
\* SX, where.” 
= SS ‘“‘ Now don’t be 
AP Be cross,” she cried, 
At throwing him 


BP e 2/3 such a bewitch- 
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ing smile, that 

his complexion 

assumed an even 
/Abluer shade, 
’ “Don’t be cross, 
you naughty boy! 
- [ suppose 1 must 
> let you have fifty. 
~< Inevercan refuse 
a handsome—but 
there; I shall 
make you vain if I say that ; 
and besides, it really is a 
lovely stone — nearly as 
lovely as its owner.” 

His collar seemed to gain 
at least an inch in height; 
; and a dignified expression 
of gratified vanity, such as a stockfish might assume on a like occa- 
sion, stole slowly across his face. 

“Ah, you men! you men!” continued Eureka, taking a ticket 
from the drawer and nibbling the inky end of a pen with her glisten- 
ing teeth ; “you're dreadfully ead dogs, I’m afraid! Such gay young 
sparks! Such wild, rakish young ecamps! What with your drink- 
ing and gambling, and breaking our poor little trusting hearts! Now, 
don’t deny it, you bad boy you, I can see it in your eye, I’m sure you're 
arake; and one has only to look at you to know you're a ‘heart- 
breaker!” and, twirling rapidly round, a bewildering vision of love- 
liness and white muslin, she plumped her dimpled arms upon the 
insensate counter, and, dipping her pen in the ink, added, demurely, 
“What name, please ?”’ 

“Eh? name? Oh—ah! Jones!” he muttered, confueedly. 

Her rosy tongue crept gently round the corner of her mouth, as 
though seeking a dimple in the neighbouring cheek. 

‘“ The old address, I suppose,” she resumed, slily, and without look- 
ing up. ‘ Pebbly-beached Terrace, Queer Street? There! "—giving 
it a blot—all serene. Twenty, thirty, forty and two fives—fifty. 
Have you a penny?” 

As he fumbled in his pocket, she turned full upon him the un- 
masked battery of her liquid gaze, At the same moment, a solitary 
ray of sunlight penetrated the dingy shop and nestling upon her glow- 
ing head, crowned it with a diadem of living flame. 

Dazzled by the lustre of her beauty, the eyeglass dropped aimlessly 
from his extended orb, and he cried, enthusiastically— 

“TI say, by Jove! don’tcherknow ! you're a doosid fine girl!” 

“T should think I was, too,” she chirped, saucily, leaping lightly 
upon the counter and leaning caressingly towards him. ‘ Now, 
speak the truth, Did you ever seea nicer girl in all your born days?” 

“Never!” he exclaimed, emphatically. 

“Then ”—inclining still more towards him, and lightly flattering the 
ends of his moustache with her ambient breath—“ why don’t you ask 
me to meet you next Thursday? It’s my evening out.” 

He seine something down and commenced to stammer. 

“ Now, now!” she cried, peremptorily, placing her rosy palm over 
his open mouth, “no excuses!” Then, chucking him slily under the 
chin with her tapering fingers, and pursing her ripe lips childishly 
together, she bleated, ‘‘ Was um little feller ’ard uppems, and afraid a 
little darlings might cost ums something!” 

“No, hang it all, don’tcherknow!” he gasped, ‘That's too bad, It 
is not that, but—haw—previous engagement—and——” 

“ Previous humbug!” she interrupted,scornfully. “Wouldn't you put 
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off an engagement for me /—not for me !"—with a world of coaxing 
in the “me,” “ Not"—dropping her voice timidly, and shily sucking 
her thumb—“ not if I was to give you a—kiss?” 

“ By Jove! try me!” he gurgled, feeling helplessly for his eyeglass. 

“ Then, there ! "—brushing his chin with the tightness of a butterfly ; 
and immediately pushing him backwards and springing hastily from 
the counter, she added, “Be off. Here's Mrs. Flannigan with her 
perennial flannel skirt—it’s a regular Monday visitor. Thursday 
evening, seven o'clock, outside the Museum,” and scarcely waiting for 
his retreating form to vanish,she waltzed gaily round the narrow con- 
fines of her domain, apostrophizing the smoky ceiling with the simple 
monosyllable, “ Hooked.” 

Then Mrs. Flannigan’s business was attended to, 

» - * = w = 

“ Nibs,” she cried, a few minutes later, as, in response to her sum- 
mons, that hapless youth emerged from an inner chamber, his coun- 
tenance tastefully ornamented with strips of sticking-plaster, “ bring 
out the gloves again. I'm in such spirits this morning, I must have 
another ten minutes,” 

“ Miss Reeky,” said Nibs, plaintively, “don't. My constitution ain't 
equal to it. You have give me sich pastings lately, that I'm sure 
there's something wrong in my innards,” 

“Bosh!” she exclaimed. “I'd be ashamed of myzelf—afraid to 
stand up toa mere girl, Now then, put 'em up!” 

With an air of resignation, as one mounting the scaffold, Nibs 
obeyed, and suffered himself to be again knocked headlong amid the 
broken glass. 

Then, tenderly picking him up from among the débris and propping 
him carefully against the counter, Kureka said— 

‘ Nibs, you're a good lad, and, from what I am given to understand, 
the sole support of a widowed mother ; but you haven't the slightest 
idea of using your ‘left.’ There's a shilling. Go and lay it out in 
sticking-plaster ; and when I take my mansion in (irosvenor Square, 
you shall be my boy in buttons.” 

(To be continued.) 





. Shave | the Mark ! i 


(Owing to a misprint, Mr. Gladstone was made to say, for the Honourable Member 
sbakes his head, “Shaves his head !"’) 
THIS writing “shave” the head instead of “shake " 
Is likely, you'll confess, to razor a smile ; 
It is a curious mistake to make, 
And one for which the culprit you'd revile— 
You'd feel inclined to say to him, “ Pooh, pooh ! 
Make such remarks in future, sir—shave-vous /"’ 





———————— _~ 








THE FLIGHT OF GENIUS.—From the “ writter" ! 
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TRIA JUNCTA 
Dathitall.—" Now, I call this beastly ungrateful, after the customer 


l've been, too!” 
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THE ADULTERATION ERA. 


THE NeW SCHOOL OF CONNOISSEURS. 
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Act I, | say, old boy, come and dine with me to-morrow. Just se ired some magnilicent vintages—some rare old port from the first chemical 
works in the Isle of Dogs ; aud a bin of dry sherry, Hamburg Lea River vintage; and a few dozen of wonderful Chateau Margaux. Can answer for its 
genuineness ; saw our chemist making it myself only last week.” - 
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Lert : I " Ihe ai rg d ye — of that? I had the « uriosity to have it analy zed. Analyst said it was the tinest wine Je ever came across: won 
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invalid,” | ; » | s and logwood. Why, you can taste every one of ‘em! Grand, isn’t it? Almost a pity one isn’t an 
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SOMEBODY BLUNDERED. 
Charlie—“ I love you passionately, darlin 
Dora,—"“ Really. 
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ow funny you should think 80 much of me.” 
Charlie" Yes; but my tastes always did differ from other people's.” 





Randy’s Reappearance; 
OR, THE QUICK CHANGE ARTISTE AT 
HIS BEST AND SMARTIST. 

[See Lord Randolph's recent rhetorical 
outburst to the South Paddingtonians. } 
RANDY, the bold and bearded, 

Who says, “ I’ve no object to gain,” 
| Recently spread much fear did 
| ’Mid the Party he now thinks in: 

sane. 
| He aimed not (he said) at upsetting 
| Or supplanting his Tory allies, 
His oration, though, set them fretting, 
For he proved they were far from 
wise. 
And as he orated he thusly stated 
Of one he was wont to condemn 
In quite a Rad’s tone, he said, “ ’Gainst 
Gladstone, 
The Tories try vainly to stem, 
| In sports exciting I’ve been delighting 
| From tip-cats to tigers— ahem ! 
But they're tame as talking compared 
with stalking 
And tracking the G. O, M.!” 


And Randolph, the blithe and bearded, 
Made hash of his Tory chums, 
Yea, at them he sniffingly sneer did— 
And showed they were hollow as 
drums, 
He vowed they weren’t energetic,— 
That let their best chances pass 
In not being sympathetic 
To the troubled and toiling class. 
And he warned, in a Rad’s tone, those 
Tories ’gainst Gladstone 
Of that Marvel he made a mem.— 
| He praised that staunch figure and all 
| its vigour, 
Did Randy, that Jubilant Gem. 
Said he, “In sporting I’ve oft been 
cavorting 
With tip-cats and tigers, pro tem, 
Bat of sports delighting the most 
exciting 
Is stalking the G. O, M.!” 


A Paradox, 

THE inconsistency of human man 
an old theme, Oar tailor has assured 
us over and over again that he wouldn’t 
supply clothing to young Bilker at any 

rice. And yet, on another occasion, 
e remarked that he had “taken that 
gentleman’s measure long ago!” 





























THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“BELAY there!” roars Admiral Colomb, one of the pillars of the 
Navy in the House. And he expresses his opinion that the twenty- 
four millions spent on the service two years back have not bought 
efficiency for the nation. What has poor John Bull got to show for 
his money, then? The same old story. 

Mr. Montagu Williams, the common sense magistrate, having 
recently stated that children who had the fourth standard 
should be excused from attendance at Board Schools ia cases of sick- 
ness, poverty, or other home troubles, Mr. Mundella, sometimes an 
uncommonly nonsensical minister, asked Matthews the modus 

. eperandi for dismissing a te who refused to administer the 
i: law. The Home Secretary rightly declined to answer the question. 
‘ “Sword v. Gown.’ Captain Grice Hutchinson, the Tory candidate 

3 for Aston Manor, is a gallant soldier; his opponent, Mr, Phipson 
a Beale, Q.C., an able lawyer. So the Liberals, ng down on their 
foes, will, of course, exclaim, “ Be(a)l(e)ow, there |” 

Fancy the House of Commons considering how to disperse extra- 
mural fog! Let the House clear its own mental atmosphere first. 

“One man one vote” is the best war cry the Opposition has had 
for a long time, and one that should make the faggot voter cut his 
stick—if Mr. Stanefeld’s followers stick to him, undeterred by Tues- 
day's defeat. 

The times are so rapid at this end of the century, that the most fa- 
miliar figure after a short absence becomes almost a stranger. 
Until 1886, Mr. Warton was known as the greatest blocker of his own 
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orany day. So he was made Attorney-General of Western Australia. 
Western Australia ad- 
vancing to autonomy, 
Warton retires, and on 
Tuesday might have been 
seen in the Lobby— 
“The dear familiar spot 

That he can ne'er forget, tho’ 

there forgot.’ 

The Parliamentary 
Point to Point Steeple- 
chase is to come off (FUN 
hopes none of the riders 

ill) on the 21st inst, 
Query, will the legislative 
jockeys carry “five line 


whips”? 

Mr. T. H. Bolton is in- 
tent on mending the law 
relating to Conveyancing 
and Real Property. 
There is room for real 
improvement both as to 
cheapness and simplicity. Conveyancing Law up to date seems to 
have been made by lawyers—for lawyers. Leasehold Enfranchise- 
ment is within the region of practical politics, 


7. 
Avast there Jou 
Lubbers. The 
enemy is in 
Sigh > (Or 
mich be 
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“Shall I have time to finish it for the Academy? Oceans of time, dear 
boy. Do it on my head.” 


— * 
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Sixty-three hours before Receiving Day. Brilliant sunshine. Jones the model very 


busy. INTERVAL. 


FUN. 


te enneeee 


A CLOSE FINISH. 












“Jones.” “Jessir.” “You can rest, I don't want to work just now, I—er—I'm getting 


up fresh subjects.” 
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Chorus.—* Pieter come back, sir, Very sorry, it’s got a small hole in it.” 
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The New Idea! 
N.B,—This effusion should be read while Messrs. W. Archer & Oo, are not looking. 


HAVE you noticed (but of course you have) that maddest modern fad, 
The Ibsenistic mania and its fruit ? 
We hereby give you notice to do naught to make you glad 
If you'd teach the “ New Idea ” how to shoot. 
What with all this Ibsenism, Pessimism, and, indeed, 
No end of other “isms” vague and vain, 
The Public (if ‘tis fool enough on such poor fare to feed) 
Seems likely to be driven quite insane! 


For what are Ibsen’s dramas? Mostly dolour and disease, 
reheat one ray of happiness or hope ; 

ey are scarcely calculated Life’s anxieties to ease, 

Or to help us with Life's difficulties to cope ! 
All exaggerated selfishness and highly-hued despair 
Pr the sly Norwegian’s mixtures at the best ; 

through (as in his “ Roshmersholm ”) you'll find no laughter there, 
No jot of Joy must soothe the human chest, 





Your hero (as per Ibsen) is a muling, puling cad, 
Invertebrate, insensate, or a “ wreck ” ; 

Your heroine—“ emancipated "—thinking marriage mad, 
But believing in Free Love without a check ! 

Said hero must be deadly dull and drivellingly must “ wilt” 
Whene’er he’s in the smallest way upset ; 

Said heroine must be “ naughty,” and when any learn her guilt 
She must shoot or drown herself in quite a “ pet,” 


Yes, this gospel 4 la Ibsen is unmitigated gloom, 
With no sympathy—not e’en a humorous strain ; 
And, being such, this land can do without it, we presume— 
There's quite enough around to cause us pain. 
If all this ted “ New Idea” they prate about to-day 
Can give us—is but pessimistic pus— [less say— 
You, who know how Hope and Faith can cheer, with Fon will doubt- 
“ Thanks, the Old Idea is good enough for us!” 
































* oy ad 
NRE ey: a ree 





Se 


‘Sy ees 


faoaing 


rs 
oe Pata 





eo as 
—— 
EB Pet, ee 


SME li: Aa A, 0 ae A A 
i mRERER ” 





Re eh ee emt 
ee ee Se 


ili seatraie eine ee ae 


ine mn SRNR rl. man be sat 


































































it) 





UN. 


MARCH 11, 1891, 

















Fashiona 


you to perfect 
gravel,” 


ZF 
- GAZ 


———— 





tt 


4, 


YY ‘ff 
= Vy 


= TZ, 


A LARGE ORDER. 


ble Physician —“ There is only one 


thing now necessary, my dear madame, to restore 


health — avoid clay and live on 
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COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 53.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND INTERVIEWER. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Cock-eyed Philosopher ; BCRIBENDA, 
a Female Interviewer, 


STRABISMUS. Mingle, mingle! Jn quantitas water, boiling. In 
quantitas mustard of the bitingest and best. In this broth, saith the 
prescript, immerse the pedal extremities, gquandocunque, and i’ such 
time as they may be brought to bear the torture, Ai, ai! Odds wasps 
and hornets! To the nose let tallow be applied, or, in default, the 
emulsive fat of the goose. Atcha, tishoo, whooch! Who knocks? 
Come in, and with a murrain—or a catarrh, which is the worst evil 
of the twain. Odds modesty! A petticoat! A she-male or a female— 
and which o’ the two I will not wager. 

Scrip, And is this the apartment of the learned Strabismus? Like 
Diogenes, y’ are a scorner of luxury. 

Stra. These are my chambers, For a rheum within a room may be 
counted as such, And of Diogenes, the tub, but no more. As to your 
business, if y’ are a seeker of subscriptions, y’ come in an evil hour. 

Scris, Money I seek not, but money's worth in information 
regarding your parentage, birth, character, means, virtues, vices, pre- 
dilections, idiosyncrasies, and so forth. For I have a commission 
from an editor to interview you, and the thing must be done. 

STRA. Is there no help for it? 

SckIB. None whatever. For there is something in ink and paper 
that turneth the heart to very stone, And the male interviewer is 
stern and void of mercy ; but the she-bear robbed of her whelps is 
not more inexorable and ruthless than the female of the scribbling 
kind whose “ copy "isatatake. I could tell you of one—I say not it was 
I—who mar down and hunted up for this kind of torture an 
author celebrate, whom the world gabbled of, though he loved nothing 
60 well as holding his tongue about himself. And finding him mori- 
bundus, what think ye she did? 

Stra, Writ a funeral ode i’ revenge upon him?! Odds iambics! 

Scr1iB, Such odes are seldom paid for. But her deed was no less 
than to borrow the priest's cassock and hear the patient's confession 
instead of the good father. Which, the man having done one or two 
wrong things i’ his life, which he had sinfully hidden from ken of the 
Press, made a savoury dish for the public palate, 

Stra, Odds teeth and claws! I am undone! One man am I to- 
day, but a column and a half to-morrow, 

SCRIB, When were y’ born ? 

STRA, To be plain with you, twas at the beginning of my life. 




















Scris. What is your age? 

Stra. I have heard it called 
many things; but the aptest title- 
giver of my acquaintance hath 
christened it the Age of Puffery,. 

ScrRIB. How old are y’ in truth? 

Stra. Of noage at all. For I 
am by trade a man o’ the pen, and 
lie daily to maintain my stand- 
ing. 

ScRIB. Pray y’ relate to me an 
anecdote of your early days. Such 
sauce is good to serve up biogra- 
phical meat withal. 

STRA, Why, one of my parents 
a woman was, and her I called 
“mother,” and t’other, a man, and 
of him I spoke as “daddy,” and 
suchlike, And when I was weaned, 
I fed on spoonmeat, and when I 
came out of swaddling, they put 
me into petticoats. And one and 
all of the gossips, though I came 
into the world bandy-legged and 
with a squint as y’ see, swore, and 
lustily, that there never was a 
bcautifuller babby. 

ScrIB. Genius belongeth to your 
race belike ? 

Stra. No longer, now that she 
is dead. A’ used to draw me i’ my 
little carriage o’ Sundays. Alack, 
poor Jenny! I shall never meet an 
ass like thee again. 

Scris. Was thy father a wise 
man ? 

STRA, In that he gat him forth 
when my mother was cleaning 
house, yea. 

ScRIB. Twas thy mother fur- 
nished thy head with its first ideas, 
I wot? 


Stra. Truly, she paid more heed to the otherend. Many a sore 
stripe ha’ I born because she made my breeches, and the backs were 


so like to the fronts thereof, that none who looked at me could tell 


whether I was a-going to school or coming away therefrom. 


Scris. Hem! 


| StrAB. I know not whether she hemmed them, but they were 
| whipped oft enow. Truly, these reminiscences, once stirred, rise like 
_ lemonpips to the top o’ the tumbler. Indeed, I have a score more at 


paper. Fare ye, fare ye well 


! 


your service, But your ladyship would be going? I pray you print 
every word I have spoken; I am a man that loves to see himself on 








A DISCUSSION 
Two young ladies whose views differ on the “ short skirt question.” 














IN THE WINGS. 
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“TRIFLES LIGHT AS (H)AIR.” 


But the hirsute adornments 
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TURF CUTTINGS.—To tHe EpiTor or “ Fun.” 


S1R,—Though the observation may be somewhat hackneyed in its 
way, to make this wise remark I’m fain, “ The spring is with us once 
again.” Kach morning ere we rise from bed we look for weather 
eigns with dread ; one day our lungs "twill clog and clog with large 
supplies of yellow fog; another time our nose ’twill seize and let us 
know it means to freeze, then winds will swoop and seek the means 
to blow us all to smithereens; anon the sun will shine in strength, 
until we fairly melt at length ; and then ‘twill rain, and thea ’twill 
snow, and then indulge in both, you know; and, as we face the 
sleety sting, we murmur, gently, “ This is Spring !” 

Tis then we turn our thoughts, old chaps, towards the early handi- 
a tis then we grasp this fact, dear FoN—the racing season has 
2egun, and it behoves the aged man to formulate his yearly plan, and 
(having had a hint from you) to seriously “buckle to.” Well now, 
my lassies, lads and gents, there face us three Al events: the Lin- 
perme. you know, old pal, the Liverpool Grand National, and (thing 
po beauty, pride and ease) the Boat Race of the Varsities. Well, first 
of all we'll take, old chap, THE LINCOLNSHIRE SPRING HanDIcap. 
Now, take the Prophet’s calm | Let Carrick pass,nor proudly play 

advice To Tostig a concerto, 
m (He never deals in bluster), But have a kindly word to say 
> seldom score at any price In favour of Roberto. 
g y going in a buster. On Dry Toast you may freely 
So let us look the fillies o'er, gorge, 
A yy" give the coltsan eye to, | And listen to a Wise Man ; 
nd then we'll spot the one to Buton Roberto and Lord George 
. are You'd better keep your eyes, 
anyway, we'll try to. man. 
The Editor does not bind himself to acl 


OORRESPONDENTS. 


Sy T 





owledge 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelo; 


So much will be enough, mayhap, about the famous handicap ; 
you'll score with that if you've the pluck, and “ here's a wishin’ of 
you luck.” And now let’s turn attention to the second tip I have 
for you, by which you may expect to win a comfortable stock of tin, 
—of course, I now allude to 

THE GRAND NATIONAL (As you will see), 
His spirit is a spirit that’s excessively irrational 
Who isn't interested in the Liverpool G, National ; 
But we do not care a batton who against it is a prater, for 
He’s not an individual we 've any wish to cater for. 
We sneer at him and laugh at him and shout at him and hoot at him, 
We sternly walk away from him, and tarn and make a “snoot” at him, 
We let him know that we're a chap he'll have to stand correction 


from 
And then we'll scan the list we mean to make the right selection from. 


There's a Vine is a clinging thing, but grapes on that are sour, I 
think, 

And Come Away will hardly be the hero of the hour, I think ; 

Young Glasgow yet may flourish, but it isn’t quite the time for it, 

But Ilex storms your reason, though you haven't got a rhyme to it, 

Choufleur is “small potatoes,” and quite out of my affection is,— 

What's that ?/— You can't make out at all whatever my selection is?” 

Well, don’t become satirical, 7. 7 lose your temper, or 

“Fly out” when I advise you Ilex, Harlequin, and Emperor. 


There, sir, those tips are very nice, and so I think they may suffice, 
to satisfy all cravings for the present time,and even more. Soof the 
Boat Race I will speak in lonely majesty next week. Meantime— 
Good-bye, we'll leave it thus, Yours, all a-blow, TRoPpHoONtvs, 


‘al In no case will they be returned uniess 
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CASUS BELLI. 
Miranda (with the doy).—“ YES, THATS LUCY GRAINGER, WE USED TO BE GREAT FRIENDS, BUT I GOT MARRIED, AND IT 
ANNOYED HER £0, THAT SHE'S NEVER SPOKEN TO ME SINCE,” 
Amabel.—“Goop GRACIOUS! HOW PALTRY!” 
Miranda.—‘WELL, YOU SEK, MY HUSBAND WAS ENGAGED TO HER WHEN I MARRIED HIM.” 





Stuffing Extraordinary. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE Pig of “ Ould Oire’and,” as commonly known, “ Mhister Fox” now desires this same Pig should de:ide 
Has a curious, obstinate will of his owa ; On a certain direction, with him as his guide ; 

Foreign rule is opposed to his wishes, and he, And, to wheedle him into adopting such plan, 

Like his Dennis or I’at, bas a mind to be free, He plays on his weakness as well as he cin, 

When the task set before him is just to his taste, He feeds him with humbug, eerved up strong and hot— 
He is what they'd consider an “ illigant baste” ; And, oh, what an appetite Piggie has got! 

tut unless to the course that’s design’d you contrive While with sugar “ Republic,” produced from his store 
To obtain his consent, he’s a nuisance to drive. Of insidious bribes, he allures him still more. 

Acd when, as at present, himself docsa't know The poor Pig seems in doubt if ’tis proper to trust 

In which way (which of two) he is wanting to go, ‘‘ Mhister Fox's” fair speech ; but, though settle he must, 
It requires a rare deal of persuasion indee | The result of these temptings 'tis hard to foretell, 

To insure that he'll follow up somebody's lad. Whether “ Up with M‘Carthy!” or “Up with Parnell!” 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD BEIT COCOA 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 44 that DAS get it ! 


Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest As bad makes are often sold ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 


istard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 














e: Drothers, at their OUamden Press, High Street, N.W i] ed 
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(1) Old Winter, whom we fancied gone, again called in—the wizard ! 
We'd have said of this ‘(s)now matter !” if he hadn’t brought a blizzard. 
(2) we abductor of his own wife proved an artful chap to cope with ; (6) Miss Canada’s Elections, by a bit, showed she stood bluffly 
one can’t abduct his mon wife, why, whose wife can he elope with ? To Britannia, who doth Tule the waves, and often rules them roughly. 


(3) This ruanner-out one evening by a runner-in was capture ad ; (7) There's a lull in legal circles; yes, a slackness truly awfal ; 
that our pe ople are becoming now lese lawful ! 





W legal famine. 


(5) To patronize the Boat Race 'twixt the crews of Cam and Isis, 
Is all right when you're c -areful, if you're not you ‘ll feel a crisis. 


When that athlete, though, a summons sought, he didn’t feel enraptured. Can this mean 
(4) A husband pulled his wifie’s nose! What deeds to be disclosing ! (8) A convict, who had “ bolted,” having ‘gainst his j ail revolted, 
Was tracked down by his tootsie-marks and quiekly was re-bolted. 


The condition of that Benediet requires strict diag-nose ing. 
VOL. LIII, WO, 1849. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


tbs oyV i, —In the round of revivals with 
; ¢ which Mr, Irving and Miss 
~ | Terry are delighting their ad- 
mirers (and a few thousand 
other inhabitants of these isles), 
none should take higher rank (of 
course) than the portrayal of the 
“ Royal Martyr” and his bride in 
Mr. Wills’s Charles I, I have 
every confidence in calling 
it Mr. Wills’s Charles I., 
because it isa Charles the 
First all his own, and 
not a bit like the real 
7 J original article. As long 
ey we Jas this is understood, it 
9 wo doesn’t matter much, I sup- 
ce AP 7 pose. The shifty gentleman 
known as Charles the One in 
his lifetime is at the present moment, I believe, 
as defunct as his relative and descendant Queen 
Anne (an individual who is, according to all 
accounts, a trifle more persistently dead than 
any other member of the great majority), and 
THE Lyceum. —- Tue it can matter very little to him whether we 
KING—A GooD Oanp regard him asasaint ora wrong’un. As for 
TO Pay, the surviving Stuartites, we have “the bulge” 
of them, and can afford to grin. I say all this 
with the purpose of soothing the out- pees 
re my feelings of those spectators who ; 
take the perversions of history to heart, 
Let them, I beg, forget that it is history 
(in point of fact, it isn’t, you know). Let / 
them imagine Charlie Stuart is plain Mr, | 
Jones going to be unjustly executed—or 
the King of some other country than ours 
(they always treat their kings badly in 
other countries, you know, and behave 
generally in the meanest way), and then 
~~ may Z enjoy the rich, poetical 
uty of Mr. Wills’s verse and the trans- 
cendent acting of Mr. Irving and Miss 
Terry, Oh, dear! how this gentle Queen 
does tear one’s heart-strings and rack one’s 
bosom, and make one (or, rather, all the 
lot of us) weep salt tears by bucketfuls 
before we go home and beat our wives for 
‘a, Dot getting the oysters we 
Meh \ wanted for supper. I'm 
bound to say that Mr. tae vavpgvitie. — He’s 
Irving does his full share BEEN WRITING; Nay, HE'S 
in drawing forth RIGHTON STILL 
the sigh, the sob 
and trickling pearly drop. 






























































THE VAUDEVILLE (morning). — Our 
Angels isa thoroughly good and closely in- 
teresting play, but in need of considerable 
reorganization. As this is hardly likely to 

be otherwise than forthcoming, I 

(— ) look to see Our Angels visiting us 
again. It also needs something 
else — powerful acting. In this 

~ matter it was well served at the 
trial trip. Mr. Lewis Waller had 

his always effective force more 

than usually well in hand, and gave 

us some very fine moments as the 
morphia bibber. Mr. Vernon's aveng- 
ing miner was a splendid study of 
character, and recalled some early days 
of his career to my aged mind. Mies 

| Fanny Brough was delightful as usual, 
and those who had forgotten that she 

Y is not solely an exquisite comédicnne, 

got a bit of a start when she thrilled 
| = = w os pathetic touch, 
> al trice mb played the 
— heroine prettily and well, on the 
THE OPERA OomIQuE—“'ARC!  lightsome aspect, which was by no 
ARO! THE Lang! means overlooked, and other neces- 
eary details fared well at the hands 

of Messrs, Righton, Webster and D'Orsay. 








THE AVENUE (morning).—Z phyr proves to be a conventional story 
conventionally oman out, but useful enough to emphasize what was 
already known—+i.e, 

that Miss Loie Fuller 
is an actress with 
many engaging and 
refreshing attributes, 
and plays those pecu- 
liar American crea- 
tions which are, on 
“this side,” con- 
sidered more in the 
light of Variety im- 
personations than 
dramatic, with a 
naturalness of man- 
ner and truth of ex- 
pression that raises the cha- 
racters into the regions of 
reality, and is altogether 
very exhilarating. Miss 
Foller has the rare merit of 
not over accentuating cha- 
racter parts. In point of 
fact, she’s “just lovely.” 
(It was rather less of a 
“variety” part than usual, 
by the way.) There was 
another treat in the show— 
Miss Sylvia Grey as a perky 

—— boy! 

THE MARYLEBONE.—Mr, Henry Gascoigne, who has once more 
taken possession of this house, with the intention of presenting 
acknowledged successes (more in the melodramatic line than other- 
wise, I presume) to the locality, commenced the campaign on the 7th 
instant with a spirited production of The Silver Falls, ‘‘ Frequent 
changes,” is Mr. Gascoigne’s motto, and “ Here’s luck,” is mine, 









ANOTHER PILGRIMAGE, 


HoTeLt METROPOLE.—I attach this sign of locality (I suggest no 
hint of an inn sign, mind you) with some diffidence, There is a 
suggestion of revelry about it unbecoming connection with a sober 
representative of Mr. Fun. (Again, I use the word 
ober with no ulterior meaning.) But I trust all 
unworthy suspicion will be lulled when I say I 
went not to call spirits from the vasty deep, but to 
see a slim young gentleman perform something 
ostensibly very like that operation in the — 
original significance of that term. In other. -~ — N 
words, I assisted at what I venture to calla —-—7 Mf MN 
“Hypnotic Smoker.” Dr, Stanley, endowed Y yj! 
with a gentle, agreeable manner and the accent Vi 

] 


of the sister isle, lectured learnedly on the sub- ~ / Y ty Y} 
rf 

















less convincingly, the susceptibility of certain TY, 
selected “subjects.” The lecture had most of ///7/ WH 
the points (and, if I mistake not, Y /jy./ / 

: Vy 
similar onedelivered by Mr. Kennedy AV /4 \\- YY, 
to a similar assembly at the Strand JM 4 iY, 
Theatre several years ago. The sub- Cf aa ! yy [-— 

Vy, 





ject of hypnotism, and demonstrated, more or 4 

WY), 
several of the “ subjects”) of a tpi. Y 
jects even include the hard-headed 


gentleman who, when hypnotised, 
falls from his chair with a resound- 
ing thud on to the crown of his head. 
It is to be observed that the lecturer 
(whoever he may be), though gener- 
ally solicitous that the falling 
sleepers shall not hurt themselves, 
treats this incident with apparent 
indifference. There is much in the 
show which is unaccountable to the 
lay observer, but I consider the 
operator gives the sceptic points in 
many instances. But science, or “Hore }: trROPOLB.”"—IT 1s Sor 
. ss ae show is amusing, oe ag FUMES 
and Dr. Stanley’s manner conspicu- Taree 2 ETARLST 
ously (and favourably) in ee Staaten a” or 
with that cf the usual “demonstrator.” 








OPERA CoMIQUE.—When I get a chance I'm going to have a look 
at Kichard-Henry's new farce, Crime and Christening. Meantime, 
they tell me that Joan of Arc is better than ever, Miss Marion 
Hood has now Joaned—I mean, joined—the company, and as all 
concerned know it is a success they act with all the courage of 
conviction, NESTOR. 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


VEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 


CHAPTER III. 


WHEREIN MB, JONES STANDS THE INFALLIBLE TEST, AND IS 
PRONOUNCED A “NOB.” 


MR. POPTICK was not a landed proprietor (unless the vast alluvial 
and other deposits in his finger-nails might be permitted to count), 
but from a simple monetary point 

ale of view, he was a very warm man, 

A good business, coupled with 
bold and successful speculation 
(thanks to occasional hints received 
from a trusty friend engaged in 
hi hy fie f the sublime art 
yee of company 
promoting),had 
enabled him to 
feather a nest 
sufficiently 
large for the 
accommodation 
of twenty such 
roosters as him- 
self; and he 
only awaited 
the appearance 
of somesuitable 
candidate for 
Eureka’s hand, 
as a signal for 
his own retreat 
to asnug little 
box on the 
banks of the 


placid Wandel; there to pass the remainder of his days in artfully 
luring the unsuspecting trout from its native element. 

Meanwhile he rubbed his eye and pondered. The eggshell had 
been aimed with precision, and afforded him fooi for reflection. 
‘‘What a tickler she is!’ he mused, admiringly, ‘and what a shot ! 
Never misses her mark, What a wife she’d make fora Hem P. !— 
not, however, a3 it wouldn’t be chucking her away. Hem P.s ain't 
of much account nowadays. There’s such a lot of cheap, badly 
p'ated goods in the market, that I should think twice afore I lent 
eighteen pence on one of ’em.” 

With a hop, skip and a jump, the subject of these meditations 
whirled into the room. 

‘“ Popsy, Popsy,” she cried, “ I’ve landed him!” 

‘Not in the eye, I hope,” said Mr. Poptick, reproachfully, and again 
using his handkerchief with much feeling. 

“ Now don’t be fanny,” returned Eureka, gaily. ‘Oh, Popsy! such 
a swell—such a pin—and such a complexion? Why, it’s as blue as— 
well, there! If he only showed his face on a music hall stage, the 
County Council Inquisition would go into perpetual mourning, even 
after ee ied the lessee to be impaled and the premises razed to the 
ground |” 

Then she related the episode in detail. Her father listened with 
much composure, but refused to express a decided opinion. “ You say 
as he’s goin’ to take you out on Thursday evening,” was his comment. 
“Good |’ you can be trusted to take care o’ yourself, I know; but you 
ain't such a judge of a nob as your father, Reeky. You remember you 
took young Lazarus to be a swell on account of his rings? Yes; I 
know you was only a gal then just home from school ; but, still, even 
now you might niake a mistake. No. When he sees you home, ask 
him to step upstairs and introduce him to me, and I'll soon tell you 
whether he’s hall-marked or not. About him bein’ hard up, that don't 
matter a rap. You'll have enough money to keep half a dozen 
busbands!” With which remark Mr. Poptick closed the subject and 
went out forastroll. ~~ 

Thursday evening found Eureka at the place of appointment, more 
bewilderingly lovely than ever, and discovered Mr. Jones, in evenin 
dress and an inverness cape, presenting an extremely distinguish 
appearance, 

“ You old darling,” cried Eureka, “I was half afraid you wouldn't 
come. But you are really a good boy after all, and for the fature I'll 
believe you. Now let’s take a hansom to the Strand—the Adelaide 
Gallery, you know—and have some chocolate. I doat on hansoms, 
and I worship chocolate! Do I look pretty to-night!” 












Mr, Jones being absolutely speechless throvgh admiration, was 
unable to answer this artless query before the arrival of the hansom, 
and his reply was drowned amid the rumbling of the wheels; but it 
was, doubtless, satisfactory. 

Some three hours later, after a delightful evening, enlivened by 
chocolate and graceful prattle, he found himself standing on the 
threshold of . Poptick’s sitting room, and Eureka, with a slight 
wave of her hand, murmuring— __ 

“ Popsy, permit me—a party by the name of Jones.” 

“One moment, sir,” said Mr. Poptick, loftily, rising from his chair ; 
“you have, I believe, taken my out this evenin’?” 

Mr. Jones bowed. 

“You have algo, I believe,” continued Mr. Poptick, still more loftily, 
“ condescended to mount as far as my first-floor-front!” 

Mr. Jones assented. 

“Then, sir”—and there was a touch of command in the tone— 
“oblige me by a-stretchin’ out your right foot.” 

With an air of astonishment, Mr. Jones advanced his right foot, and 
Mr. Poptick, plumping gravely on his knees, keenly inspected the boot. 

“ Bond Street,” he muttered, “and made by a artist!" 

Then, rising, he resumed, with infinite gravity, ‘“ Now, p'r’'aps you 
wouldn’t mind a-removin’ your glové, and holdin’ out your right ‘and, 
palm down’ards!” 

With an increased air of astonishment and a slight compression of 
his eyeglass, Mr. Jones mechanically drew off his glove and slowly 
stretched forth his hand, 

Eureka herself leaned forward in lively curiosity as Mr. l’optick, 
gingerly placing the tips of his fingers beneath the outstretched 
palm, closely scrutinized the nails. As he did so, a smile of compla- 
cent satisfaction dawned upon his face. 

“Filberts!" he exclaimed, emphatically : “ Filberts! and cleaned 
every day, or I’m a Dutchman!” 

Then, shaking his visitor affably by the hand, he thrust him intoa 
chair, saying, as he did so, ‘Make yourself quite at home, sir! 
Always pleased to meet a nob, What’ll you take to drink ?”’ 

(To be continued.) 








A “QUALIFIED” PRACTITIONER. 


Client —“ Ah! I am afraid there is roguery in all trades.” r 
Lawyer,—“ You'll find there’s none in ours—that appears. 
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Notes anent the Boats. 


THE best place to give the other 
crew the benefit of your wash, also 
for tub practice—the Soapworks. 
Boating men are a rowlocking lot. 
Lines not in the yokel’s line— 
the yoke-lines, Lord Ampthill is 
President of the Oxford Usion. 
Does he go on strikef No; but 
the other day he threw off a 
sweater. Men of mettle—the two 
Nickals, Cambridge may take the 
Surrey or the Middlesex shore, 
but Oxford will keep close to 
Kent. Oxford’s No. 2 was born a 
Row(e)ing man, and their bow 
being a Pool(e), naturally took 
to the river. While the Dark 
Blues have a peer in their boat, 
Cambridge boasts a Lord and a 
Noble. 








I, Adolphus Smallbore, knew both their 
papas, and how nice it would be for the young 
ones to meet each other at breakfast, and be 
improved with my edifying convereation. 








fossils, Fiteglum 
Blue Heeord,” 
locking-glass. 








And afterwards, when I wanted to show them my collection ef 


sted im reading extracts from the “ Dark 
Crusher would feel his biceps in front of the 
























The Zoological. 


I LIKE the Zoo on Sunday. 
Dear little children go in and 
throw the bears pieces of stale 
buns that they bought the day 
before. The bears do not exactly 
emack their lips over thore buns. 
As a rule, I think bears are ill- 
treated. Fancy having to climb 
up a pole fifty times a day on the 
cff chance of half a dozen Bar- 
celona nuts being thrown against 
your front teeth. I shouldn’t like 
it. Then, how hard the children 
are on the monkeys. When they 
see the blue faced baboon, how 
they insult him. They say, “ M:, 
dear, is he real, or painted?” [ 
think this is playing it low down 
on a baboon; but children are 
only men of wiser growth. 








Cont 


During breakfast the silence was most impressive. 
versation might have been a capital offence. 


But when they arrived, the atmosphere appeared rather 
cool. Fitzglum seemed to have suddenly swallowed the poker, 
and Orusher’s nose got so exceedingly elevated, I was afraid 
he would never get it down again, 





Then most unkind and startling things followed, and in endeavouring 
to arrange matters I suffered torments. The din was awful, but I dis- 
tinctly heard some vulgsr person outside say, “ Ain’t the band playin’ 
inside that old shanty ?” 


Altogether, I deny that ths 
beaten erew could possibly feel 
their licking as much as I did. 












specimen of the master, 


by H. G. Hine, V.P.R.1. 


quaint old buildings, the 
the fruit and. flowers 
delicate and refined, 


dainty little 


Art Notes, | 
THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours opens witha | 
show of seven hundred and seventy works of fair av 
President, Sir J. Linton, has three beautifal portraits of ladies, all most 
refined in treatment. C. Green has only one work, but that a good 
G. G. Kilburn sends four 

excellent examples, the most important being “ The Wed 
There are two very clever pictures, “ Haverstock Hill,” and the “ Eyre 
Arms,” by Alfred Hast ; but one of the most beautiful and perfect 
works in the entire collection is ‘On the Malling Hills, near Lewes,” 


Mr. R. Dunthorne, at his beautiful galleries in Vigo Street, has 
an exhibition of some forty-seven admirable little watercolours, 
“Through Normandy,” by C. J. Wateon, R.P.E. Whether it be the 


in the market places, the pictures are all most 
both in treatment and colour. 





and many works that would have been better left out of the show 
altogether, Still, it is well worth a visit. There are some pictures of 
much promise by artists who are little known. 

The Royal Painter Etchers, at 54 Pall Mall East, in addition to the- 
works of the members, havea collection of Turner's “ Liber Studiorum,” 
many of the plates in various stages. Not the least interesting are 
the first ideas as etched by Turner himself, for his wonderful grace- 
= eey of design is palpable in the first inspiration of his 
subjects. 


merit. The 


See Dimes.” 








Not from Spin-oza! 
THAT Spinning House affair is a disgrace, 

It makes our land seem aught but a free place; 
If Justice allows it, then is Justice sloppy. 
Only one good thing doth from this 

One that must make some journalists exult— 
The Spinning House helps them in spinning copy ! 


figures so deftly introduced, or 


tein 


_ At Dowdeswell's Gallery, 160 New Bond Street, the Royal Scottish 
] Pai : ; y , ‘ " : . *% : 
Pociety of Painters in Watercolours have their thirteenth exhibition. 

m the collection there is much that is good, much that is ordinary, 





THE Americans are extracting sugar in large quantities from beet. 
ch they cannot get it is the “ dead-beat.” 
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The Downfall of Cornelius 
Nogggs. 
A Romance of 1893, or thereabouts, 


[A Conservative M P is yearning for the 
passing of a Bill which shall compel writers 
of editorial articles in newspapers to annex 
and publish their signatures.] 

OvR truthful tale may well suffuse 
Its hero’s cheeks with shame, 
So, lest with us he play the deuce, | 
We'll hide our hero’s name. | 
Yea, lest, forsooth, upon us he 
Let loose the legal cogs, 
We'll give him—withatriple“g”"— | 





The classic name of Nogggs. 


Within a garret near the sky 
Cornelius Nogggs abode, 

And thence he sent, like serpent sly, 
His venomed sting abroad. | 

A harmless creature he appeared, 
Arrayed in humble togs ; 

But all creation owned and feared 
The secret power of Nogggs. 


He plied (although he did not fill | 
An editorial chair) 
A quasi-editorial quill 
Within his loathsome lair. 
And there, to wound and bruise 
and maim 
With fierce and furious flogs 
Poor men of worth, wasali the aim 
Of vile Cornelius Nogggs. 


He sent his censures to and fro 
With neither fear nor shame, 
For those he censured ne’er could 
know 
From whom the censures came, 
And honest tradesmen who trans- 
posed 
Old nags to beef, and frogs 
To sausages, were daily dosed 
With deadly pills by Nogggs. 








The vestrymen who rightly left 
The streets with filth o’erspread, | 
The Christian sweaters who bereft 
Their slaves of half their bread, 
The dsivers who like lightning 
coursed 
Slap-bang through densest fogs— 
Such innocents, alas! were forced 
To bear the taunts of Nogggs! 


But soon their sufferings reached 
an end, 
There came a law benign 
That men who editorials penned 
Must editorials sign. 
And Nogggs by heavy sticks was 
bruised 
And kicked by heavy clogs, 
For all his victims then perused 
The signature of Nogggs! 





Such punishment, so well deserved, 
Did Nogggs to reason bring : 

His stalwart heart grew all unnerved, 
He lost his venomed sting. 

And now grim Vice upon his path 
Securely, blithely jogs, 

For ne'er a sign of seorn or wrath 
Is shown by trembling Nogggs ! 

& 


. . . 

Good legislators, have we scrawled 
Our irony in vain? 

Let Nogggs the publie press be called 
And, lo! the moral’s plain. 

If Nogggs must still be free to rout 
The crimes he justly flogs, 

Let Nogggs’ work appear without 
The signature of Nogggs! 
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Lay PREACHERS.—The anti-betting Bishops. 


Boat Race Day Up to Date. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 
SHOULD you get isto a place on the bank 


When the Light and Dark Blues race, you 


must thank 
Your ill luck if you don’t see 
Folk cf notability 
(Like yourself) out for a spree 
On the bank. 


Albert Edward might be there, don’t you | 


know, 


Parnell, Zzo, the Lord Mayor, Booth ard 


Co, 
Girls mark’d down by men with caps, 
Dilke and Tennyson, perhaps, 
And no end of other chaps, 
Don't you know. 


ut yer parsons visitin’ the poor, but my husband there visits ‘em more ‘a 
all ther parsons put together—he’s a bailiff!” 


= Ee Sete aad 
———— --— = page = 


ee 


How those people would behave by the 
Thames, 
As you watch’d them b ithe and brave, 
making “ mems” 
Of their conduct by the way, 
It is not for me to say, 
Though their minds they might betray 
By the Thames. 


But be sure they'd show you sport up to 
date 


ty lively sort; for of late 
— Ae had some odd affair 
That would make you laugh or stare, 
So they must seem anywhere 
Up to date. 


-——~» 





A ROUNDHEAD PgRIoD.—When O, Crom- 
well, Eeq., bossed it. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or “ Foun.” 

81z,—Ha entered, so to speak, the happy land 
of Boat eos’ week, one all - absorbing, anxious 
thought (with something of ee fraught), I 
undertake to say you'll find embedded in the public 
mind—a ht, I say (though I expect ‘a ques- 
tion” would more correct), which haunts their 
breakfast, luncheon, tea—‘‘ What sort of weather 
will it be?” I ama prophet, I admit, and now and 
then I make a bit; and much acuteness in me lies ; 
bat, sir, I am not weatherwise. And so I am com- 
pelled to say that it may rain on Boat Race Day, or 
storm or glow, or blow or snow ; but, as for me, I do 
not know. 

Though on the weather I am weak to those who 
information seek, I may observe (though scorned by 
some) I have a decent modicum. Each crew, I am 
— to state, will probably consist of eight ; in 
each boat's stern there will appear a little gentle- 
man who'll steer, their little flags (and oar-blades, 
too) will show in different shades of blue; on bane 
and bridge and wharf and shore some tborsancs 
will appear (and more), and, more or less impatient, 
wait until the start (some minutes late), when in a 
moment, so to say, life will become one huge 
“ Hooray!” Then, I may say, each gallant crew 
will pass the wharf, the Soapworks, too, shoot through 
the bridge and pass the ait, and through the Reach 
and gain the straight, the bridge again (p:oud 
Barnes’ boast) and onward to the winning post. 
Then in their wake.will steamers dash and o’er the 
towpath waves will splash, and wobble all the little 
boats and saturate some petticoats ; and some will 
= it rather fun, and then the Boat Race will be 

one, 

And now, my boy, you p’r’aps begin to wonder 
which of them will win,and maybe think I'm letting 
slip a chance of giving you a tip; but con't alarm 
yourself, my friend, that’s not at all what I inter d. 

~—- , Bring o : t 
| your “quid,” 
A SCIENTIFIC EXPERIMENT. oe half a 

a SP crown, or 
what you will, 
and plank it 
down, and, 
after all is 
said and done, 
rely upon the 
aged one. 
Come, east or 
west, or south 
and north and 
bring your 
old and silver 
orth, your 
bootsand hats, 
and pants and 
hose, ahd over- 
coats and 
underclothes, 
your walking- 
sticks and 
diamond pins, 








and bet them all that OXFORD 
wins ; and if you do not bless 
your fate, and morethan double 


your estate, and take your {| «(Qn March with a Starving Column,” to “London and American 


ti k i ” ac S ” 
she paws A age = Y agp | Clubs,” to “ The Ornamentation of Lakes and Ponds,” or to “ Mount 
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IN CASE OF ACCIDENT. 
Maud.—‘‘ How hard they are pulling, poor fellows! I Wonder they don't break 
blood vessels!” 
Mabel (who knows all about it),—" So do I; ani I’m told that in case of accident, 
they do have stretchers handy in the boats,” 


New Leaves. 


THERE is such an even level of perfection about the illustrations to 
all the papers in Scribner's, that preference can scarcely be given to 




















St. Elias and its Glaciers”; but we have a special liking for 











“ Japonica,”— It is questionable, and arguable, if dogs are ever 

people call TROPHONIUS. as pretty as cats, but to our own thinkieg, © Creare and Pompey,” in 
After M St. Nicholas, are not nearly so nice as “Huz and Buz.” “ My Auto- 
or Many Years, | graph Bcok” is full of a select assortment of the singular signatures 

Cha p pie.—** Awfully glad to | of great or eminent Americans. There is an overflow of other fine 
see you again,o'd fellow! How | things in the number; but there is one picture where, curiously 
are all your people?” | enough, the moon and stars are eet in the clouds, and not in the sky. 
; Johnnie (up in the world).— The readers of The Englist Illustrated are treated to “A Day 
All well, dear boy; gone to in Kyoto,” with plentifal pictures of the Japs. There is a strong 
Cannes for the winter. And and helpful ential on “ Hospital Nursing,” but the strongest bit in 
yours | the number, saving the presence of “The Witch of Prague,” is 
| Chappie (downinthe world) — the paper of pictures and print about “ Frank Short and William 
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It is a flattering thing to be a juror. You have been summoned, let us say, to a coroner's court. ‘‘ How dare you be absent at the High Court, sir?” TS 
roars the eoroner. ‘‘ Blest if I don’t——” At that moment in rushes the judge of the High Court, ‘‘ J want this juror—he's mine!” screams the judge. > 
** Hang your coroner’s courts! Come a!ong with me, sir, or I'‘ll——”" ae 

- - ( 
e: 










— 18, 1891. HUN. 





THE UNFORTUNATE JUROR. 























_ Then as the judge drags you away with threats, up rushes a magistrate, and screams, ‘‘ What do you mean, sir, by going to the coroner’s courts and 
High Courts, and all that? Ifyou don’t instantly come to my police court, I'll——” And as neither judge, coroner, nor magistrate will accept any excuse 
whatever for non-attendance, not even a summons to another court, you are heavily fined all round, kept dancing round for a week, 








ur home burned down in your absence. Moral—Never be born a juror. 
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| and horrent head ? She sharpeneth her claws especiall 

| for scorners. Should she hearken y’ are a lost Philosopher, 
| Stra. There is a Rampant Rector o’ the stage now. 
| Surely a’ hath: found out the secret: of perpetual motion, 
and applied it to’s tongue, And here an Incidental Ine- 
briate with a Domestic Fetch i’ a mutch of a mutchness, 
and a Family Apparition into the bargain. Ay, ay! nod 
your heads i’ your armchairs there, we be getting into a 
muddle, I wot! For the good folks go on sweeping the 
world’s big chimney while their own is afire. Witness else 
how the smut keeps falling. Alack! woe! Untalon me, 
vixen that thou art ! 

B. A. Stanch thy gore, ani thank the nine gods ’twas 
no worse. ; 

Stra. These bodily ills be swallowed up in mental per- 
plexity. For the Parson hath jumped through the hoop of 
Christianity after the Emancipated Maid, and left his 
Platonism behind him. And though the Maid help to 
| drown his wife for love of him, she will have none of him, 
for that she came into creation o’ the unlawful side of the 
| blanket, and her mother never told her of it, a’ saith, 
| What shall be done with her? None but her lover hath 

an apt suggestion. He bids her go drown herself i’ the mill 
dam, and if the water be warm enough, he himself will 
follow her ensample. So they wend forth. Plump! A 
rousing splash was there! Off left and out of sight. Tis to 
be hoped they will call out the Society’s drags and bring 
the bodies on ere the fall o’ the curtain. 

B. A. Why so? a 

Stra, Marry! because the knowledge that the pair o’ 
them are dead, in sooth, and like to worrit no more honest 
folk with their whim-whams, folmajigs and oddmantickera- 
dicksies would gladden my very heart. Come, let us hence. 
Weep not that you have no convert in Squintilius Stra- 


Rosa (they were talking about the Boat Race).—“ Yes; isn't ita shame? |  bismus, for the next repetition of this drama will most 


We bave tickets for beautiful places, but papa won’t hear of our using them.” 


Clara,—“ Dear me! what a pity! Has he any reasons?” 


Rosa.—“ Well, you see, he’s a rigid teetotaler, and the tickets are for the 


Brewery.” 


surely find the Philosopher of 153 Fleet Street, Ibsentest 
| ofthe Ibsent. Vale! Fare y’ well! 


- | alicia oma 





OCOLLOQUIHS OF STRABISMUS. 


No, 53.—THge SAGE AND THE IBSENITE. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Cock-eyed Philosopher; BJiaND 
AJCK, an Impassioned Ibsenite, 


BJORND AJOK, Pray your honour wend with me—there is an event 
about to take place. 

STRABISMUS, I am no gadabout. Of what nature is the event? 
m... A. 'Tis a solemn celebration of one of the works of the Great 

aster, 

Stra. Ay. Hath a Handel to's name, I doubt not. Odds dismal 
dirges! But I would have you know that the Torture by Oratorio is 
gone out of date—the State is loth to inflict it even on capital 
offenders. 

B, A. Your honour is in error. ‘Tis a drama of Master Henrik 
Ibsen, produced at a matinée this very day. The playhouse will be 
packed with people who se for enlightenment. But here is a stall 
at your service, also a full suit of armour, headpiece, habergeon, and 
the rest, which 'tis to your interest toindue. For 'tis like there will 
be blood-letting between the disciples and the scoffers ere ever the rag 
be down. I myself, in mine unconverted days, was once i’ receipt of 
#0 many thumps, bangs, blows, bumps, whangs and whirrets, paid on 
delivery of one small sneer, that charitable folk were forced to take 
me home on several shutters. 

STRA. Well, I will wend with thee, and out of very love of novelty. 

B, A. The curtain riseth. Pray y’ pin your attention close, for i’ the 
action nothing taketh place without p If one scratch his head, 
or trumpet on his nose, or air his coat- afore the stove, or sit o’ the 
bey send of a tintack i’ the first act, you will be called to remember 

StRA. Odds swinging speeches and preternatural ods! The 
hero telleth of his ancestry. Pray y’ ots me when Pach done, 

B. A. Raca! O fool, if t y’ miss so much as one word out of all 
the mass of dialogue, the key which may alone unlock the plot is 
anne for =. 

RA. Bay y'so? And how strange a thing is this! Namely, that 
while the characters i’ the play evince a most ardent anxiety pny) the 
state of other folk's morals, their own should be so much the worse for 
wear, Here have we a Platonic Parson ‘and an Emancipated Maid a 
por den to reform the world at ere ever they have turned 
=o own little dustheap at home, Ho! ho! how lightly the good 
folks dance o'er the Decalogue. For the Parson had a wife and they 
have drowned the poor soul i’ the mil] dam to cure her of jealousy. 

B. A. Hish! See y’ not yon portly dame i’ the drabbet mantle 
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IDIOTIC. 
“When you spoke about fools, Jack, did'you address your remarks 


to me!" 


“ Don't be an ass, Charlie! How eould I, when I hada’t a pen and 
ink or an envelope! ” 
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BEATEN ON THE POST.—A BOAT RACE INCIDENT. 
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the one who calls for me first,” she said, 
the first train in the morning.” 


aggravating delay of an hour or so in a tunnel. 
train, and Jack’s notin it. I have beaten him.” 





(3) “’Tis well!” exclaimed Rafe, who was nefarious. “I will put Jack's alarum clock back one hour, 


(5) He experienced seme difficulty in getting a ticket, 
(8) Arriving in a somewhat exhausted and dilapidated condition, “No matter!” he said to himself, “this is the first 
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(1) Rafe and Jack were rivals for the honour of escorting Rosada, the belle of Kingston Wick, to the Boat Race. 


\ 











(2) But she would favour neither. “I will go with 
(4) And go down by 


(6) A certain amount of inconvenience on the way down, (7) And an 





(9) But, you see, Jack had gone down the night before. 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK 
TOWER. 


STEPHEN'S commentaries on the 
laws are quite out of it with the 
lawyer's commentaries on Stephen. 
Mr. Cobb, with the firmness more 
of another animal than the cob(b), 
refuses to be diverted from his 
course. According to Mr. Smith, 
Parliament, that can make, cannot 
unmake judges, but the Bench 
that can commit people for con- 
tempt of Court can commit them- 
selves, and bring the Court into 
contempt in defiance of everybody 
except the Crown, This is a crown- 
a ant 

he railway fiend has designs on 
London’s right lung — Kensington 
Gardens; Princess Parliament to 
the rescue |! 

So we are going to have the 
Dilke case De(a)novo, Sir Charles 
must get out of the wood before 


Sir A. Pease broke a lance with the 
Government over those anachronisms, 
the Lords Lieutenants. Truly the 
Custos Rotulorum is a survival of the 
unfittest, and the sooner the appoint- 
ment of the great unpaid is taken from 
his hands the better; and if this e 
means the extinction of the “County ae, 
Family,” so much the better. Big 















Jesse triumphant. Three acres with- ig: ae 
out a cow isa step forward. The cow Pe Aa 


may come later on. Meantime, let 
sylvanus immitate urbanus and set up 

















COLD 
WwW I THOUT 


he halloas or gets into the Forest, quoth Mr. 


Stead, the self-constituted 


guardian (save the 


mark !) of English morals, also the great Price 

Hughes. What price Hughes /—Not his own. 
The House put a damper on Howard Vin- 

Cent's scheme to encourage the working man 


© provide for the rainy day. 
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a pump on his premises, twill serve. e ih: 
Cust made maiden speech. House Py ae 
desires him to make a custom of speak- 


ing. 
Markis of Granby also up. Fun glad a 
to see and hear the Markis’ father’s son. if 
Sir John Pope Hennessy would have 
‘ne * a Council Board, on the lines of the 
\WL WARM — Indian Council, to assist the 
} for the Colonies in the better adminis- 
‘AH WITHIN tration of Greater Britain. Is the 
| Member for Kibsaey y mee of 
‘\ | creating a straggle amongst hungry office seekers 
\\] that will cod Te that of the historic cats of his 
4 constituency? For the larger colonies evident! 
prefer autonomy with federation, and the Britis 
taxpayer abolition of useless offices —not the 
} creation of additional sinecures. 























return or pay for Contributions, In no case wit they Oe relurned uniess 


himself to acknowledge ay, 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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HOW'S THAT FOR HIGH-(DIVING) ? 
(7.) 













The en eee = fi ; 
“Now then Sur!’Ands raised (Y Xe 
Above the ‘ead ,- palms m- 
wards,- tips o the fincers 
touchin’,- draw a long breath. 
and w you ‘ 
Bather.—‘“Pooh' Nonsense ’ 
Method of my own! Soon 
Show you how to dive” 
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Rwimming master. - ‘Great Sharirs |! 

May l diye Uke a feather and swim ue 

aa by ack uf that aint a bushes !'" | 
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Swemming-master hat ‘Ope ye u're not ’urt 
su? Came a KtHe bit Clattish» didnt yeu 7 


Basu'tt"' "Er! He! He' H«' Ha! Ha!” etc. eke. 
(S- 


Bather.- r k'lat? Pooh! Nothin 
AS S 
of the Sort Did ib on purpose . 
Good forthe iver! i! J 
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AT the Royal Aquarium theatre they have a Panorama of Paris by with great skill and taste. The painting throughout is good, sound, 
Dayjand Night ; the most important buildings and places are displayed masterly work, and reflects great credit on the artists who produced it. 
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| Write as smoothly as'g fread cll, neither scratch noe spurt, | 
| the points being rounde! by a New Process N.B.—Astention te 
| also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 

the novel advantage of cach pattern being made in 4 degrees of ABSOL 
| exibilir Assorted Sample box, «f either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C. BRANUVAVER & Co.'s PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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Fhe G.0.M. al Elon again 
Zyer youthful. __'. Shorl-sighl f 
(1) What! walk on stilts from Paris unte Moscow ! 
He will, no doubt, be ‘‘run” by some big ‘* boss " Co. 


(2) The passion of youths for cigarettes grows stronger ; 
So, ciga-rette-icence we'll show ne longer. 


(3) The pestilential smells of Ancient Bailey 
Are making health quite New-gatory daily. 


No) 





1 A | A oa . 
ashionable, yy The prinferies on View, 
| (5) For Olympia’s Carnivals, wheel-skate admirers 
Daily give evidence that they’re (r)ink-quirers. 
| (6) The youthful octogenarian, Will Gladstone, 
| 





At Eton larked last week in quite a lad’s tone. 


(6) Lunettes for ladies. Good, if such they’re needing ; 
If not, then "tis a lunette-ic proceeding. 


(S) If you at the Printers’ Exhibition revel, 


1 om ; 
(4) The Influenza Demon, so satanic, ( : , 
Now in Japan is causing a Ja-panic. Don t ld the candle to the (Printers’) Devil. 
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Ibsenites proper (or improper if you prefer the expression) who go 
BLASHES AND PUFFS. shricking pe pt cn anal would -o— 
—AT a time when the exalt a ludicrously feeb’e dramatist IP - 
County a and into a regenerator of the art. For 
various places and varie- those who consider, with unagitated =, 
ties of amusement, a tye ulse, that there is a literary interest, 
‘ ously advertising er other yond curiosity, even in ‘‘the master,” 
—on the principle of “ you I have some respect—a good deal of” "aimee 
scratch (or ee my respect—I am one myself, I think he’s ~~ PZ, 
bpm and 7 eng a a very clever man, Muster Ibsen. He yee 
2 eee es 2 it can argue like the deuce plausibly and 
appropriate (especially as well and all round a question for four 
* is my line of rnege ob (and rometimes five) blessed acts, and 
accept an invitation sblish either prove the ostensible postulate of 
Directors of the — = his play all wrong or leave the question 7-——— |-——_- 
seme to see a ee tos just where it was when he started— A & a | 
Sesion eae a one having = sper fy: ue to and 4? Bie Ss 
were ALHAMBRA. — 
jong rid ———— war has indeed invented a new Drama—the TamASnS ARE fahguerene 
Arif I “te " iia ~ a ymng | Drama of ron-eequitur. His work has - 
Z — foe i ccmiiel ot ne moral excellences, too. Most of, the queralous, sham eredite free- 
Tox ALHAMBRA.—A REVOLVING Lipr— of deception, and, although vhs > tag his Robie eg we 
























Most INTBRESTING “TURY,” Mille, D’Alton probably 
brings herself within the 
range of the law by appearing “ without any visible means of sup- 
port,” Mr, Carl Hertz may congratulate himself upon having solved 
one of the problems of all time, viz., how to support a fine young 
woman upon nothing. 
, j 
; I am bound to say I was not very much impressed with the rest of 
the programme, as a whole, though one or two items were of the first 
class, too. The efforts of the “famed Alhambra band” left nothing 
to be desired (except an encore or two, perhaps); the Albert and 
Edmund's troupe are as agile and as impervious to violence as ever ; 
and true music lovers have a treat in the vocalization of Miss Ada 
Lincoln, The Selbini troupe gives an animated and clever exposition 
iH of acrobatic bicycling, which is decidedly exhilarating; and Miss 
| Marie Lloyd, billed as a “ vocal comédienne and dancer,” though she 
didn’t favour us in the latter capacity, “winked the other eye” in 
the approved fashion. Mr, James Fawn was also in the programme, 
There was an “extra turn,” well named go, for it was certainly 
calculated to give one an extra turn to see a gentleman balance 
himself on the top rungs of a long 
ladder standing on wave the 


heroines, acquire the saving grace of 
suicide, May the lesson be taken to 
heart by all the tribe! 


I Am told, however, that Ibsen is 
triumphant in the land. We have had 
(for our sins) one benefit performance 
of The Pillars of Society at the Opera 
Comique; one week's financially 
disastrous run of The Doll’s House at 
the Novelty ; two morning perfor- 
mances, to mixed audiences of enthu- 
siasts and deadheads, at the Vande- 
ville; andone performance of Ghosts, 

all to their own very selves, 
> at the Royalty; so, I 
“za suppcese, follow- 

» ing the logic 

Gp, of their mas- 
“@ ter, they are 
A entitled to 
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~m. British flag, and go through other the boast. 

: ‘to and even more gymnastic evolu- I suppose ' 
‘ tions. It is a very effective per- the critics | 
Wy formance and looks nice and are only 
ah dangerous. THE ALHAMBRA.— doing their 
7 “GOING IT LIKB duty by ' 
Ue THE ballets seemed a bit off colour WINKING.” coming , 
BF to me. Perhaps I am growing old with all the , 
¥, ' | ——although age is not usually re- iy weight of their ‘ 
iy , garded as conducive to a distate for MON Wy best sledge - ham- ‘ 
these entertainments—or perhaps it A LI mers on the perfor- } 

gave me such a shock to discover A SPIN IN THE BALLET, Mance, even quasi- \ 


a +e seal bs yal hThy 

ty My any _ that Mile. Marie (the best ballet- apo 6 of such 
( i)’ pantomimist I know) is not in the garbage as Ghosts. But there is one thing to be said for it, the pro- 
cast of either The Sleeping Beauty duction of this impossible play 
or Zanetta, that a gloom was thrown has probably given the death- 
over my sensitive spirits. Anyway, blow to Ibsen’s chances of 
the girls (if they will allow me to patient hearing in many quar- 
call them so) seemed neither so ters. For the rest, I don’t 
good looking, so shapely, or so atten- think British morals are in 
tive to their duties as—well, as I much danger. Ibsen as a 
have seen them. Signorina Legnani dramatist is his own antidote 


DD he beet bed 


























































is @ clever and attractive dancer, —when he isn’t dirty he’s de- 
but there is not much individuality av and providentially 
about her style. Biliousness aside, ull, 
I think, in the face of energetic 
rivalry, and if it wishes to retain its Nops AND WINKS, — The 
restige in the matter of ballets it Easter programme at the 
4 ehoves the Alhambra eme nt Empire will—besides the two 
i a to “ pull up its socks,”—though socks ballets, Dolly and Cécile, with \ 
, is not, perhaps, an altogether happy Meedames Palladino, De Sortis, -ea and \ 
expression in this connection. Cavallazzi, Signor Albertieu, and all the other 
| eo lights cavorting around therein—incluce “ varie- \\ 4 
o— = ABOUT THE IDSENITES.—I sup- ties” by Mile. Jessica, the chuneful Cheevers, the aS 
TCR ALNAMBRA.—ANOTHER Re- pose l’ve got to say something about Leap-old troupe, Sweeny and Ryland, Mile. Violette, “ 
VOLVING LADY. these folke, as they are a theatrical Coborn, the “ Colibris,” Chirgwin and Chelli (which G a 
, topic of the hour, but I really don’t she isa Mam'selle, also).—1'm informed that Miss Kate THE het 
take much interest in them—I never did care for freaks. And Leechman, from South Africa, has been playing Wini- eel ye 
why Barnum doesn’t get hold of these and put them among the fred Wood at the Standard. How these colonists do paxnp 
others and.if onthem,I can't think. Iam, of cours>, referring to the rally round the standard, bless ‘em ! 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 


A Society Nobel, 


SEWELLED IM EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published? 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 


CHAPTER III.—( Continued.) 


“You see it’s this way, sir,” resumed Mr. Poptick, explanatorily, 
his visitor having bathed his face in a hissing tumbler of brandy and 
\ soda, deftly mixed 
: by the fair fingers of 
Eureka. “In my 
capacity as pawn- 
broker in ordinary 
to Her Majesty and 
the Ryerl Family— 
not to mention the 
ancient and honour- 
able order of stone- 
brokers—I have seen 
a deal of what may 
be termed mixed 
society. Now, at first 
I was often puzzled 
to distinguish be- 
tween a real nob and 
an imitation one; 
the latter article 
being not only plen- 
*. tiful, but what you 
«* might call got up in 
a more saleable style. 
At last, after a deal 
\\\ of thought, experi- 
yw ence and observa- 
| tion, I invented my 
great Nob Detecting 
Test—warranted in- 
fallible and not to 
shrink in washing. 
Like all great inven- 
: —" tions, it’s that simple 
a babby could work it—because what is it? Why, merely the 
boots and the finger-nails! You may see a man fine-lookin’ 
and rigged up to the nines as a swell; but come to look for his 
ha]l mark—his boots and hands—and where is he? Even if—as is 
sometimes the case—his boots should be well made, his finger-nai’s 
are always ready and willing to be sworn in the box to give evidence 
agin him. Now, the real, genuine, unadulterated nob—be he ever 
so down on his luck—always tends his nails to the last; you can't get 
away from’em! No, sir!” concluded Mr. Poptick, witha flourish of 
his pipe and waxing eloquently purple, ‘“‘in the noble and touchia 
words of the cove as writes poetry for Whatsisname’s pills— 
‘You may break, you may sever the nob as you will, 
But the scent of his nobbism hangs round him still.’ 
Reeky, just play the gentleman them there variations from ‘ Annie 
Rooney.’ A splendid pianner, sir. None of your given-away-with-a 
pound-of-tea goods there! Cost two hundred and seventy guineas, 
and the man c.lls to toon it three times a day!” 








CHAPTER IV. 
MR. JONES PROCLAIMS HIS NAME AND HIS INTENTIONS 


“Wuat do you think of my Popsy, ducky?” inquired Eureka, archly. 

She was sitting gracefully upon her companion’s knee, playfully 
curling the ends of his moustache with a hairpin. Three weeks had 
elapsed, and Mr. Jones, in addition to acting as escort on Thursday 
evenings, had gradually fallen into the habit of dropping into the 
pawnbroker’s drawing room upon an afternoon. 

“Well — aw — seems a decent sort of old boy,” he replied, 
vaguely. “But”—as an afterthought and with enthusiasm—“ keeps 
an infernally doosid good tap of brandy, don’tcherknow.” 

“ Brandy, sir,” said Eureka, sharply, digging the hairpin viciously 
into his chin. “And doesn’t he keep anything else infernally doosid 
good? Hasn't he a daughter, sir?” with another vicious prod. ‘. 

“By Jove! yes—rather!” responded her vict-m, making a fatile 
attempt to encircle her waist with his arm. : 

_As well might an amorous owl have essayed to embrace the light- 
ning’s flash. 

With a bound she was off his knee and confronted him.  — 

“Dare to attempt that again without my express permission, 





burst from her haughty lipa, “and I will make you swallow this hair- 
pin!” Then, with a sudden change of tone, accompained by a 
ringing laugh, “ No, no! Jones, old boy, there's reason in everything. 
Let us have a frank understanding. For three distinct evenings have 
you enjoyed the giddy charm of my delightful society, not to mention 
the ineffable bliss produced by seven afternoon I have like- 
wise, I blush to admit, permitted you to kiss me on no less than four 
separate occasions. Now, don't you think it's about time you began 
to contribute something towards this common fund of mutual intoxi- 
cation !—about time that you began to do something for your own 
oe In the first place, what's your name? It isn't Jones, you 
ow. 

Completely taken aback by this sudden change of front, her visitor 
fumbled helplessly for his eye-glass, and stammeringly ejacu!ated, 
“Well, no—you're right—it isn't.” 

“What is it, then? Come, quick, sir! Your name, age and 
station?” No reply. 

“ Now, look here,” cried Eureka, calmly seating herself upon the 
table and impreesively fixing him with her forefinger, “don't be a 
fool. You have p’enty to gain by admitting it, and everything to 
lose by concealing it. You're hard up, ain't you? Stumped? Well, 
it's Threadneedle Street toa frying-pan, that if Popsy knew your real 
name, he’d lend you a thousand or two like a shot. No questions 
asked—no trouble. A bit of blue paper, a stamp and your signature. 
You know the trick!” 

He grew suddenly interested. “ Do you mean to say he'd—aw— 
lend me a thou’ on my—aw—note of hand?” he asked, with evident 
astonishment. 

“Like a bird!” was the reply. “ Now then, out with it! Are you 
a duke?” 

He shook his head. 

“Not an earl? Not”—with som: show of disappointment—“ not 
even a baronet?” 

A sudden pride of race gleamed athwart his azure brow, and with 
a majestic stiffening of the neck, he eaid, simply, “Something far 
above anything you have named.” 

Eureka gazed at him with a feeling akin to awe, “ Are you, then,” 
she faltered, breathlessly, ‘‘a—a prince?” 

“No,” was the proud reply, and eight inches of spotless cuff shot 
loftily from beneath his outstretched sleeve ; “I am a Bonely-Grim- 
shank!” 

(To be continued.) 








WHAT a eell for the prying Councillors, who with such innate 
delicacy examined the fair acrobat's back at the Aquarium the other 
day, to find there was nothing to Zw-9! 






Thpy Bens 


A WINDFALL. 
Challay.—“I means to ‘ave a real ole barney to-day, I tell yer. 
My missis got lagged yesterday, and quite forgot to take the teapo', 
with all ’er little savin’s in it, with ‘er, so I'm flash. Wot'll you ’ave!” 
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WOMAN ON STRIKE. 
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This is Miss MacStinger, 
President of the “Male Crea- 
tures Suppression Lague,” 








mae x y 
But not without interruption, Miss MacStinger advances to the attack, Chorusof “Rum Then the stalwart “chuckers out” are ordercd 
tiddy um tiddy um,” forward. 








A Musical M.P. 

[It is gravely asserted that Mr. A. J. 

salfour is, in his spare moments, learning 
to play the accordion.) 

A MATTER for joy has been mooted 

(Yes, joy !—though 'tis semi-po- 





The Plaster Bust. 


THE plaster bust upon its stand 
Smiled down vpon me calm and 
bland— 
A Latin name with final us— 
So I apostrophized it thus : 





jitical)— ‘ ’ 
A statement that really is suited Old Oi or monarch 
“ Tia trochinn the blithe Me, Bat: What schemes of daring hast thou 
;* Tis touching the blithe Mr. Bal- seams 
| four 


With sword or pen didst charm 
thy land?” 
It was of some old Roman cuss, 
The plaster bust. 


I gazed upon it quite unmanned, 
Its placid features wildly scanned ; 


rial) The evening ends in wild and unmitigated disorder | 
Well B., when not trying | Be i ceeds cmeeanat eine It did not make the slightest 


(You know his strange feats 
senatorial ; 

Ycu know, too, he’s not gwite the 
“pal” for 

Poor Erin, with cares immemo- 


ra 

















His hand at untying fuss, 
Political knots oft quite Gordian— But, shaken by a passing ’bus, 
, Yes; Salisbury’s “ nevvy,’’ Dropped on my head, rebounded, and 
E Forsaking work heavy, The plaster dust. 
? Is learning to play the accordion |! 
‘Tis pleasant to know that his pastime Snips and Snaps, 


ef Relief after labour affordeth him ; 
While others’ joys form but a crass time 
Sweet harmony often rewardeth him. 
And doubtless he practises daily, 
And soon, when his requisite nous is up, 
' Mayhap he'll be giving us gaily 
Sweet solos each night, ere the House is “ up.” 
For now, when not spouting, 


(Like the Elsmerest Mra. H.-Ward-isn) FFLYNT, of the old and prosperous firm of Skinn, Fflynt & Co, 


Unmoved by Life’s “ Drammer,” was dead, and his demise was the subj«ct of unregretful conversation 
Our Battering-Ra ‘ in the smoke room. ‘ery 
Is learning to play eatocesdien. “That man,” said Jorker, who is always saying something that isn't 
what it appears to be on the face of it, “never wasted a penny in his 
life, ard died worth fifty thousand pounds if ke died worth a penny ; 


“Ts it really true that you are going to be married, Boner?” asks 
Kelpio, with an accent of incredulity which no type invented will 
serve to express. 

“ Qaite true, old man,” replies Bonser, unhesitatingly. 

“What! after all the abuse you have lavished on matrimony?” 

“Circumstances alter cases, my dear boy. I never before had the 
chance of getting a deaf and dumb mother-in-law into the bargain.” 





An L. 8. Diva. but, as he didn't, what amount of probate duty will be paid cn his 
MADAME PATTI, besides being on good terms with her audier ces, leavings ?” 
ought to be on very good terms with herself, considering the excellent Several cf those present called for supplementary drinks—in pre- 
terms on which she is going to warble in South America, Thirty ference to attempting to work out the problem. 
thousand pounds for twenty shows is pretty fair. When it comes to — 
business, the Gifted Diwa” (that’s the rrect expression. we believe) Tue } raraw’ iy. —_ FR ent events would suggest this to be 


em kr w a na . v 4 : thea r atter. 
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THE RISING GENERATION. 
Young Hopeful (hone after his first half at school).—" As Ethel’s 
only brother, I should be glad, Captain Buster, to know what are 
your intentions with r gird to that young lady.” 








A STORY WITH A BAL-MORAL. 


IT was Brooks of Sheffield who did it! If it had not been for the 
chaff of Brooks of Sheftield, the marriage could never have come off. 
Burkle says so, and he ought to know, for it was he who was married. 
And this is how it came about. 

Samuel Burkle was a“ commercial.” He was employed by a great 
boot manufacturing house in the town of Pottingham. His circuit 
wes the northern one, for commercials go circuits like barristers, and 
barristers boots. Samuel Burkle travelled in “women and children’s” 
—not in “men’s” boots—except in his own. This branch brought 
him into business relations with many fair attendants in those shops 
where ladies go to be shod. Now, it so happens that a good many of 
tke boots required on the northern circuit are of rather large size ; 
and so when Samuel Burkle met with a young lady serving in a shop 
with curiously small feet, he felt attracted to her, and thought her 
foot bootiful, There wasn’t a boot among his samples that she could 
wear! So he determined that he would have made for her a magni- 
ficent specimen pair that would fit her like a glove, and be made, of 
course, of “ glove kid.” This young lady's name was Caroline Thistle, 
and she was shy. She declined to let him measure her, or to accept 
the boots at all, This only made him long all the more to succeed in 
his enterprise, and, as he was a persevering man, he was determined 
his intention should not be bootless, either to her or to him. He froon 
fell violently in love with her, and spent ll his Sundays at the town 
in which she lived ; and his attraction to this place got to be so well 
known in all the commercial rooms, that he was subjected to continued 
chaff about it. Thus, about pantomime time, Brooks of Sheffield 
would ask him, “ Well, Sam, are you going for to bring, for to fetch 
for to carry? Oh, to Carry, of course! Swear your sole is hers, old 
man; assure her your love wil! last; tell her you dream of her by 
night when your eyelids are ‘closed uppers’; tay that your sighs 
are big, though her size is small”—for, somehow or other, they had 
found out that her feet were little ones. All these jokes Burkle took 
in good part, till at last a report was spread that a smart young tailor 
of the town was paying attentions to her, and had actually made a 
jacket for her out of her own cloth, to be sure; but it is said that he 
(did not charge for his work, nor for the trimmings, But what made 
Burkle mad was the thought that the tailor must have measured her 
for it! Fancy putting his arm round her waist to get the size! 
Samuel groaned with pain and fury, and swore by his (boot) sole to 
come to an early understanding with her, that he should take the 
dimensions of her understanding. 

Uf course, he got dreadfully chaffed about this tailor rival, and one 


ne room, who travelled for a ready made clothes ise, persisted 





in pressing upon Burkle that the tailor's is the greatest and most 
ne usiness in the civilized world. ‘“ As for boots and shoes,” he 
said, “ e may go without them without shocking the sensibilities of 
society. But without clothes—no! Men must have tailors, the com- 
munity cannot exist without them, and now even women cannot live 
without tailor made dresses !—like Miss Thistle, you know.” Thus 
it was brought round to impinge on poor Burkle, who winced under 
these stabs. 

It was on a Saturday in pleasant June weather that Samuel Burkle 
took a whole day's holiday and came to the town where dwelt his 
ladylove. He went to the shop that was glorified by her presence, 
and persuaded her to go for an excursion into the country with him 
that afternoon, as they closed early on that day. He dared not beg 
her not to wear the jacket made by that abominable tailor, and was 
very much pleased to find that she did not. This cheered him upa 
bit, and hia spirits rose. As they were sitting on a stile, “ Miss 
Thistle,” he said, “you have never allowed me to give you a pair of 
boots. Do let me measure you fora pair, Under the circumstances 
they would be stile-ish. It will be such a pleasure to see you with 
such a pair as will do justice to your pretty feet.” “ Mr. Burkle,” 
she replied, “I am not in the habit of receiving presents from gentle- 
men, or of being measured by anyone but a professional,” “Well, 
Miss Thistle,” said he, “ you may then do asI wish, for I do not profess 
to be a gentleman, and I am a professional. You cannot refuse under 
these circumstances, now, can you?” “But,” she said, “all com- 
mercial travellers are gentlemen.” ‘They may be,” said Burkle, “in 
fact, but not in law, and for my present pur I prefer not to be 
one.” Samuel always went prepared to take her measure, and 
instantly brought them into use—had the boots put in hand, and the 
very next Saturday took them to her. They fitted to perfection. As 
scon as she pulled one on, Sam said to himself, “ Now she’s put her 
foot in it.” And so she had, for they were very soon engaged, 

In the commercial room that night, Samuel Burkle’s face was so 
beaming, that the whole story came out. Brooks of Sheffield sang 
“Pop goes the Burkle!” the whole company drank her health—no 
heel taps! ‘“ How did you manage it, Burke, old man?” “Ah!” 
said Samuel, “I did not go to waist, like the tailor chap—JZ got the 


length of her foot |” 
——— oS 


Put this in your pocket.—One of the most convenient things to 
carry isa rote book. ‘“ The Automatic Self-Registering,’ patented 
and manufactured by Messrs, T. J. Smith, Son, and Downes, is perhaps 
the most convenient of any. The page last written, and the one next 
wanted, are, by an ingenious contrivance, easily found, and when 
found, ‘ Make a note on.” 





WHEN is a drunken man like honey ’—When he is “lodged in the 
211s,” 
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TAKING A QUANTITY. i 
First Loofer.—“ Theer ! I telled ye ‘twas no use a-argyin’ wi’ Jim. 


Ell allus carry ‘is point!” ; 
Second Loafer—* Point? Ah! ‘is gallon, too, if ye likes to stand 
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THE RAILWAY DEMON 


MAN OF SI. JOHUN’S WOOD. 
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AT THE FANCY FAIR. 

Swaggertide.—“I say, how awfully jolly it would be, don'tcher- 
know, if a Johnnie could be sorter turned into a flower, don’tcher- 
know, and be sold by such a quite too really sweet young thing like 
you, don'tcherknow. How much did you say?” 

The Flower Girl.—“ Only balf a sovereign, Mr. Swaggerside.” 

Rg oe ap By Jove! it seems rather deah, don’'tchertbink. 


Well, I baven’t anything less than a sovereign, don'tcherknow. There 
you are. What! you don’t give any change? Seems to me as if, 
though I baven’t been—what d'ye call it?—transmigrated into a 
flower, I've been jolly well sold, don’tcherknow.” 


MIXED WHATHER, 


We have had some more snow, we have had some more thaw, we 
have had some more north-easter. Some people, though, like their 
weather mixed, I suppose, like their morals or their drinks. I can’t 
ssy that I do. I got upin the morning one day Jast week and my 
shaving water was half frozen, and I cut my face, and I dressed ina 
hurry, snd when I went out I slipped down on the doorstep, and 
then the baker's boy laughed and I threw my walking stick at him. 
And then that lunatic of a constable said I should not worry myself 
about the weather. And then it upeets your liver, and what is the 
advantage of having your liver upeet? Why,I quarrelled with a 
man of business. That Jost me a good deal, and although I stood him 
a dinner the day afterwards, at a beastly Italian place up west, that 
disagreed with me, I couldn't make him come round again. And I 
had to doa lot of stale entrées, and soup with flabby cabbage in it, 
and a fowl and salad, and the salad was all messy, as if it had been 
fqueezed up in a clothes press, and that came from the mixed weather, 
tco. Of course, I had to take that man out to the theatre afterwards. 
What do I care about the theatre at my time of life? It cost me 
heaven knows what. I wouldn't pay a shilling for a brandy and 
soda at that theatre bar, and I went outside round the corner and I 
had a whisky and soda, and I had a score of snowflakes down the 
back of my neck. And now I've got a cold and am worse off than ever. 
That's the benefit of the mixed weather again. And then all went 
wrong, and I had the day after in bed and arrowroot and medicine 
apd a fire (that went out) in the bedroom, and all on account of the 
eather. What I really like in the mixed weather is trying to doa 
imd on a tram car How vely ' t of f 
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hose clothes smell like something between a washing day 
ped. tha Thames ten miles from the Pool. And then they go and 
buy fish cheap at Farringdon Market, and very nice it is, when 
you are half wet through, to have the tail of a freeh haddock 
run against your nose. Or perhaps they've got a nice bundle of 
old clothes, and these, too, when they are half damp, are very 
pleasant. Then they always do try to wipe their umbrellas against 
your knees, That makes it pleasant if you have a tendency to 
rheumatism, And I don’t know that the younger women are any 
better, I have got past that time of life when I liked to have my 
feet trodden on by a parcel of girls’ boots, no matter how small those 
boots may be. I gave up flirting of that sort some time ago. And 
then the newspaper is wet through and trickles down over your cuffs, 
That is also nice. And then in your mixed weather you like your 
train passenger traffic. Molten snow, sulphuretted hydrogen and damp 
corduroys make it all very plessant for me. And then the first and 
second class are always crammed, and the seats aredamp. And then 
you go and take refuge in the guard’s van, and there are half a dozen 
people smoking their pipes—filthy shag tobacco—and they have great 
sacks of something or the other, something strong smelling, you may 
be pretty sure. Then the guard expects a drink, and if he thinks ycu 
sre not much in the drink giving way, he takes good care to hustle 
you up in an uncomfortable corner. And then people want you to go 
out and see them, because the weather may clear up some time or 
the other, because it is only mixed weather afterall, Clear up, indeed ! 
it is about as likely as they will clear up what they owe you, That - 
what they ask you to dinner for—to prevent you asking for it. I've 
had enough of it, DIOGENES TUBBS, 


The Return of the Wanderer. 


(Mr. Warton, formerly Conservative Member for Bridport, and a Terrible 
Blocker of ali Bill's, has, sad to say, returned to these shores after some years 
absence in Australia.] 








A WANDERING wag, who once 
was wont 

To worry (with no mauvaise 
honte) 

Ail sorts of good and bad M.P.s, 

And then went far across the 

“ins §C88,— 

Hes suddenly returned, and 
made 

All sorts of members feel afraid. 

Yes (not to keep you on the rack), 

The blithe old Bridport Blocker’s 
back ! 


Prepared .to plague poor M.P.'s 
hearts— 

That is, if he should chance to be 

Again elected an M,.P.— 

Hence, legislators cry, “‘ Alack ! 

That bad old Blocker has come 
back!” 


This Wanderer, as you may have 
heard, 

Would nightlyact in styleabsurd ; 

Taking his snuff-box in his fist, 

No end of bills would he resist ; 

No end of measures, good and 





Yea, Warton (thus the Blocker's bad, [ glad, 
name), He'd blithely block in manner 

Whoatth' Antipodes roughtfame, | Tbat’s why M.P.s are on the rack 

Hath now returned from foreiga | Because the Blocker has come 
parts, back |! 
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The Game of Grab. . 
(Mr. Walter Besant, referring toa recent “a ~S 
instance of sermon-plagiarism, taysthat too - li 
much has been made of it.) | iy 
THE game of grab's a useful game, wit 
There’s not the slightest doubt of i AN 
it, P MAM i 
And heaps of wealth and lots of Ve 
fame 
Are manufactured out of it. 
Full many a seeming honest man 
Pursesses quite a knack of it, ==> 
And many a thriving pious plan 
eae dwindle through a lack FZ 4 
of it. —<—Z . 
Yet malcontents there be who say y 
About it that the deuce of it 
Js this—that, while the wealthy 
may, 
The poor may not make use of it. 
Let starving wretch escape from 
grim 
Privation by the aid of it, 
And Law and Virtue pounce on 
him— 
Too much can xct be made of it! 





Wy 


Toe game of grab’s a game of 
guile 
When scoundrels try the trick of 
it, 
And for such rascals durance vile 
Is fi to make them sick of 
it. 
But when tke man of high repute 
Seeks more renown by dint of it, 
Let Censure’s scornful tongue be 
mute 
—_ an no mocking hint of 
it. 
When orators, whose wits are bad, 
A vast advantege take of it, 
When brainless bards a gradus ad 
Parnassum ealmly make of it, 
When authors by it keep their fame, 
When preachers make a trade of 
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THE HOLIDAYS, 


Annie and Hug (recently married) have noisily jolly country cousins staying with them for Easter. 
Hugh has suggested a day at Woolwich as a capital cuting for them, regretting that private business on 


it, his part and household cares on his wife's, will prevent their accompanying them, but Annie and he will 


If their propensity we blame, see them off. 


Why, far too much is made of it! 





Here th-y are, do ng 80. 
Hugh (log.).—" There they go! Now Jet us go to some qu‘et place and have a nicejday together.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK 70OWER. 


THE vacancy at Sligo will show which way the wind blows in the 
Emerald Isle ; both Parnellites and Justinians intend t> have a sly 
gin for the seat, 

The G.O,.M.’s railway platform orations fave obtained a new 
feature—his ad- 
mirers crowd, not 
only round, but 
under the train. 

The embers of the 
Anglo-Portuguese 
disputes have not 
| yet died out in South 

Africa, only a little 

wind will fan them 
_jnto a flame, and 
| there is a dangerous 
lot of gas floating 
about them. 

A railway night on 
Tuesday. Mr. Bart- 
ley objects to rail- 
_ Way companies ac- 
» quiring land for 
| lines, then doing 
“| business on other 
| lines—lines that not 

only require nosleep- 
{ va ers, but interfere 
+ ietiascenesiinimninaracetiiieniilinainiaana with the human 
NOT IN HIS LINE.—PICKERSGILL ON GAMBLING slumberer. 

sae See Though many of 
the Commcns took up arms in defence of Lords, voting Watkin’s Man- 


. ‘] ; : 
a bore as the ( nannei rrticle, 
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erard L scheme 2s great 





Sir Edward Watkin, backed by Labby, scored a win, Persistency 
Pereonified triumphant. 

So the Duke of St. Alban’s salary, as Hereditary Falconer, is to be 
commuted. The conscience of the legislature, not being able to swallow 
the payment of £950 perannum to Nell Gwynne's descendart for 
doing absolutely nothing, he is to receive a capital sum, which will 
produce, practically, the same income, The duke has no falcons or 
hawks to look after, but he appears to Jook well after bimeelf. 

The Post Office, which has put its spoke into a lot of good schemes, 
from the Overland Route Mail Service downwards, now falls foul of 
the Boy Messengers Company, and Mr. Raikes cannot even let the 
Daily Chronicle Supplement alone. Red tape Raikes has a faculty 
for raising disturbances—ra(i)kes one up every day. 

In Prince Plon-Plon political Europe loees a figure more interesting 
on account of what he might have, rather than what he had been, 

Mr. Roll Bowland pitched—no, that isn’t it; Mr. Bowen Rowlands 
pitched into the Liquor Traffic in Wales on Wedneeday. The Marquis 
of Brixton valiantly opposed the closing of public house doors on 
Sundays ; but if this door be kept open, why, Fun wants to know, 
should the art galleries and museums be shut? Strangers in the 
gallery received defeat of bill with applause, which was immediately 
suppressed, House, for once, feeliog awkward about playing to the 

allery. “© 
, Mr. Parnell having volunteered to give up his seat and seek re- 
election, if one of his colleagues for Cork will do likewise, Tim's 
brother Maurice has taken the U. K. at his word. Naturally, those 
who give up their seats will stand. 

Quite right, Mr. Pickersgill, your Committee on the Gambling 
Mania should sit at once, with plenary powers to summon witnesses ; 
and what swell places eome of them would hail from. 





So IT WOULD APPEAR.—The Democrat's creed for the glory of 
his native land is surely a logical and true one. It is only by the 
f its ariet-cracy that a courtrr can bec~ me per less, 


deatrretion « 
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by arf eg , eae oa 
She.— Do come and see us at home after we return from the #. eas Pe bel re AM ig soy Bboy pal 
¢ Drawing Room.’ There will be six trains on view.” Both But aS gar et lense we've bod { 


He,—* it will be badly safe unless you have provided fog signals. 


- _—_ — —— 
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William, when He is Ill, If you'd from its freaks not be sad ; 


I CAN s'and most people being ill except myself, but I can’t stand O it sweet little climate would anger a Primate— 
William. William is in business with me, 


rather, the fowls keep him run- 
ning from the back area to the 
front area dustbin. He is on the 
hunt, so to speak. When William 
is on the fowl lay—I don’t mean 
that the fowls lay egzs, but in a 
slang way—William gets very ill. 
I know when he is going to be 
ill, because he walks into the place 
sideways, like a crab, the worse for 
liquor, and then he groans, and 
then he looks up at the sun, as much 
as to say, “I'm not long for this 
world,” Only, he never keeps his 
word about that sort of thing. 
We could spare him very well. He 
says it isa wonderful thing that he 
should be ill. I don't think so. He 
waite till he gets home for his 
dinner. He makes his lunch off 
two bath buns and a large gliss 
cf port wineand a bottle of ginger- 
beer, and then he comes back ani 
sits before the office fire, and says 
he is thinking about a lot of 
things. William is not a swell 
in his costume, but he swells con- 
siderably after his lunch. But 
William is ill, ani he has gone 
back to look after the Spanish 
hen. Let us hope that the hen 
will lay an egg which will half 
poison him. 








AS he gracefully dabbed thecold 
cream and glycerine on to his 
classic features, worked up into 
deep ruts by the east wind, he 
softly muttered between his chat- 
tering teeth, ‘‘ Beware the hides of 
Marc,” 





“EN TRAIN. 


Ditties in Doses to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
S0L0—The All-Round Atkinson. 


In me you see a busy M.P., 
Concerned with large and small Acts ; 
Whate’er the affair, why, I’m all there— 
Ah, yes, an M.P. of all Acts. 
No, I profess to purge the Press, 
Such as D2i/y News-ance Mentors ; 
And a Dowagers’ Bill I've sworn to fulfil, 
Also marriages of Dissenters, 


CHORUS. 


And so, you see, this merry M.P. 
Is busy from Jan. to December ; 

Such a working M.P., that you all will agree 
I’m a multifarious Member ! 


ae | C 


A stir I made in the journalist's trade, 
Their anonymous plan set me screeching, 
And the Daily News, which ignored my views, 
I righteously went for impeaching ! 
Lots of Bills I’ll achieve, which are up my sleev2, 
Yea, I'll wake England’s Fame’s dull ember ; 
And the world—ah, yes !—shall have cause to bless 
The Mualtifarious Member! 
[ Chorus to be shaken and taken as before, 


“ WEATHER OR NO.”—TOPICAL DUET. 
A, Here, I say, you don’t look too lively, friend B. 


B, Well, look at the weather we've had ! 
And, as for that matter, you're not gay to see. 
A, Dessay ; but what weather we’ve had ! 


’Tis the same, though, in commerce and politics, too. 


e REFRAIN, 
Look at the weather! You'd have to be leather, 


William keeps fowls, or O4-h-h-h! look at the weather we've had, 





— 





THE ROOSTER’S ALARUM. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! thas I summon you 
From Easter Eggs to stretch your legs, 
Ub! volunteers and true ! 
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THE WAY TO GET OUT OF IT. 
She.— ‘I'M SURE I’M NOT ENGAGED TO YOU FOR THIS DANCE, YOU MUST MEAN MY SISTER—I'M ONB OF TWINS,” 
He.—“ AND WHERE IS YOUR SISTER?” She.—“ SHE'S AT HOME WITH A BAD COLD,” 
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New Leaves. 


The Cosmopolitan, of which the numbers for this year have reached 
us, is one of the highest class illustrated American monthlies, 
and runs well on all fours with the most surefooted of them.— 
The pictures in Zllwstrations are numerous and nearly all good, but 
the printing of them is scarcely satisfactory. Better could be done.— 
Of the Religious Tract Society's illustrated periodicals, the merits are 
60 manifest, that commendation is almost superfluous.—There is a 
splendid coloured frontispiece, by Grover & Co., of Nottingham, from 
Mr, Brangwyn’s picture “ Ashore,” in Zhe Boy's Own Paper.—in 
Longman’s, the Ven. Archdeacon ————— 

Farrar lets loose his opinion, which | 
is far from being a loose opinion, of 
Sir Edwin Arnold’s “Light of the 
World”; “The Mischief of Monica” 
goes on; “The Dying Huanaca” is 
done to the life, and May Kendal has 
& pretty bit of poetry.—The mother’s 
journal of nursery health, Babyhood, 
may be profitably consulted for its 
uses against abuses. — The palatable 
tone of Household Words is palpable 
to everyone who takes a snack of it. 
—Inanumber of the Monthly Journal, 
& magazine for stamp collectors and 
dealers, we find some curious carica- 
tures of the almost forgotten “ Mul- 
ready Envelope,” which had a short 
life, and these skits probably helped 
to kill.—We have seen the first num- 
ber of The Playgoers’ Review, but we 


have rot seen any more of it. 
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CONNECTED WITH THE PRESS, ing of admirers. 


lo attnou ledge, retu 


rn or pa 
accompanted by a skamped and directed envev pe, 


Many other fine works are in this exhibition. 


Picture Shows. 


AT Maclean's Galleries, Haymarket, there is an excellent collection 
of pictures by artiste of the British and foreign schools, nearly all of 
a high order. The most remarkable of the British are Millais’ “ Lady 
Betty,” Peter Graham's “ Seabirds’ Home,” two very fine seascapes 
by H. Moore, and a very clever little picture by Goodwin Kilburn, 
‘‘ Asking the Way.” Of the foreign masters, there are good examples 
of Vastagh, Josef Israels, L’Hermitte, and a delicious little gem, 
“The Latest Novel,” by Jan Van Beers, which is alone worth a visit. 
























— — At the Fine Art Galleries, New 
Bond Street, they have two hundred 
and fifty drawings by Charles Keene, 
whose recent death must be regarded 
as a national Joss. It would be impos- 
sible here to give special mention to 
apy of the drawings ; sufficient to say 
that all have a fascinating charm 
cane pi Re rok b oo 
c up quickly 

of bie work, At the a Bs Galleries 
is a separate collection of some fifty 
watercolours by Alfred Parsons, B.L ; 
they are mostly garden and orchard 
subjects, in which flowers play a 
—, part. All are lly 

wn and strong in colour, but the 
colour is in no case ; there is a 
crude, raw feeling that, in spite of 
their cleverness, is anything but 
pleasant, yet he has a big follow- 





y for Contributions, In no case wii they Oe returned unicss 
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The Railway Demon. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


LIK a frantic wild horseman of ballad or tale, 
Whe occasions beholders to:flinch and look pale 
As he’s madly careering o'er hill and o'er dale, 
Some wondrous steed bestriding, 
Sir Edward—the Watkin—strikes dread in the throng 
That watches him rapidly rushing along 
Io a line that to many appears to be wrong, 
His charger “ Puoff-puff" riding ; 
And Britannia, behind him, betrays by her face 
The fear that is caused by the terrible pace 
At which she is forced to take part in a race 
Of this strange man’s providing. 


Through the Wood of St. John he seems eager to pass, 


Where (as ev'ryone knows) is Lord's ground ; and, alas! 


He makes tracks for that famous oasis of grass 
Engirt with bricks and mortar ; 





| 


But a horrified how! does his project extort 


From the friends of fresh air and of art and of sport, 
Who’'re afraid that if there his fell beast should once snort 


He'd show their turf small quarter : 


And we trust he may yet from that spot turn his course, 


For we'd liefer see cricketers hold it in force 
Than resign it to any ferruginous horse 
Or humdrum railway-porter. 





- - 





So Pretry.—Plentiful are the pretty dear little things prepared 
by Messrs. Sparagnapane & Co., to delight our pretty little dears 
duriog the Easter holidays. The very daintiest ducks of eggs are laid 
and inlaid with dainty ornamentation for our dear little dueks to 


nestle, 





THe London Managers are putting their “foot down” on the 
County Council. We are not surprised—most of them are old hands 


at treading the “ boards.” 
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(1) The Census is coming! Oh, sal oh, dear ! (5) In merry;moist April e’en Man is of use, 


When ladies who keep their age dark will feel queer ! _ When to’shield his fair foes he a gainp can produce, 
(2) A Seville in London doth Hengler prepare ; (6) At the R.S.B.A,’s private view, t’otber day, 
You'll find it a most spick-and-Span-ish affair. Each lady friend brought a most dashing Ar-ray ! 
(3) The Queen's gone to Grasse ; may she there feel health’s powers (7) A dutiful dog tried bold burglars to quell, 
And be ple ased with its “ plant ts such as battles of flowers, But, alas! he chewed up the bold bobbies as well ! 





le with furious driving was charged. | (8) T ‘wo stor ren roses ‘peds” a small match did arrange — 
nat + lo ho anlarged ] lou! ey remarked, *‘ An ythi ing for a ‘Change ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
, —I'm afraid Diamond Deane 
74“. Nie. is not @ good play. But I 
noe? approach the subject with 
J a beaming urbanityand 
an unruffied serenity 
which does me a great 
deal of credit, It is not 
a good play, but it isan 
uncommonly good try ; 
and I like to see a good 
try at anything, even if 
- the shot does go wide of 
the mark. The character 
of Diamond Deane con- 
tains the germ of an 
idea which the author 
) does not appear to have 
been strong enough to 
deal with to the best 
advantage. Its pre- 
sence, however, suggests 
future possibilities 
which are not to be 
sneezed at, even in our 







OO ee Oe 
a Sy eee changeable climate, 
THE VAUDEVILLE.—Tuek Docron anv THE The author has, more- 
DBANE, over, 80 thoroughly 


spoilt his leading 
notion that when the future has brought him the experience he 
appears to lack, he can use it all over again without much danger of 
its being recognized, 


LEAVING the future to the fature, however, and dealing only with 
the present for the present, I am bound to say that Diamond Deane 
is full of weaknesses and crudities. Diamond herself is a lady of 
gutter origin, with that “ past’’ they so often seem to be unable to 
manage without on the stage, and with mingled yearnings for the 
better life and other people’s diamond necklaces, For a young lady 
of this disposition she is rather fortunately situated, being the centre 
of a group of strikingly simple-minded people, the more remarkable 
and useful of whom are—a cheerfally fatuous lordling (splendidly 
played by Mr. D'Orsay), with an airy readiness to part with thousand 
pound cheques, and a positive yearning to give away valuable orna- 
ments—and a really prize detective, who must 
be seen to be appreciated. There is a terribly 
prosy old parson, too, for whom Miss Deane 
appears to cherish an absorbing affection which 
can only be explained, in a person of her charac- 
ter and antecedents on the principle of contrast. 










IT is 022 of those plays which make people 
want to in w thinge. Some of us want to 






THE VAUDEVILLE.—A NOT 
TOO OPEN DORR, 


know what authority a 
detective has for letting 
off a person who is 
‘wanted,” and what 
became of that cheque 





A SUSPICIOUS DENNISON OF THE EsTa BLISUMENT, and the diamonds. and 
how it was that Lord 
Seldon di in't: prosecute her for swindling him out of them, and all 
that. I’ve scrupulously avoided being funny about the author's name 


: 
fw ry ‘ } + | — * 
1m suse all the other fools have been wringing 





name to death since ever they saw it. But I must say that I never 
saw a play so full of Ds in my life before. In addition to Diamond 


Deane we have Dr. Donald Grant, D.D., 
Henry Dennison, Robert Dennison and Mrr, 
Dennison (played mirzbile dictu bya Mis 
Dorothy Dorr), Mr. D'’Orsay being also in tle 
cast. Never, I'll venture to say, was a pley 
so comprehensively d’d even before produc- 
tion. The author was called before the cur- 
tain, which seemed to annoy him very mucl, 
judging by his expression. However, le 
didn’t bite, and we all sneaked away as 
quietly as we could, rejoicing in our escape. 


THERE is some very good acting in the 
piece. Miss Millward exhibits a depth and 
delicacy which (probably from lack of 
opportunity) she does not often indulge in, 
and Miss Dorothy Dorr, although I did not 
find her wholly convincing, is a decidedly 
welcome addition to our stage, her hand- 
some presence might cover a multitude of 
dramatic sins were she to commit them. Mr. 
Scott Buist is particularly natural, and Mr. 
Conway, though the character he plays is too 
shadowy to interest us in his wrongs, does 
his duty manfully and well. If Mr. Thomas 
Thorne was a dreadful bore it was the fault 
of the very prosaic old gentleman he had 
doomed himself to impersonate, and not his. 
Messrs, Fred Thorne and Blythe were “ solid,” 
but Mr. C. Ramsey seriously disappointed 

















the public by not turning out to be Hawk- d 
shaw, the detective. THE NEW OLYMPIC.— 
—_—_—_—_— ADRLE—A VICTIM OF 
THE New OLympic, — Here’s another A!):VEORATION, 
rather good idea gone wrong! Father 


Buonaparte, with his simple, lovable nature, 
his fondness for his rural flock and home, his 
readiness to patch his own shoe or mend an 
enterprising youngster’s pants, his equal want 
of dignity, ambition or guile, seems quite an 
idyllic subject. So it is, but Mr. Hudson has 
spread it over three acts when one had been 
all sufficient; given us a remorseful mother 
and a revengeful lover of whose feud we under- 
stand so little as to care nothing for it, an in- 
determinate heroine, a fisherman lover who 
talks of “furbelows and farthingales,” and a 
dénowement which is—well, which is simply 
aggravating, although we knew it was coming 
from (literally) the first. Then the incidents 
are so bewildering. The second act ends with 
the Abbé starting off by boat to goodness 
knows where, never to come back any more ; 
} and the third act opens with him still so very 
5 much at home that he is having an afternoon 
shave at the upper window. 





I DARESAY Mr. Barrett 
won’t believe me, and I’m sure 
_the majority of my young lady 
friends won't, but he is not a sympathetic actor. He 
can't cry ia the least bit convincingly, and what 
ought to have been a pretty scene of parting with the 
village children was “nota bit like it”—and could 
hardly be expected to be, unless each of the children 
had been a Vera Beringer or a Minnie Terry. (How 
is it all the clever stage children are girls, by the f 
way? Women all born actresses, did you say? Oh !) 
But I like Mr. Barrett when he’s angry and defiant 
and speechifyant, and, best of all, perhaps, when he’s 
beastly sarcastic. Mr. Austin Melford made his 
sound style tell,and Mr. 8, M. Kent played with a 
pleasant romantic fervour. Mr. Franklin McLeay T#® Nk&W CLY™- 
showed a welcome sense of character in a subordi- ras 6 
nate part. Miss Frances Ivor played well under dea’! 
difficulties,and the same may be said of Miss Emery, 
who looked handsomer than ever in a Directory costume. Miss Lillie 
Belmore was very bright—the way she says “Oh!” to diamonds 
stamps her as a true cv médienne and deserves to be afforded frequent 
opportunities. a 


bY the way,' the Alhambra has strenethened its “ variety 


THE NEW OLYMPIC, — 
ABBE THOUGHT, 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 
Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “4 Tap Room 


Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Cal/,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 





CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued.) 


THERE was an outburst of silence. 

“ A Bonely-Grimshank?” at length repeated Eureka, meditatively 
chewing the hem of her pocket hand- 
kerchief and eyeing her visitor in 
dubious amazement; “a Bonely- 
Grimshank ? 
why, what on 
earth's that? 
Something to 
eat?” 

“ Aw—don't— 
aw—chaff a fel- 
Jow, now,” he 
muttered, stiffly. 

‘Chaff !” cried 
sx Kureka, slipping 

‘yw from the table, 
ye and snapping her 
fingers defiantly 
in his face; 
‘chaff, indeed! 
I begin to enter- 
tain a suspicion 
that you're play- 
ing it rather low 
down, Jones, old 
feller! I begin 
to think the chaff 
emanates from 
your quarter, my 
boy ; though, if 
you are capable 
of perpetrating a 
joke, I'm wofully 
deceived, and you 
are certainly the first in your family who ever attempted such an 
outrage.” 

A flush of indignant resentment suffused his countenance, which, 
blending harmoniously with the native hue of his complexion, pro- 
— a strikingly picturesque “arrangement” in purple and fine 

nen. 

“You do me—aw—an injustice—haw! ‘fernal insult, don’tcher- 
know?” he said, haughtily. 

The soft, pitiful tears oozed forth from beneath her eyelashes. 

“Forgive me, Jones!:” she murmured, brokenly ; “forgive me, 
ducky, 1 have wronged you! I might have—nay! I ought to have 
known your lofty soul was incapable of understanding, much less de- 
ecending to—a joke!” 

Her emotion moved him deeply, and with a snort of sympathy he 
rose to his feet and heavily paced the apartment. Then, pausing be- 
fore a mirror to adjust his collar, and, drawing his figure up to its 
fullest height, he collected what few odds and ends of ideas, were 
floating around the vacuum that served him for a mind, and, having 
pieced them tozether, burst headlong into an impassioned strain of 
what was probably intended to be eloquence. 

“ Aw—Eureka—don’tcherknow——”’ 

“I’m listening, Jones,” sobbed the young lady, meekly. ; 

“No, no! Confound and dash it all!—not Jones—Bonely-Grim- 
shank, I tell you—Awlexis Bonely-Grimshank, of 103 Kensington 
Gore, W.,and Ghoulsmere House, Hants. Look here—aw—Eureka, 
again hitching up his collar and adjusting his eyeglass with frank, 
manly dignity, “I'm a straightforward—aw—honourable English 
gentleman, don’tcherknow, and I'll tell you a thing or two. You're 
a doosid fine girl, you know, and all that sort of thing, but—aw— 
there’s something about a Bonely-Grimshank you can’t be expected 
to understand. I—aw—hardly know what it is myself, but—aw— 
it’s there, you know, if you can find it. Infernally old and—aw— 
Proud, and all that sort of thing. Had an ark of our own, don’tcher- 
know, and cut Noah dead—if the—aw—family records are to be 
relied on—and, by Jove! they are. Now—aw—just at present I'm 
doosidly hard up, owing to—aw—land, and tightness of money 
market, and—aw—all that sort of stuff you read about in newspapers 
—if you do read em ; and—aw—hang it all, you know, if your father 


- . s ot 7 r. rit 
8 Willing to lend me a thousand or two on—aw—personal security 












why, I'm ready to—aw—oblige him, and borrow it! I can’t say—aw 
—anything fairer than that, don’tcherknow, now, can I?” 

“No, Jones—I beg your pardon—Mr. Grimshank, you cannot,” 
replied Eureka, thoughtfully intercepting a final tear; “I will at 
once inform ee how the game stands—I mean, who and what you 
are. But, oh! I almost wish you were plain Jones again! There is 
such a gulf between us, and,” in mournful accents, and placing her 
hand upon her heart, “ I have a silent sorrow here !” 

“ Aw—been eating something that hasn't agreed—doosid liver— 
don’tcherknow ?.” said Awlexis, feelingly. 

With a glance of mingled scorn and impatience she swept from the 
room. Five minutes later, Mr. Poptick made his appearance. 

‘Good afternoon, Mr. Grimshank!” said that gentleman, affably. 
“I’ve just been ‘avin’a few words with Reeky, an’ I understand 
yok aa pushed for a bit of ‘ready’ to be goin’ on with. Is that 
a fact?” 

Awlexis admitted that it was. 

“Then, I'll tell you what I'll do, sir. I haven't a stamp in the 
house at this moment, but just give mea look round in the mornin’, 
an’ you shall have a thousand on your own terms. Why, bless your 
heart! I consider ita honour to know you sir, much less lend you 
money! A Bonely-Grimshank, eh? What a stock! Oh, I know ’em. 
Know my ‘Landed (ientry’ by heart. Old as Adam—the B.-G.s, I 
mean—an’ certainly more respectable. An’ to think as you should 
want money! Well, well! no one knows how the game goes. You 
can never tell till the ball’s done rolling! Have a weed, sir ?—Prime, 
I give you my word, though I always prefers my old pipe here. An’ 
I’ve got some ‘ three star’ in that cupboard, sir, as would make the 
hair curl on a billiard ball. Taste it!” 

As Awlexis accepted the weed, and signified his willingness to in- 
terview this famous brandy, Mr. Poptick favoured him with a signi- 
ficant dig in the ribs. 

“What do you think of my gal, sir?" he asked, slily. 

The expression on Awlexis’ face was evidently considered in the 
light of a satisfactory reply, for, without waiting, Mr. Poptick con- 
tinued. 

“You're right, sir; she is a knock-out |—that’s the word—knock- 
out! But, there! you've seen nothing of her. Why, bless me, now 
I come to think of it,” gazing at him with a look of profound pity, 
‘you've never even seen her imitate a policeman orderin’ a flower- 
galto moveon! Whata treat you have got in front of you, to be 
sure! But that ain’t the point. Mr, Bonely-Grimshank,”’ and Mr. 
Poptick thrust his thumbs into his armholes and solemnly winked his 
right eye, ‘I’m goin’ to let you into a secret! I've made up my mind 
to marry Reeky to a real live nob; and you're the very identical nob 

as I’m goin’ to marry her to!” 
(To be continued.) 




















A LIBERAL OFFER. # 
Doctor.—“ Now, you are to take a table spoonful of this mixture 


three times a day.” 
Pat.—“Och, murther! sure, Docthor, dear, I'll pay ye just the 
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BELLS SUPERSEDED. 
































Talking about hypnotism, our friend Whorleye says he makes great use of the power, which he possesses to a remarkable degree. He has not a bell 
in his house. When a new servant comes, he at once fixes upon her his hypnotistic gaze, and the thing is done. No flue left in the corners, no joints 
thrown into the dusthole after that. He merely wills that she shall do her work thoroughly—that she shall not flirt with the milk-boy—that she shall 
abstain from putting away hairpins in the soup. That is all. 
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When he, by his curious faculty, become aware that the butler is about to recline on the floor and let the sherry cask empty itself into his mouth, he 
wishes him to come up and tell him about it. It suffices. 
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inE RISING GENERATION, 
* And you think the country dull, Jack?” 
“Well, you know, when a fellow has spent as many years in 
London as I have, he finds this sort of life rather slow!!!" 


= oe me ee 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun,” 


81k,—P'r'aps it won't be out of place if I devote a certain space of 
this communication to a highly jubilant “ Hurroo!” in consequence 
of the no less than absolutely VAST success of my selections for events 
at Liverpool and Lincoln, gents, I think in point of fact I may, 
without exaggeration, say (and eay it from my inmost heart) “‘ we've 
made a most auspicious start.” I scarce know which to most admire 
—my treatment of THE LINCOLNSHIRE (where plain to even pur- 
blind eyes my obvious selection lies, expressed in language none 
could forgeand plainly pointing out Lord George), or where at LIVER- 
POOL, intent upon the NATIONAL event, some artful dodges I essay 
with reference to Come Away, affecting for to scorn the same that I 
might ply my little game, which was by giving bad advice, and so re- 
duce the market price, that I might make my bets (ye gods!) at very 
favourable odde! I've conned those tips with interest, intent on 
finding out the best (I should say “ better,” I admit, but then the rhyme 
would hardly fit), and, though the choice is hard to make, I think the 
latter takes the cake. 

Nor are these eo of mine (and Fun’'s) the only admirable ones 

with which we've blessed the world at large without the slightest 
extra charge. You recollect—of course you do!—our Fullerton for 
Waterloo? And that important recent case, the O. and C. U. B. C.'s 
race! We had the winner of it pat, and gave you Oxford, boys, for 
—_) and, with a wide, triamphant grin, I ask you—‘ Didn't Oxford 
win?’ 
With such success as this inspired, but little effort is required for 
me to fling myself with zest (resolved to do my level best) upon the 
horses which aspire to honour at NORTHAMPTONSHIRE. With which 
intent your prophet makes these observations on 


THE STAKES. 
WHEN life is approaching ite dreary December, 
And days, once so merry, are empty and cold, 


How pleasant the pastime of “ Shall We Remember!" 
As memory culls the fair flowerets of old! 
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The garrulous tongue of Polonius may be a 
Decided infliction to sensitive ears 
As he speaks of the days of the cruel Crimea 
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Or gabbles of dinners by famed Francatelli, 

Which Wisdom and Wit were permitted to share, 
Or simpers a tale of eome dainty Miss Nellie, 

And how he was scornful of proud Lady Clare. 


And, though from the past I’ve no wieh to detract, I 
Believe for the present there's something to say ; 
So leave we the Laudator temporis acti, 
And come to the Tableau Vivant of to-day. 
Pray, say is there aught in the tale of a Stoic 
Which Council-thralled Middlesex does not repeat ? 
And Burnaby’s name will suggest the heroic 
As surely as Troy or Peninsula feat. 
And backers and bookies, who’re croaking like ravens, 
Were better to cultivate manners more meek, 
For though for success we may call on High Havens, 
In Houndsditch, it may be, we'll find what we seek ! 


I like that tip, sir, very much, it has a sweet poetic touch; and, 
though it runs in fits and starts, is disconnected, too, in parts, and 
faulty rhythm now and then has cumbered the poetic pen, this special 
merit, you may con, it is to be relied upon. Yet, though the merits 
of each horse are clearly hinted at, of course, a final warning I would 
say to those who are about to lay—Let no importance be attached to 
such of them as may be scratched. So I remain, without more fuss, 


Yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 
—— 











For Shame! 
[The Daily News lately published an article, “ Drets in Spring.”] 


“ Dress in Spring!” good gracious us! 
The World's tone’s getting wuss and wuss, 
O, wherefore this disgraceful fuss. 
The blush it doth to Fon’s cheek bring ;— 
The notion seems so sadly bold, 
Why such a thing should we be told? 
E’en were the weather not so cold— 
Of course (fie, fie!) we’d dress in Spring ! 
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TRAVELLERS SEE STRANGE THINGS. 

Rustic.— Where ha’ ye bin to, Jim!” 

Stableman.— Oi bin abrooad to Bo-long with the gov’nor’s ‘orses. 
Ay, an’ I'll tell ’ee strange things, too, Giles. What licked me were 
to see all the little nippers playin’ aboot the streets an’ all on ‘em 
TALKIN’ FRENCH LIKE FUN!” 

Rustic ui } I 
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It had its spiteful little ways, though. Old Bootlays was 
visibly agitated when he called and was located in it. 


Bulger bought it cheap at an auction, and it was the pride 
of his life, ‘Look at it, my boy,” he used to say, “theresa 
piece of furniture for you!” 


THE DEMON CHAIR. 
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Jast then Mrs. Sparrow called, and Old Bootlays at once 
hastened to offer his chair—m st obligingly. 














But as people objected to use it when they saw the awful curly 
spring, Bulger did a bit of upholstery on his own account and 
covered it up with some chintz. It made a neat job, 





Subsequent delight of Mrs. Sparrow, 








Mrs. Pettiflog on the Census, 


Now, I never were one to be glumpy inclined, 
Which the neighbours will tell you the same, 

But this week I’m so drefful upset in my mind 
I keeps sobbin’ in gorrer an’ shame. 

An’ I never could harbour no temper nor spite, 
I were allus a demon to smile, 

But I’m altered—’cos why? I lies cussin’ all night, 
An’ my blood is all day on the bi'e. 

Which it’s sinful to say tich a thing, I admite, 
But I prays as come dynymite bloke 

May get up a hexplogeon to blow into bits 
All these Senses-collectorin’ folk ! 


It’s six year, as you knows, come 
October the Tent’, 
Since I burried poor Pettiflog’s 
bones, 
An’ you knows my “ back parlour”’s 
& WelTy nice gent., 
By the name of Exekwiel Jonee. 
I ain’t never, in all my born natu- 
Tals, seen 
Sich a beautiful scholard as he: 
He writes pomes for a lady he calls 
Maggy Zeen, 
An’ she prints ‘em as proud as 
can be. 
An’ he’s rich as a Jew, for I larnt 
on the sly 
Asa cheque-book—God love you ! 
—he owne, 
So says I, which possesses no green 
in my heye, [ Jones |” 
“IT would like to become Mrs. 


An’, with shinin’ his boots and 
with dustin’ his booke, 
An’ not sneakin’ no sugar nor tea, 
I've got round him so much as I’m 
sartin he looks 
With the heyes of a lover on me. 
Which would soon have beseeched 
me to wed him, I knows, 
Bat my hopes an’ my heart is 


Dow bDroke, 
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SHE NEVER MEETS TROUBLES HALF WAY. 
Miss Voirtout.—“I did not see you at the ‘Coming’ Ecce, 
dear?” 
Miss Fantip.— No, dear, I prefer the ‘Going’ Race, it’s so much 
more amusing and dresses quite up to the latest fashion ; and the 
idea of wearing wings at high tea, and that sort of thing, sppears 
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For my wission of bliss ‘ill be brought to a close 
By these Senses-collectorin’ folk, 

For it ain’t no disgrace, but I never could write, 
Which don't know a bull’s foot from a B, 

So in coorse my “ back parlour” ’ill offer polite 
For to fill up that shedill for me. 


An’ I cannot refooz, so I constant sheds tears 
An’ keeps cussin’ the Senses—cos why ? 
‘Cos they cops you an’ finds you five pund, so I heer’, 
If you puts on that shedill a lie. 
So the truth must be told, which will then look no more 


With the heyes of a lover on me, 


Which 'ill have to confess as my 
age are three score 
Which I told him were just 
thirty-three ! 








Our Constable. 

WE have got a new young man 
on our beat. He has come up from 
the country. He isa young man, 
He doesn’t come down our area, 
because our cook has been in my 
service twenty yeare, has one eye, 
and always protects my intereste, 
So that constable has been saying 
nasty things about our house. He 
coughs behind his glove. ‘“ Some 
people,” he says, “don't know what 
other people are. We hear things 
about people from Scotland Yard ; 
we know something, we do.” This 
has aroused suspicion about me, 
and the result is that at the florist’s, 
where I occasionally buy a few 
bunches of half withered violets 
to make the drawing room look 
fine-arty, they sent in their bill 
suddenly for 1s. 11d., thinking I 
was going bankrupt sharp. This is 
the simple village constable. There 
will have to be a settling up day 
with him snorcly 
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SCENTING A FEED. 

Mrs. Hoophina (alias Mile, Rovine).—“ He asked me to have 

supper with him at the ‘Romans’ rome evening—says I may bring 
my mother.’ 

Mr. Hoophina (alias Rummy Little Bob).—“ Well, why not tumble 


Bi 





toit? J’// fake up as your mother.” 





Footpathos! 
Op, SOMETHING LIKE A SENSIBLE SOCIETY, 

THE Society for Footpath Preservation, 
And for giving us more grounds for recreation, 
And for checking those who'd try land spoilation, 

Seems (to judge from its last meeting) energetic ; 
In a year it fought a hundred odd stiff cases— 
He encroachments upon certain open spaces— 
It deserves, therefore, to be in FUN’s good graces, 

For, if such a scheme should drop, 'twere foot-path-etic ! 


“ Bxpress.”—(SEE CARTOON.) 
“ He wot prigs wot isn’t his’p, Some there be whose strong con- 


Wen he’s cotch’d shall go to dition, 
prison,” Or exceptional position, 
So they told me in my youth ; Lets them do what others 
And I, placing simple trust in mayn’t ; 
Facts my elders chose to thrust Thus, although detected prig- 
io, ging, [ging— 
Used to think it was the _ They’re scarce even giv’n a wig- 
truth, Much less put under restraint. 


Note, by way of illustration 
Of that sort of situation, 
The “Boy Messengers” trick 


But experience keeps growing, 
And to me is slowly showing 
(As in duty bound it should) 


That the statement firstly men- tried 
tion’d By one Raikes—a brief cognomen 
Won't, however well intention’d, _ Possibly of evil omen (allied, 


Universally hold good. When with “progress” 'tis 
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“ MAMMA,” asks Master Thomas Titmus (seven next birthday, but 
qualified to contract to do all the mischief required in a large family 
of youngsters), “ when I grow up, shall I be a man?” 

“Of course you will, my darling. What makes you ask that 
question ?”’ 

‘Because Uncle Balltop has just said I am a confounded little 
monkey,” 





A PRACTICAL JOKE.—See Opposite. 


(1) Shure, ’twas on St. Pathrick’s Day that ould Mick Doolan invoited 
Patsy and Shamus O’Rorke to doine wid him and ‘‘ Drown the Shamrock ” 
afterwards. Shamus came first, and, faix! he was afther playin’ a mane 
thrick on the ould gorsoon, for the spalpane filched the mate out av the pot 
whin Mick was lookin’ out for Patsy. (2) And dropped one av Mick’s 
ould brogues in in place av it. (3) Ould Doolan’s as bloind as a bat, an’ 
he stharted troyin’ to carve the ould boot widout suspectin’ anything. 
(4) ‘‘ Begor!”’ says he, at last, ‘‘ divil a wan av me can cut through this at 
all at all! Shure, Oi’ll take a boite out av ’im, and pass him round, bhoys.” 
(5) But, begorrah ! the yelp the cratur let out av him whin he got his mouth 
stuck full av hobnails he scare the banshea ! (6) ‘‘ Be aisy wid ye!” 
says Shamus, pickin’ up the tongs ; ‘‘ shure, Oi’ll have them out in a pig’s 
whisper !”’ (7) Be jabers! as ill luck would have it, he laid hould av the 
cratur’s tongue by mistake, and thin the throubles began. (S) Shure, 
whin it was over, the bhoys thought they'd had enough of St. Pathrick s 
Day for one while. (9) Meanwhile, Patsy went home wid Shamus’ coat 
and the beefshtake in the pocket. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

WHEN doctors differ, who shall decide? Sir John Lubbock, who 
understands everything, from bees to banking, declares that Mr. 
Goechen's one pound note scheme will not work. He says people will 
be sending them through the post instead of postal orders. That is 
not unlikely, seeing that the common or garden !’.0, for £1 costs 
1}d.,and then only lasts for three months. 

Tim Healy is not a universally popular man even with his own 
countrymen ; nevertheless. the man who struck Tim in the eye while 
he had his glasses on showe:! himeelf a cowardly miscreant. See how 
these Irishmen love one another! As to their trust in each other's 
honour, the reluctance of Parnell and Maurice Healy to start first in 
throwing up their respective seats for Cork is also a striking 
lustration. The latter is apparently justified in his action. 

From the answers given in both Houses, it is to be hoped that 
the French poodle, the British bulldog and the Newfoundland 
Jand will settle their differences amicably in April. It is also to be 
desired that the Law Courts will not let the Postmaster-General inter- 
fere with the Boy Messengers. Every chance for our boys should be 
jealously guarded. 

On dit that H.B.H. is not to be allowed to sit on the Labour Com- 
mission, though he desires todo so, Why not? The working man 
would like to see him there, though probably the sweater and the 
capitalist would feel uneasy. Besides, it would be better than 
baccarat. 

Many majors having declared themselves far from senile at 
4s, the present compulsory retiring age, Mr. Stanhope stated his 
proposed intention to give the Duke of Gampbridge a discretionary 
power to retain those eligible for further service, on a sort of survival 
of the fittest principle. 

Bolly off to hatch Easter eggs at San Remo, G.O.M. to Dandee to 
study marmalade. It is now tome years since he gave farmers his 
views on jam, though he frequently stirs up Government pickles, 
Crosse and Blackwell not in it with G.O.M. 

Sir Michs nsiders railway itform orations 


angerous They ar metimes t 


The House and its Members shut up for the recess. Some 
seaward, intent on breaking or being broken by the bank at Monte 
Carlo; others to join in the last runs of the season; others yet to 
renew those terms of intimacy with their constituents which are so 
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relaxed when once the Member is in, and which become so much 
more close and cordial when the possible prospect of a general 
election is to be dealt with. 








THE Self-help Emigration Society publishes, amongst other letters 
received from emigrants they have helped to Canada, one from a man 
who inclosed £10 2s, 6d, to them, with the urgent request that his 
mother-in-law might be sent out to him. We hope the case of this 
poor fellow will be looked into, Canada is no place for hi he 
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INSULT TO INJURY. 
Bertha.—* WHAT! THAT HORRID LITTLE ALEC SANDIMAN HAD THE IMPUDENCE TO MAKE YOU AN OFFER! WHAT NEXT?” 
Clymene.—'' BUT THAT WASN'T THE WorsT OF IT, My DEAR, THE NAsty LITTLE WRETCH DIDNT PUT A STAMP ON THE 


LETTER, AND I HAD TO PAY TWOPENCE FOR IT!” 

















The Day of All Fools, You fancy each a faithful friend, Perceive—renounce—your foolishness 
| : eyte Sincere ani. true! Go to! While All Fools’ Day is here! 
{ASH youth, what hideous fiend is this They idolize the cash you spend, 
That haunts you through the night They scorn and pity you. Ye striplings who your mental powers 
And bids your tongue or fiercely hiss And when they've sunk you in distress Devote to tipster’s lore, 
_Or moan in W ild affright, ' They'll quickly disappear : Ye students who through night's dull hours 
1 hat makes your face or flushed or pale, Oh, learn—and loathe—your foolishness O’er musty volumes pore, 
Your blood now hot, now cold | While All Fools’ Day is here ! Ye maidens who, for beauty, wear 
What fiend ? A las ! the gambler’s bale, , A : The pinching dress or shoe, 
The Lust of Filthy Gold! Egregious fop, what pains you take Ye matrons who your hearths forswear 
That Fiend will work your doom, unless In proud and pompous style And virile tasks pursue, 
You quit ite noisome sphere: To emphasize each epeech you make All ye who Nature's laws transgress — 
Oh, learn—and loat he—your foolishness With oaths and curses vile, : Pray curb your mad career: - 
While All Fools’ Day is here! Some strange delusion makes you deem Admit—and quit—your foolishness 
hose words unclean, uncouth, While All Fools’ Day is here ! 
Voluptuous ependthrift, who be these With vigorous manliness to teem, y 
Gay wights with whom you pass Whereas, in sober sooth, ane 
Your days in blithe inglorious ease, They but your grovelling soul confess, THE DOWNFALL OF Monarcuy.—The 
Your nightsin sport? Alas! Your ignorance make ‘ear, Queen going to Grasse. 
Oris Metal Awarded, Realth Exhititien, Lenten. AWARDED $®VEN PRIZE MEDALS 


Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
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Write as smoothly ast'@ lead pencil. neither scratch nog spurt, 
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Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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(1) Don’? venture ¢oo near Golfers—or, whenever they cry ‘‘ Fore !” 
They may cause you to deplore, because the ball may shed your gore. 
(2) A Fortune-telling Gipsy—" Cinderella" self-designed, 
Was pounced upon, although she sinned-errella-vantly, mind. 








vid 1m ends 


(3) At the Hippodrome in Paris, there’s a ‘‘ Christian Martyr” show, 
Vhere substitutes of sausage-meat they to the lions throw. 


+) his wee, wan, wandering waifess, driven forth in sore distress, 
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‘This age of wheeling 
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a Fine bank-holidays conduce lo 
make Arry ¢ Arriel well-behaved 








(5) "Tis proposed thatfallfour surplus girls should roam across the seas, 
As soldiers, colonists and such. Now, ladies, ready, please | 
(6) America and Italy are verging on extremes, 
May warfare be averted, ‘spite all Jingoistic schemes ! 
(7) The cycling craze now daily doth pedestrians perplex, 
These wheels which bring such woes do (ps)cycle-logically vex. 
(8) Friend ’Arry and his ’Arriet were, at Highgate all serene, 
Wi | et a outin’,” this ’Arry, ‘*‘ Z/: don’t make no scene!” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—Th Book- 
(IOF™ cokaiiinaaes 


more popped 

up serenely, 

Without being a very 
strong or artistic 
production, this piece is 
quite capable of afford- 
ing ample amusement to 
audiences in general, and 
bookmakers in particu- 
lar. I should think, in 
fact, it would be more of 
a joke to bookies than 
anybody. Sometimes one 
is led to believe that it is 
better cast this time than 
it was last—sometimes 
one thinks the opposite. 
The real truth is, how- 
ever, that some of the 
parts are better played 
and some—well, let us 
be gentle, and gay, are 
“2 4 not. Mr, Paulton in the 
OG leading character is a 
ated decided improvement 
upon both his predeces- 
sors—and they were both 
particularly good, too, Mr. Paulton has, in fact, and greatly to my 
individual surprise, become a sound actor, with a sense of character 
and proportion which was not once thus, At this I remark, ‘‘ Hooray!” 
and cross out one of the sad trials from the 
long list of those which fall to the critic's lot, 
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THE GLOBB.—THE BENEVOLENT BOOKIE, AND 
THE DAMSEL IN DISTHESS, 


THE next best bit of acting, I think (and 
what I thinks I says,and what I says I sticks 
to) is Mies Violet Kaye's Lady Jessie, and I 
say “ Hoo-Raye!" once more, I never eaw 
Mies Raye before, and I may be disappointed 
with her when (or if) I see her again, but I 
consider this performance, more especially 
her “shaken " manner over her troubles in 
the second act, excellently unexaggerated 
and true. Miss Mary Ansell is a nice Sybil, 
and Miss Leslie Bell well chosen for the part 
of the adventuress, The male characters, in- 
cluding that of Lord Budleigh, now imper- 
sonated by the author, are all carefully, if 
not startlingly well played. Perhaps The 
Bovkmaker may get a bit of a run—let us 
hope so—but I can conceive a more promising 
outlook myself, 





— THE GLOBE—SYBIL 

TERRY'S (morning).—A farcical comedy, ae 
entitled, Our Doctors, was produced here —teatatively —the other 
afternoon. All that need be said is that these doctors would 
appear to be very unlikely to draw large fees. 

THE AVENUE.—A new play by Mr. Bronson Howard will always 
be Jcoked forward to with a ceitain amount of pleasurable anticipa- 
tion. Clever it is sure to be, and 
plentifully seasoned with wit, and if 
it happens to be weak in the backbone 
—as happen it has more than once— 
literary compensation is certain to be 
ours, Well, The Henrietta, with some 
faults and trivialities, isa delightfully 
clever, and—in spite of its real story 
being a terrible tragedy — amusing 
pece. It is real smart all the time— 
very often at the expense of truth, 
maybe—but still smart, and full of 
character, Every now and then one 
is pulled up with a sense of something 
incongruous, it is true. The piece is 
called a comedy, but, as I gay, its 
THE AVENUE.—THE DUDE AND His C88ence is tragedy, besides which, 





Davpy. many of its incidents are wild farce, 

—_ and if you are at all given to analysis, 

you li bave many fidgety moments during the evening. But if you'll 

ist be an ordinary playgoer, and take things as they come, there is 
every chance of your having an except ally enjoyal 
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Bouffe was given by Messrs. Van Beine and 
Lingard’s company, with the latter clever , 
gentleman and Miss Marie Dewhurst (to say Lf 
nothing of the usual supply of symmetry). / 
This was followed by plays of such standing = 
as The Village Priest, played by reasonably ial | 
good companies, and now we have “an Easter ‘}/ 
burlesque” (shades of Robson, Clarke and *% 
the rest of them! How the days of youth Wei 
return with that time honoured phrase!) 
called 7he Sleeping Beauty. In the cast lly 
of this will be found Miss Marie Faudelle 





THERE is much good acting. Mr. Lewis Waller has seldom done any- 
thing better than his portrayal of the 
cold blooded Jonas Chuzzlewit-like 
brute, “ Nicholas Vanalstyne, jun.,” 
and Mr, W. H. Vernon, as the father, / 
carries us steadily along with him, /// 
whatever panes of his rather mixed j Y) 
character 1) 
Mr. Donald Robertson’s is a character- //7% 
istic impersonation, too. Mr. J. L. My 
Shine is constantly amusing, if rather if i} 4G 
difficult to take seriously (you may /}}] Ip Sex 
think it is the same thing differently | (Wn’_43 
expressed, but it isn’t), The ladies, i} 
headed by Miss Fanny Brough as a IF he 
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THAT WIDOW AGAIN, 


y og | / | | © sort of moderated 
¢ ' - } 


Mrs. John Wood, are 
not called upon to 
exert themselves to 
any exhausting ex- 
tent, but do their 
duty with praise- 
|| i worthy devotion, 
\) TI ' 2D». Miss Florence West 
| he i contributing some 
very pretty, and 
Miss Marion Lea 
some very sparkling 
acting to the general 
sum, 





MLSS 
THe AVENUE.—BEATEN ON THE TAPE, 


P,.S.—I don’t see why they couldn’t manage without that last act 





—and yet-—— 


THE LYRIC, HAMMERSMITH.—Local playgoers have a very comfort- 


able and convenient little playhouse in this establishment, which is 
conducted on the “frequent change” principle—exactly the right 
principle, under the circumstances, according to my views—and 
giving shows of excellent quality and durable workmanship. Not so 
long ago a capital three weeks of Opera Hy PA 9) )% 
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very much en é¢vi- 
dence, and Miss 
Agnes Hewett, per- 
haps, hardly enough 
so. As for the bur- 
lesque itself, I sup- 
pose it’s all right, but 
with the shades afore 
mentioned brought 
back to my mind, I 
can't think much of 
it, of course. How- 
ever, my young man 


(who tells me all the on f : 
above, for I haven't Py f\ 
‘been there” myself) a~ |\AEA 
says he likes it, and (in he 
we | 
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the audiences seem 


much of the same THE PRINCE OF WALKS'S 
ace "E OF r. issS.— 

THE AVENUE.—Aonrs Opinion; 60, all that HIS FIRST A-PIERROT- 
SUFPERING AG'Nigs, J need say, is, that ance IN ENGLAND. 


Mr. Cordingley 





seems determined to do his best to please his patrons, and deservcs 
local support a-Cordingley. 


NCE OF WALEs's,—J ust a line, as we go to press, to say—go and 


wor rf : try. > » ™ nort rr , s >. J 
WODGEeriul dumod-so De] rmMmance f L’ Eas DZ 12g 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Cal/,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 





CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued.) 


WITH a gasp of astonishment Awlexis dropped his cigar and sank 
faintly into a chair. 

“It’s awfully kind of you, old f'ler, and—aw—all that sort of thing, 

a don’tcherknow,” he 
murmured, feebly, “ but 
I couldn’t do it, I—aw 
—wouldn’t rob you for 
the world. I wouldn't, 
you know, by Jove!” 

Mr. Poptick smiled, 
but, beyond daintily 
inserting a little 
finger in the bowl 
of his pipe, made no 
\. reply, and Awlexis, in 
’ sheer desperation, con- 
iinued— 

* Look here, old boy ; 
your daughter's a 
doocid fine girl! I— 
aw — told her so not 
half an hoursgo. But 
you—aw—mustn’t con- 
strue a few polite atten- 
tions into—aw—any- 
|| thing serious, Hang it 
i|'' ll, you know, the—aw 
i], —line must be drawn 
somewhere, don’tcher- 
know! I don’t want 
to—aw— wound feel- 

y/=s , } ings, but there’s a 
oe eg i ' difference, you know— 
ff 
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difference of rank, class 
ob and—aw—all that sort 
of thing. You're a doocid respectable old f'l’er, not the least 
doubt, and—aw—probably made a thousand or two at your—what 
d’yer call it?—profession, and—aw—keep a fine drop of brandy, 
by Jove! and—aw—man of the world and that sort of thing. But— 
aw—though I can borrow money from you—that is, if you'll lend it 
me, don’tcherknow—I—aw—can’t marry you, or your—aw—family, 
and don’t you forget it!” 

Having thus lucidly defined his position, he picked up his 
cigar, placed the lighted end between his lips, and—quickly with- 
drew it. 

Mr. Poptick, still smiling placidly, and taking a succession of 
gentle pulls at his pipe, waited for some moments in an attitude of 
expectancy ; but the stream of his companion’s oratory having evi- 
dently exhausted itself, he quietly resumed the thread of his own 
interrupted discourse, 

“Yes; you’re the very identical swell as I'm a-goin’ to marry her 
to. Directly I clapped eyes on you, my mind was madeup. ‘Here, 
says I to myself, ‘is a real genuine article, scarcely damaged, in a 
capital state of repair; in, fact, almost as good as new, and nob from 
top to toe, and for sale, I'll bet a fiver!’ Them was my thoughte, sir, 
speakin’ frankly man to man; and being still of opinion as you are 
for sale, I’m a-goin’ to buy you if it costs the last ha’penny I’ve got. 
Lor’, lor’! he continued, smilingly emitting a circling cloud of 
smoke, “ it’s a foolish thing to do, and me an out and out Radical, too. 
But, there, it’s my hobby! I always did have a weakness—a sort of 
what you might call leanin’ towards nobbism—not that it’s a 
sentiment to be proud on. If I was to utter it at my club, ‘The 
Democratic Bounders,’ they’d make mincemeat of me, an’ deck my 
portrait, what hangs over the chimley-piece, with crape.” 

He paused, regarding Awlexis with an air of complacent pro- 
prietorship. “An ornament without which no high class establish- 
ment would be complete,” he whispered, softly, as though communing 
with himself. Then, giving utterance to another wink of satisfaction, 
he added, slowly, and without raising his voice, “ Mr. Bonely-Grim- 
shank, I’m about to let you into another confidential secret. I’m 
p’r’aps a little bit better off than you think. The very mornin’ as my 
gal marries a man that I approve of, she receives two hund’ed 
thousand pound down, an’ as much more when my time comes to 
peg out. 1 might even be disposed to likewise psy any little debts as 





——————— 


her husband might have incurred, just to put things straight, and 
give the ag me a fair start.” 

Awlexis lea m his chair as though a galvanic battery had 
been applied to the small of his back. 

“Two hundred thousand down,” he repeated, amazedly, ‘“‘and—aw 
—pay any little debts!” 

“Just so,” said Mr. Poptick, smilingly. “A good article for sale 
always fetches a fair price when the purchaser has made up his 
mind to have it,” 

An air of calm, high-bred repose settled loftily upon Awlexis’ brow. 

“Mr.—aw—Poptick,” he said, haughtily, 7 Oe a plain, straight- 
forward English gentleman, don’tcherknow, and I'll —aw — if 
necessary—marry your daughter to-morrow! ” 


CHAPTER V, 
MRS. BONELY-GRIMSHANK FORESEES THE CRACK OF DOOM. 


WITHIN thedimly lighted precincts of the conservatory, Mra. Bonely- 
Grimshank sat sternly gazing into vacancy. The noiseless hands of 
a skeleton clock pointing a quarter to eight signified that fifteen 
minutes must necessarily elapse before a clarion blast from the 
brazen dinner trumpet would announce the solemn advent of that 
portentous meal, 

Suddenly, yet with a dignified composure that betrayed no surprise, 
her eye fell upon Awlexis, who, entering unobserved, had seated him- 
self listlessly in her immediate vicinity, 

“ Awlexis,” she said, coldly, “this is a favourable opportunity. I 
am desirous of having a few moments’ conversation with you alone, 
It would be an absurdity on my part to conceal from you the fact 
that a climax is at hand.” 

A slight compression of the eyeglass was his response, 

* At the same time,” she continued, “ there has been an unaccount- 
able change in your demeanour duriog the past few days, There is 
evidently something in your mind——” 

“T—-aw—wish I could say the same for my—aw—doocid pocket, 
don’tcherknow,” he interrupted, moodily, 

She rose from her chair and slowly advanced towards him, 

“ Awlexis,” she said, haughtily, extending her hand with a 
sovereign gesture of command, “enough of trifling, My determina- 
tion can be expressed in three words: You must marry!” 
(To be continued.) 


























L'INVITATION A LA VALSE. 

Mr. Jerry Buggins (the builder who is new to “saasicty,” to 
Mr. O. K. Stilton).—“ Ere, I say, mister! you an’ me seems to be out 
of it. The gals is too took up with the smart young fellers to look at us. 
S’pose we has a turn round by our twoselves? I can kick up my 'eels,” 
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IN THE PUBLIC INTEREST. 
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“ How now?’ cried Post Officiousness: ‘'‘ The Public sending a letter by hand that it may arrive without delay? Stop! It is an infringement of my 
rights: but I, mysrelf, will convey the letter.” 
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‘ There, now just learn these few rules by heart ; and then bring your letter to the nearest post of 


appointed for the purpose, and the thiug’s done," \ 
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CANNOT CLAIM A WIFE AS A 
OR TWO. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 150 


7 
4 





YOl 


IN A DAY 


SHALL BE 


HUSBAND AND WIFE 
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OR, 
KNOW WHEI 
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YOU WON'T PUT ME DOWN, SIR. 


INDEED! 
AND I DON’T 
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THE CENSUS 
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Mr, Bull—“HOW SHALL I PUT YOU DOWN, MY DEAR?” 


Mrs, Bull,—"PUT ME DOWN 


MEMBER OF THE FAMILY ; 








When I were told for 
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First Glad Fair One.—“ Now the Law great freedom to a wife allows,” 
Second Ditto.—“ She at her will throws off her marriage vows.” 


A Walt-Whit-Man-ifesto. 


{Walt Whitman, America’s very ownest 
own poet, recently gave it as his opinion 
that (“Temaning” Lord Tennyson) “is 
by common consent, poetic cream skinner 
of the age’s melody, ennui and polish.” )} 


THAT og co PY ye Whitman, 
the “ grey poet "— 
As W. is dubbed by his few 
7 =... 
8 eccentric (and t who 
him well know it). 
More proof here in Wild Walt’s 
new wheeze one discovers, 
The Veteran Vates (a strange re- 
nown winner) 
Hath hit on a tip that’s tip-top 
and tol-lol-ish— 
‘Tis that Tennyson’s Britain's 
“ poetic cream skinner 
Of modern day melody, ennwi 
and polish.” 


This bold “Open-Road”-ent, so 
loudly light-hearted, 
In spite (poor old bard !) of his 
years and his yearning— 
Has seldom, if ever, to print thus 
imparted 
A notion more comic—albeit dis- 
cerning, 
| Our Laureate, doubtless (like Walt, 
no beginner) 
Will, mayhap, not care what elee 
Fate may demolish, 
So long as Walt hails him “ poetic 
| cream skinner 
| Of modern day melody, ennui 
and polish.” 











A WRECK WE NEVER HEARD 
OFr.—A packet of pins to be lost 
on the Needles. 
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Mrs. Pettiflog on the Tea Craze. 


{ [A parcel of Ceylon tea was recently sold by auction at £10 12s, 6d per Ib. 


Wuicu I were by the nooz eo suddint took, 
That you'd ha’ felled me with an iron bar 
by the cook 
At Mre. Vivian's (w I goes to char) 
As Vivian—which I allus said as he 
Were not “all there”—had gone beyont the bound 
0" common-sense so far as buy some tea 


Which costed more nor fifteen pound a pound! 


Says Vivian's cook, “ I'll sneak a bit,” gays she, 


' “ An’ give it you, An’ tell me what you thinks, 


When you comes round next week, about the tea 
Which none but downright gentlefolkees drinks,” 
At night I lights my fire, all gay an’ brisk, 


rf And says, when Sukey boils, “ Now, I'll be bound 


This tack ‘ill make me like a lambkin frisk : 
It costed more nor fifteen pound a pound!” 


But, when I tastes that tea, I snorts an’ coughs 


An’ barks—'cos why! The rubbish makes me sick. 
' So with the stuff into the yard I hoffs 
i An’ slings it down the dust-hole mighty quick, 
. Which if Vivian—which is mad, I say— 
| Would only to my grosher around, 
He'd git a han’som’ cream-jug given away 








With better tea at fifteen pence a pound | 
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Snips and Snaps. 


i SKORCHER “site” on everybody at the club. Somebody asks him 


reprovingly why he does it. “ Because,” replies Skorcher, with fiendish 
effrontery, “ there's nothing there softer to sit upon.” 


“Can a duck swim?" Why, certainly! When they are quite 
young they are fetched alongside the rim of a pond by their parents, 
the mystery is roon elucidated by the in-duck-tive method. 


a 8 





“ SCRATCH a@ poll, and you'll find a Tartar.” These were the words 
of our own naturalist as the top joint of his right hand little finger 
down the cockatoo’s mouth was “ lost to sight, to memory dear.” 
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THE BROKEN SEAT; OR, THE HEAVY WEIGHT LOVERS 
A FARCE IN THREE ACTS. 
. Hr | 








HUBBY AND WIFEY. 
A Domestic DRAMA IN THREE ACTS, 


Time— A few years hence, 


Act I—LOVING ; OR, THE INFLUENCE OF THE CHURCH. 
Scene ina Church, Morning. MR. BROWN discovered getting 
married to M188 JONES. Dialogue according to the SOLEMNIZA- 
TION OF MATRIMONY. As the MINISTER says, “ Wives, submit 
yourself unto your own husbands,” and “ For the husband is the 
head of the wife,” Miss JONES, now Mrs. BROWN, smiles cyni- 
cally, and mutters to herself, “‘ We shall see !” 


Three or Four Months Elapse. 


Act II. — HONOURING; OR, THE INFLUENCE OF THE 
HOME. Scene in the house, Evening. MR. BROWN discovered 
reading by fire. Enter MRS. BROWN in out door clothes, 

Mz. B. (looking up from his book). Going out, dearie? Why ever 
didn’t you tell me earlier? See, I’ve taken off my boots. Never mind 
(Kicking off slippers); sha’n't be long putting them on again. 

Mrs B, I don’t want you ; I am-going out alone. 

Mr. B, Alone !|—to-night / What for? 

Mrs, What on earth has that to do with you? Why, anyone would 
think we had changed places—that you were my wife and I your 
husband! What for,indeed! I'll give you what for if you make 
much more fuss! (goestowards door), 

‘s Mk. B. My darling, I don’t wish to aprear brutal, but I really 

must forbid your going out atjthis late hoar of the evening without 

me. ; Hither I come with you, or you stay with me, 





Mrs. B, (furiously). What! you would imprisoa.me? 

Mr. B, Well, dear, I'd rather you didn’t put it . I merely 
a to keep you from leaving the house to-night by yourself, 
and—— 

Mrs, B, This is monstrous !—positively monstrous! (7wrns handle 
of door with the object of retiring, but is prevented from leaving the 
room by Mr. B., who takes her by arm and conducts her as gently as 


her own struggling will permit to armchair, into which he sits her 
ana then removes bonnet, 
Not Many Days Pass. 


Act, III—AND OBEYING; OR, THE INFLUENCE OF THE 
LAW. Scene in Court. Big wigs, little wigs, solicitors, reporters, 
public, and others, assembled together to attend in their various 
capacities to the case of BROWN v. BROWN, in which the PLAIN- 
TIFF, Mks. BROWN, secks to recover from the DEFENDANT, Mr. 
BROWN (her husband), or from the Court, the right of doing 
just exactly as she pleases in the matter of keeping or breaking 
her marriage vows. Mr. LITTLE WIG (instructed by MEssrs, 
THICKHEAD AND FATHEAD, PLAINTIFF'S solicitors, to argus 
on behalf of that lady, bringing a brilliant appeal to a close) — 

And I’m sure you, me lud, as a married man of some long standing, 
and a judge of some long sitting—if melud will excuse my humour— 
cannot but see how absurdly wrong it would be if the law forbade a 
married woman to indulge in that same freedom which was hers 
when single—freedom which allowed her to go hither and thither 
with whom and at what time she liked, and whether or not her 
mother knew she was out. I say, melud, it is a scandalous shame 
that a wife—and particularly a young and pretty wife like Mrs. 
Brown—— 

My Lorp, Hear, hear ! 

COUNSEL (Continuing): Should be expected to conform to those 
rigid rules of matrimony which appear to have been specially framed 
by the inventor of prayer-booke for her utter and absolute discom- 
fort. (Loud applause, led by My LORD.) 

COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENDANT. Melud—— 

My Lorp (shicing inkpot at Counsel's head). O, you shut up, 
you old fashioned fossil ! 

Judgment for PLAINTIFF, heavy costs for DEFENDANT, so much for 
Matrimony !—and 

CURTAIN, 








S1r GORDON CUMMING’S present opinion of baccarat is that the 
game is not worth the scanda’!, 
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MILK AND (S)CREAM. 


“ Cows give plenty of milk, Simpson ?” 
Suens (swith sarcasm).—" Well, sir, they dou’t sell it; they 


leaves me to do that.” 
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HIGH LIFE—FROM BELOW STAIRS. 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere.—* James, I don't want it to get into the 
society papers that I shall have been to Mre, Shodacre's reception 
to-night, you understand?” 

Paragraphist (in plush).—' Quite, my lady, I'il leave your lady- Ih | 
ship's name out of my pars, and ask my editor to ‘delete’ it from im 
anybody else's.” 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
4 Mr. It——hes ("" Post masterful Pranks,”’) 


You of the Raikes’ progress have heard, 

And, doubtless, you've thought Raikes absurd ; 
Well, make no mistakes, 

' I'm that G.P.O. Raikes, 

And Boy Messengers (as some averred) 

Have stirred 

My Postermasterly mind—on my word |! 


i My St. Martin's-le-Grandeur is great, 
i So this notion has made me irate, ( 
And I kicked up a row 
(Which I'm sorry for now), 
And I wish I'd not proneness to prate— c 
That's straight |— Se 
For some fancied I'd gone off my pate! Se 


The papers all for me did go— 
Said wy Aa was not comme il faut ; 
y wrath they denounced, 

f And my tricks they soon trounced, 
HF "Gad! they made me a deuce of a show, 
i! You know, 

In spite of my grand G.P.O. 


sti TOPICAL Durr. 





Glum and rum—rummily rum |! ast week.’ 





There's that Borrowing (Infants’) Bill, which, bear in mind 

Is not for your luring of yo esigned, 

But to shield silly youths from the Loan-Vulture kind— 
Who are rum (hum!) rummily rum! 


A. There's Jacoby still thinks street-music insane ; 
He’d make it all dumb. Isn’t he rum? 

B, And with “ Husband and Wife” we’ve D.T.s once again— 
A Both Jackson and chum were rummily rum! 
B. There’s the big Paris Telephone—splendid affair ! 
A, But it seems Stock-Exchangers that view do not share. 

They object to it much, for its wires they can’t “ bear” — 
B. H'sh, chum! they’re rammily rum ! 


A. Certain evening sheets grumble o’er loud rival “ pinks ”"— 
B. A hue to some deucedly rum ; 
A, But one pink—that’s the pink of politeness, methinks— 
That's not come—that’s rummily rum ! 

B. Aad nine pounds per word did Lord Tennyson get 

For that pomelet on “ Sleep” which was sleepy, you bet ; 
A, Bat unless Fun should pay for this dapper duet 
Both. A greater sum, ‘twill be rummily rum! 


ENCORE VERSE. 
A, Other topic; to date to our knowledge have come, 
Which are rum ! 
. Some are deucedly 1um! 
. Anti-Mrs. Jacksonians, with effigies glum, 
Tried to bonfire the same, 
. That was rascally rum ! 
Cae-ists Roberts and Peall nettled many a thou’. 
. Billiard champions and bruisers make vast fortuncs now. 
. And six thou’ Gladys Know1]:3 his just sworn Hymen's vow 
oth, With that nice little sum—which old Duncan thinks rum! 
[ Erewnt till further notice, 


B 
A 
PB 
A 
B 
B 








“WHEN, gentlemen,” ejaculated the |taproom tragedian, in an 
auto-biographical outburst, ‘I first played Othello at the Theatre 
Royal, Toad-in-the-Hole, when it came to my great scene where I 
| fling Iago to the ground, the whole pit rose at me like one man— 

wa > one man, gentlemen!” “Iam only speaking from memory,” softly 
g murmured the apostle of truth, “ but wouldn’t three men and a boy 

G. be nearer the mark?” 











RIGHTS. 


Oissy.—“ Oh, please, papa, I've knocked my shuttlccock over next door’s garden 


r A, Of a lot of affairs that we meet with to-day, | wall, and the little boy won't give it me back.” 
hk There are some rum—deucedly rum | Papa,—“ Indeed ! but I didn’t know you had a shuttlecock.” 
B, Well, many a topic appears, I must say, Cusy.—‘ Oh, yes,papa ; the little boy next door knocked it over into our garden 
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Turf Cuttings. | (i) M™ Pettikote Rool-“Pooh' most redicutous 


To THE EDITOR | discussion ra | 





or “Fun.” this in | 
Srr, — There's a the 
something quite i 
sublime about the | fey ~ “17 

whirligig of time! Retrny 
No matter though | “fro ZY, 
you laugh or cry, | P°>° 4 = 

in steady flow it | the [ > 
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asses by, with 5 
Pot and unaltered Jack 
(though you 
would have it lag 
—or race). Ua- as to 
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heeding how we |) pref 
dread or yearn, it | “emer f a. Nae = 
brings us each a man's 

event in turn; to he master wm his own house or nok’ 
things loom, arrive, 


pass on, lose shape, 
like notes upon the 
ticking tape, vouch- 
safing no attention 
to whatever we 
may say ordo, In 
this inexorable 
way, it seems super- 
fluous to say, it’s 
brought once more, 
it will be found, 
the City and 
Suburban round, 






if { on, 








and once again 7 ZA| “ae ayy byl! 
you've in your grip. (4) : Cee || Zoe Gz NN f (" Md 
My CITY AND | , et 
SUBURBAN TIP. Any unpertinence on her part, or mtrusion 


I WOULD ask your on m rivacy when L am busy’ 
kind eitentton to 7 r 7 7 
= — I now 
will spea 

Which I think 
you'll find suffi- 
ciently repaying 
it, 

For a cleverer va- 
ticinator vainly 

though, ite 

ough, it’s - 
sible J oughta’ 
to be saying it, 

But my equal in Hi i cfh 
foretelling what || iA Ta Ly a Dh 
is coming by- iis > RED OF 
and-by ) 

No Oriental con- (6.) 
jurer in turban is, 

And if there's any 
race that’s extra- ea ] 3 





; Knew L was looking: over you, did you +f Onty Jolting,; 
u?!Soam L tokin you miserable litte Ape : My humour takes 










~1.(2\ “Goa! Il ga 
and let ‘em Know m 

Opsnron about it! 

Here gpes= 








Ken in and Knows her place and both 


by Sheic Law f *. fears and reSpects me 
aa a “a Come thats to the point 
L thinks '* 






Wout] he rewarded as she well Knows, by Severe cor- “ 
oe" es 


Poral unish m —— pa —_ 
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MPR. Suddenly "Ahem : 
Would tt indeed Sur oe 








. There ‘ there's Shick Law ‘for you ' 
Out you go ‘And think prurself lucky 


favourable, why, a practical form,as you shall find hefore lim done with you |" te ger off 80 eaty |" 


You bet your boots 





the City and ANOTHER TYRANT OVERTHROWN. 


Suburban is, 





80 come, my noble sportsmen, and exploit your little hoard, 
y Rosebery a “ pretty creetur ”—bless her !—is ; 

There's something to be done, I rather fancy, with Le Nord, 
And it's clever Mr, Abington’s Confessor is ; 

You will look upon Sainfoin, perhaps, with biliousness and gloom, 
(Till you take a pill Taraxacam-podophyllous) 

If you back L’Abbesse de Jouarre you will rush upon your doom, 
And there’s nothing very special in Theophilus. 


Lord George is overweighted, but he mustn't be despised, 
Then Vasistas there of promise is a gleam about, 

The claims of L’Abbe Morin should be also recognized 
And Réve D’Or's the very sort of thing to dream about, 

That Nunthorpe is an.animal I fancy very much, 
And Carfew I should like to have a bit upon, 

But though Shall We Remember has a very likely touch, 
Bleas you! Workington’s the animal J’é git upon. 


Yes, Mr. Fun, I'd have you know, that that is absolutely so, and, if 
80 be as you've a plan, to place a bit, why, I’m your man, Butif you 





want to do the trick along with me you must bs qaick ; for, now the 
holidays are done, I mean to take a little run, and spend a quantity 
of pelf in trying to enjoy myself. The London weather, don’t you 
see, is too industrious for me, with rain and wind, and snow and 
sleet, and ructions when “ depressions" meet, and hail and storms it's 
never still, and makes me absolutely ill. So, now the holidays are 
o'er, and crowds no longer crush and bore, and racing matters take a 
lull, which some of us consider dall, to take a journey I intend—to 
Monte Car!o or Southend, to Norway or to Raseia, say, or where the 
“ Roaring Forties” play—that I may revel in the balm of airs com- 
tively calm. So, tra-la-la, my dearest friend, I'll write to re 
i ies--are-Sidafliend ; or,—well, that point we won't discuss, I’m 
always yours, TROPHONIUB, 


Since the gathering of creditors, the appointment of an official 
receiver, and all the outward and visible signs of an inward and 
spiritual evaporation of the needful, young Livewite has cooled off old 
Muggeridge’s red-haired girl He says, “All the gilt is off the 
ginger-bred.” 





SZ” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay Jor Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a samped and directed envelope, 
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PRETTY INNOCENT! 
Modest Mahlstickh.—"“ Ou! I CAN'T EXPECT TO GET ON THE LINE—SPACE IS 8O LIMITED, YoU KNOW! 
Sympathetic Sara —“ BUT, IF THERE ISN'T ROOM ON ONE LINE, WHY DONT THEY PUT ANOTHER HIGHER UP, OR SOMETHING ? 

Corp's CHEAP ENOUGH!” 


+] 





The Census.—(SEE CAkTOON.) For they have to answer there Hardy ; “ Four Ale” has some strong charac- 
Lar us trust that there may flow (Juestions thatinvolve much knowlelge teristic figures | by _Frank Brangwyn; “A 
Gor d results to re om yense us Ab ut matters which they ne'er Little Royalist,” G.S, Knowles, and “ Winter 

[41 imbibe at school or colleg». Fuel,” A. E. Proctor, are well worthy of men- 


For the pains we undergo . 
From the scrutinizing Census, Sometimes, too, upon my life, 
It might pose an Anglo-Saxon, 


tion. One of the most remarkable works in 
° ’ . ‘ ‘ ” 
the vallery is“ The House with Seven Gables, 


Bome don’t like their ages known, How he should describe his wife— by Nelson Daweon, who also has another pic- 
Some keep dark their occupation : Siace the case of Mr. Jackson ture, ‘ Cheerily, Ladg.,”’ Many-good pictures 
This one would his name disown, acini Ril. sila at moderate prices are to be found at these 
That would fain deny his nation. Picture Shows. galleries, 
Others, thouvh, no doubt there be THE Royal Society of British Artists, Of ies Dela: Metdtae tian. Med hes: 4/2, 
Who desire no such concealing, the tive hundred and forty-seven works, there 7s | eae o aii 
And tell truth accordingly, are many that are good and very many that T Lis : 
Ev'ry needed fact revealing. are highly interesting. The true character of A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
Yet must oft these worthy men, * Jingle” is well given by W. H. Pike; “A BY A LADY OF TITLE, 
Wish that they could be escayx rs Itunting Story” is dexterously drawn and FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY KYD. 
From the task before then, when cleverly painted by A. W. Strutt; “Snake - 
Filling up the Census pape:s. Cnarmers” is a powerful picture by Dudley DALZIEL BROTHERS, 1s 3 Fk leet St., London, EF C. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Why should a man + wife have 
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Slrap shoes tWhile_slochings. * 
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“The Chins are rising again? 






7a, 


 Y he Cabby asi —— Nas ) | 
iy) The slreel-rinker fiend. and the slike demon. wy 





(1) A Cay tain’s gallant daughter on bold burglars bravely seized (5) To tempt a youthful servant-girl to take your petty cash 
Holding on till of her capture by the bobbies she was eased. Is searce the thing, and soon the tempter found he had been rash. 
(2) ‘Separation now made easy” is the Lex’s new decree ; (6) The rising of the Chins is quite alarming, many think ; 
So, anon, ’twixt married couples partings like to this we'll sew! And yet many muraur “‘ Chin-chin” still whene'er they take a drink. 
(°) A moaning Mitcham pauper, who to fairly work declined, (7) Hush, hush, hush! for, lo! here comes the Street-Kink Fiend ! 
Groke sashes up, and then felt sash-iated in his mind ! Why should this precious pavement-pest from justice now be screened | 
Good old strap-shoes and white stockings will again be ime il faut (* Ah, me | now even cabby doth for mutiny prepare |! 
ts t nos Hi ng fr Strikemania, aud says (Capital n-fare 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


oe & $*c 7 —INDIVIDUALS sha 
PENCE WAS 5 : 
EZ : 
is a strong argument in favour of 


te in their French 
/ e, : 4 } 
/ ‘ * : 
the peacemaker whose standing 


motto is, “ Let’s have no words,” and a 
confirmation of the assertion that 
language is only useful to hide one’s 
meaning. The ease with which one 
follows the story as-delivered by these 


3 find no difficulty in 
= » following the 
minutest detail of the story in the 


latest importation from the gay 
city of Paris. L’ Enfant Prodigue 


THE PRINCE OF WALES 8S. 
QUEL LUT(H)IN! 
(French joke). 


clever pantomimists 
is deliciously refresh- 
ing, and imparts a 
glowing feeling of ° 
self - satisfaction to 
the bosom of — 
spectator — he feels ) he ‘ 
that he is a very -_ got 
clever fellow to . 

understand it all 60 Goixc To THR “BAD” WITH THE WASHERWOMAN. 


clearly, and experi- (This is a German joke, “Bad—batb,” you know. 
ences all the exulta- Don't you admire our cosmopolitanity ? *) 
tion of a person facing 


a continuous flow of conundrums, and guessing them correctly every 
time. We can recommend this play to the deaf and dumb—and even 
to the blind, for the music is nearly as expressive as the action. 
Though, of course, each gives strength to the other, and it is the 
clever combination which secures the triumphant result. 


WHETHER the interest in the thing isn’t too merely artistic for 
the general public in these favoured isles, was the thought in what 
I am (more or less) pleased to call my brain as I mentally canvassed 
its chance of achieving a success other than oneof “estimation.” But 
its novelty is in favour of it, and as ite success as an afternoon per- 
formance was to be the signal for its transference into the evening 

) —% AY bill (an unnecessarily severe 
>, eee ordeal, 7 think, for it is much 
by \ more of a night piece than a 
day piece); and as into the 
evening bill (I am told) it is to 
go, I suppose further specula- 
tion on the point may be relin- 
quished, It certainly should be 
seen by “all London.” Both in 
its humour and natural pathos 
it is simply perfect in its way. 


THE careful acting such a 
piece demands is very amply 
supplied by Mile. Jane May 
(whose youthful youth is ad- 
mirable in every turn of it), 
Mdme. Schmidt and M. Courtés 
(the masterly acting of these 
two at the opening of the third 
act caused many a one to 
violently blow his nose, glue 
his eyes to his opera glass, or 








= oes ape = ——~ 


T. R. CHRLSKA BARRACKS.—Potuy Hop. Jet the tear undisguisedly flow 


down his bearded cheek), M. L. 
Gouget, with his ludicrously 
funny Baron, Mile. Zanfretta (though it is difficult to detach one's 
mind from the ballet associations of this lady), and M. Jean Arcueil. 


KINS TAKEN ON THE HOP. 


T. R. Currsea BARRACKS.—At a time when countries, almost 


go} est | 





without exception, are looking to their armaments with vigorous and 
active hee it is satisfactory to find our Brigade of Guards adding 
to their equipment the effective offensive weapon —the Amateur 
Burlesque company. Swords 
and bayonets may bend at 
critical moments, cartridges 
may “jam,” and Nordenfeldts 
may burst, but the effect of an 
amateur burlesque company is 
deadly and undeviating. It 
should be gratifying to our 
national pride, moreover, to 
observe with what excellent 
precision the weapon is used, 
The members of the Guards 
Corps (by which I mean the 
dramatic corps, of course) are 
of an observant habit, and 
something more than remini- 
scences of popular stage favour- 
ites are perceptible in more 
than one instance. However, 
here are good and bad imita- 
tions of models, and these are 


























T. R. CHELSEA BAR- 
RACKS. — MAJOR 
AND (U NDER)- 
MINER. 


good, Major 
Ricardo has a 
pleasant, taking 
style, which only 
needs a little arro- 
gance of bearing 
to be quite professional. Lieut. Nugent’s press-man was just like 
the real article, and his style reminded one of Arthur Roberts with 
the hinges unoiled (J know what I mean if you don’t!). Lieut. 
Macdonald very successfully reproduced the “coster-villain” of the 
regular burlesque stage, and the supers’ “ drill” was excellent. There 
was nothing very striking about the performances of the ladies 
(beyond the attraction of their “gentlehood’’) except their dancing, 
in which they showed some ekill and much grace. Corporal Christian 
deserved to take the hot-cross Chelsea bun for his Good Friday. It 
was all very clever and merry and complete, and a delightful “social” 
function, though, in spite of the dear old hysterical D. 7., 1 have— 
really—seen almost—I had nearly said quite—in fact, I will say quite 
—as good things on the regular, regular, right-down real stage. 


FRIDAY—A FAST DAY. 


COVENT GARDEN.—Dear, dear! How time flies. We've scarcely 
seen the end of the pantomimes, when here we have the opera again ! 
There was not so much “ pressure on the space” as there might have 
been on the opening night, but those who were present had a treat in 
Mile. Giulia Ravogli’s Orfeo, 
which they, seemingly, appre- 
ciated. This lady’s grace of 
posture is almost as good as her 
singing, which regularly teems 
with expression. Faust, with 
all the Harrissian effects, on the 
Tuesday introduced a couple of 
débutantes. A Mile. Eames— 
much liked in Paris, I’m told, 
and just the sort to be much 
liked here—and Mile, Guercia, 
a sweetly plump Siebe]. Car- 
men, Lohengrin (splendidly 
cast), and “repeats” of these 
are announced to follow on. 
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St. JAMEs's HALL — The Mi jay, es utr He “| 
sixth of Mr. Kirwan's Dramatic (17/7 "4" — z 
Recitals, given in the pleasantly act an teen ae a = Sore & 
fitted up Prince’s Room here, avoc1i-aTIon. 
showed the reciter in good 
form. Grave or gay, Mr. Kirwan is equal to any occasion apparently, 
and a selection including specimens of Walt, Whitman, Charles 
Lever, Lord Tennyson, W. 8. Gilbert, Mark Twain, J. D. Reid, Charles 
Dickens, George Lorin, and—whoever wrote “ Mr. Sackbutt’s Costume” 
—taxed his versatility, but certainly not the patience of his audience. 
NESTOR. 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” *“ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 


CHAPTER V.—(Continued.) 


He shifted uneasily in his seat. 

“ Yes, you must marry,” she repeated, still more emphatically. “It 
is a duty you owe to society, your blood, and, I regret to add, your— 
or, to speak more 
correctly—our 
creditors.” 

Awlexis shifted 
still more uneasily, 
and  contempla- 
tively eyed the spot- 
less virginity of his 
well starched cuff. 

“ When I think,” 
continued his 
mother, loftilr, 
apostrophizing no- 
thing in particular, 
“of the position in 
which we are at 
present placed, | 
absolutely dread 
taking my custo- 
mary promenade 
throug: the po- 
trait yallery. The 
sternly reproachful 
glances of our re- 
vered ancestor?, 
seem to imply some- 
thing derogatory — 
something un- 
Bonely-Grinm- 
shanky, as it weie 
—in my presence, 
That they are per- 
fectly acquainted 
with our present disgraceful difficulties, 1 do not for one moment 
presume to doubt; and, if they have not already turned in their 
graves, it is merely because they consider such movement would be an 
act of reprehensible vulgarity unworthy the traditions of our race. 
Do you know what Sharker told me this morning?” _ 

(Sharker was the confidential family solicitor ; senior partner in 
the fine old crusted firm of Sharker, Toothley and Gripp.) __ 

Awlexis shook his head. It wasasin he very rarely committed— 
knowing anything. 

“That for the last two years we have been living entirely upon the 
produce of the hot-houses at Ghoulsmere. This produce, as you are 
aware, is sent up to Covent Garden for sale, and is absolutely all we 
have to depend on. Land has depreciated so much in value that 
the rent-roll of the estate does not suffice to pay the interest on the 
mortgage; and Ghoulemere is mortgaged up to its last flower-pot. 
Other outstanding creditors, he likewise informs me, begin to grow 
clamorous. What,” she added, darkly, “your paternal ancestor, 
Spoofley de Grimshank, who was a celebrated knight-errant during 
the reign of Richard I., would have done under the circumstances, 16 
very simple—but I need not refer to that now. Your duty is plain, 
easy, and natural. Merely select the rickest and best bred heiress in 
the country, and marry her off-hand.” re) 

Awlexis ventured to raise his eyes. ‘“I—aw—have no objection to 
marriage, don’tcherknow ; but——,” and he paused blankly. 

“You have, I suppose,” resumed his mother calmly, ‘‘ compromised 
yourself with an actress, or an opera singer, or something of that de- 
scription. Your ancestor, Lothario Bonely-Grimshank, the brightest 
ornament of the court of Charles II., always had six or seven of these 
little affairs on hand. However, that is a matter of no moment. 
Such cases always resolve themselves into a mere question of price, 
and may be dismissed as unworthy serious consideration. I see no 
reason, therefore, why I should conceal from you the fact that I have 

y selected a bride—one, I may add, almost worthy of being 
grafted upon our exclusive stock. Lady Clarissa Mouldworm, second 
daughter of the Duke of Windingsheet, possesses a vast fortune in 


her own right; while her birth and blood rank second only to our 
own,” 








it ali faltered Awlexis, in dismay, “ she’s forty 
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if she’s a day! Lost all her doosid teeth ; and—aw—squints like the 
very what’s-his-name, don'tcherknow |" 

“Teeth!” repeated his mother, in accents of withering scorn— 
“teeth ! and squints! She isa Mouldworm, and can afford to dispense 
with what the vulgar herd might deem necessities,” 

Awlexis rose and paced hurriedly to and fro. Then, makiog a 
supreme effort, he swallowed his nervousness and faced his mother. 

‘‘ Aw—madam,” he said, slowly, “I ought perhaps to have—aw— 
confided in you earlier; but the doosid truth is, I am already—aw— 
pledged to a lady who possesses ample fortune and—aw—— ” 

‘‘ Blood, of course,” interrupted his mother, quickly. 

“ Of course,” he echoed, doubtfully. “That is—aw—confound it, 
don tcherknow,” gulping something down and permitting his words 
to slip out with great rapidity—‘ splendid girl—love her doosidly— 
worth ‘bout half a million—half down in cash—remainder when 
father dies—father—aw—'fernally respectable old boy—tradesman— 
point of fact—pawnbroker |! ” 

He pulled up with a sudden jerk, and despite his haughty courage, 
felt his shirt-front becoming limper and limper. 

A dreadful stillness followed, Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank stoo1 
stonily confronting her son, haviog apparently forgotten to continue 
the necessary, if somewhat commonplace, habit of breathing. Then 
a one tremor ran through her motionless form, and her lips slowly 
opened. 

‘‘ A—a what?” she asked, with a curious rigidity in her voice and 
a convulsive stiffening of the facial muscles, “‘A—did you say pawn- 
broker?” 

Awlexis noded sulkily. 

Swift as au equatorial tornado, the lowering thunder clouds cf 
wrath swept across her brow; but at the same moment, a loud ard 
prolonged trumpet blast rang through the echoing rooms, and Mr. 
Bonely-Grimshank the elder appeared in the doorway, the silken 
hangings being drawn aside bya brace of chastely plumaged footmen, 

“T think, my dear,” he said, with a deferential cough, ‘I think that 
was the dinner trumpet.” 

Mrs Bonely-Grimsbank glanced haughtily around. Then, in an 
awfal voice, as with measured tread and lofty mien she turned to- 
wards the dining room, she replied— 

“You are wrong. It imports an event of far deeper significance, 
It foretells the crack of doom!” 

(70 be continued.) 








THE cemetery in which most of us are, buried.—Oblivion ! 


———— — = — 






, 
; 
bahs y y 
© > 4 Be 
~ 7 7, 
s | ‘ 4°74 
} f 
4 
\ Yi, 1, 
if 
/ f, 
‘ y 
4 
Hh _ 4 
y, ) 


ay - 





- - 
— 
wes ge . 
Fe 
Re i PS 
r = i 






- 





—— 3 i 


Fmt > 


A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE IS A DANGEROUS THING. 


Vicar.—“‘ And I think our new church will surprise you, Mrv. 


Wagstaff ; there will be a great nave in it— wa j 
Ancient Parishioner (interrupting knowingly).—* Not a bit of it, 
Mr. Vicar. I think you and me knows who that'll be! 
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AN ADVANTAGE OF SOCIALISM. 
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“The spirit of Socialism tends towards the extinction of the individual” (of course it depends upon who the individual is. If he’s an agitator, the 
tendency is not quite the same). We had a horrid dream on the subject. We dreamed that Socialism was an established fact ; and we went to visit a talented 
literary friend who lived under its sway. The top of his cranium was fixed on with sticking plaster, and had a weight on it to keep it down. ‘ Matter?” 
said he; ‘‘oh, nothing. The authorities found I bad more brain than other people—all men must be equal under Socialism—so they just removed the top of 
my head and took out an ounce or two,” 







NSS Vs Aa . ‘ ZA A/ ty | y ie NN foi ~ f | \ : V7 
; / ries up ’ o/ j ij , A 7 - - j at) —s , ~ q y 

i : is / . f f 7) wilh \ * : \s , j NY / J “3 ‘s . : Nb } 
: / | V/, / { \ . \ NN : b ; f 258° 


f 


a a 


Soon after we saw him again. ‘' Congratulate me, old boy,” said he; ‘I've won a prize for an essay!” ‘' Ha!” we said; ** best~essay in the competi- 
tion, eh?” ‘* Best /” he exclaimed. ‘‘No! Heaven forbid! that would be contrary to Socialistic principles. They gave me the prize oon dh my pain tra 
exactly as good as all the best—in fact, word for word.” 
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[ See Cartoon Verses, p. 160, 
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THE DOG! 


Mrs. Smart (visiter).—“ Huw solemn Rover louse, Harry ; I wonder what he’s thinking about?” 





casts. And a grunting greybeard 
from the city, plethoric and red- 
faced, with gold-gorged veins that 
would be all the easier for a poor 
artist’s tapping, could the;patient 
but be brought to consent ito such 
an operation. 

Scum. Alack ! 

Stra. And when these and 
many like them ha’ filtered through 
the studio, and left their mud on 
your borrowed carpet and their 
venomed darts i’ your smarting 
boerom, will come a cross-eyed, croy- 
eared varlet o’ tte pen to mock 
your agony. 

Scum. Ah! 

StrA. And dissect y’ with Lis 
scolpel, the while y’ blindly submit, 
not knowing that thegalla’ speweth 
is but printers’ ink, and the ill 
word a’ may give y’ is as powerlers 
to make or mar reputation es tle 
| cast tooth of a cobra to envenom 
| and slay. And that had y’ but 
| courage to kick him, a’ wculd s0 
| love, and reverence,and bow down 
before y’ as must be proved to be 
believed |! 

scum. Why, I will evcn prove 
it. So, even take this! this! this! 
and—— 

StrA. I pray your honour to be 
at no more exertion upon my 





Harry —“ Oh, he knows a lot of things, be does, but he never tells nothing. Perhaps he’s thinking account. 


about the time he saw pa kissing you at the garden gate,” 


—_——— 


Scum. Nay,I joy in the exercise. 
= This! this! and this! 








OOLLOQUIBS OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 54.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND PAINTER. 


SCUMBELIUS DAUBIUS, an Overweening Artist ; SQUINTILIUS 
STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage. 


SCUMBELIUS. Pray, your honour, walk ip. Your honour’s honour- 
able condescension overwhelms me, I have visitors, as your worship 
sces, and not one of them more unexpected than yourself. Odds 
sudden surprises ! 

STRABISMUS, Yet this is Show Sunday ! 

Scum. To the hireling such may be. But as I am discovered at 
this moment, even so am I the whole year round, Objects of art sur- 
round me, the odour of blossoms delighteth the nostrils; draperies 
are tastefully disposed in hanging festoons, and Orange Pekoe with 
baked roseleaves will be dispersed gratis to all comers. 

Stra, Why, I joy in your good estate! Time was when I smudged 
can vas—odds tin tubes and hogs’hair brushes !—and dined on a plate 
of meat cooked by the porter’s wife, and drank infusion of hedge- 
tops from a blue mug—odds Margate memorials !—and toasted muffins 
on the maulstick-end. And come Show Sunday, I would riee at six o’ 
the dial to sweep the floor, and bang up the Persian rugs that were 
made i’ Manchester and hired me cheap by the old Jew broker, 
and set out the potted plants I bad raped from the little 
glaes conservatory that at home my mother pridefully tended, much 
to the good soul's sorrow. And battened on a hard egg and a biscuit, 
with a bottle o’ soda water, that the smell of brutal beefsteaks and 
carnal chops might not defile the place when noses of patrician 
— ite atmosphere should come to be snuffing. 

3cUM. Tishoo! Ay, I thought 'twas coming! 

Stra, And my little works of art—odds chops and changes! How 
I would besetting the best and biggest i’ the light’s eye, and disposing 
the faulty at the end of vistas artfully arranged. And I would have 
a little penny washing book i' my pocket, with the title of each 
therein set down, and the prices. And when I rose i’ the morning to 
light and hope, 1 would clap on a fipuonote; but as the fateful morn 
wore out and buyers came not, I would lower and lower, with my 

heart weeping tears of blood. 

Scum. Heigho! 

StTRA. But with the first knock o' the door-panel, my self-conceit 
would rise from her dust bath, and shake her thick hide and her long 
ears, and be herself again. ‘Twould be a mother o’ Britons in velvet 
and feathers, with a bilious glare for all that was unclad, and a blank 
erent stare for all else. And a maid or two—odds feather 


boas and perky hats !—that would giggle, belike, and cry, ‘Sweet! "’ 
and “Pretty!” to a portrait of the Devil, may be. And younger 
branches galore, both male and female, with sticky thumbs for 


smouching wet canvas, and restless legs for kicking holes i' plaster 


a, a 


STRA. Even so, Satanas was 
hurled as a star from heaven. And I sit meona “Salve” mat and 
cry for balm to heal my bruises. Hast plucked my collar up by the 
roots, thou unchristian dog? May thou and thy seed for ever hang i’ 
the Royal Academy! Vale! Fare y’ well! 














THE MODERN RESTAURANT, 


‘Man wants but little here below 
But likes that little good 
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Picture Shows. 


THE French Gal- 
lery. Messrs, Wallis 
in have an ex- 
cellent collection of zz 
ictures by artists EZ Zu 
Mf the Continental >= os 2 
Schools. Amongst ‘Tg 
the more attractive 
are the two by Josef 
Israels, ‘The Sick 
Wife” and “Old 
and Worn.” There 
is a sweet example 
of Corot, ‘La 
Pécheur.” Two by 
Holmberg, “The 
Virtuoso at Home” 
and “In the 
Sacristy,” Heffner’s 
landscapes, “‘ On the 
Norfolk Broads,” 
are amongst the 
most important 
works in this de- 
lightful little 
gallery. 

At the Goupil 
Galleries, New Bond 
Street,thereisafine | 
collection of the | 
works of Diaz. The y 
flower pictures are | “= 
gorgeous masses of \ -— 4 
colour. The land- | ie 
scapes are of the | 
“orand” order. | 
Perhaps the finest | 












of all is a storm 
picture, called 
 T’Orage.”—At the 
Fine Art Society's 
Rooms the public 
still flock to see the 
Charles Keene 
drawings, of which 
eo much has been 
written and said, | — intiamavinaaniit —— 
How highly they 
are appreciated is shown by the large number already marked “ Sold.” 
The New English Art Club, The sixth annual exhibition is not 
equal to some that have been held before, which is easily accounted 
for by the fact that the strongest men send their most important work 
elsewhere; but, altogether, there is much to admire in the collection. 


























IN DARKEST ENGLAND. 
Charlie,—“‘ Never met such an ignorant lot! 
anything but poetry, or books, or electricity, or railway organization, 
or tariffa, or stupid nonsense like that. Why, when I told them about 
the latest Pelican ramp they didn’t understand half I said ; and, I 
say, they none of them ever heard of Sylvia Grey!” 


Can't talk about 
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OUT OF DATE. 


‘You say I'm too indolent, Doctor. What would you recommend me to do—wh it profession, eh!" 
The Doctor.‘ Well, why not turn your attention to the duties of domestic life—men appreciate that!" 
“Yes; I know. But it’s so awfully feminine! ” 
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New Leaves, 


IT is impossible for us to enumerate all the charms of St. Nicholas ; 
but we may meation one, “The Little Foot-Page,” another, “The 
Merry Thought,” and a delightful letter of W. M. Thackeray's ia 
‘My Autograph Book.” — Scribner's starts off with a surprising article 
on “Ocean Passenger Travel”; follows on with “ A Kangaroo Hunt,’ 
and a speculatively searchinginqairy as to “‘ What is Righthandedness” 
is amongst what is left —7he Cosmopolitan, besides treating on “The 
Eldest of the Arts’ with characteristic illustrations, gives equal 
honour to the artistic ‘‘ Master of Genre” (Meissonier) with several 
spirited specimens of his mastery. The number has a mass of other 
specially attractive material—The most prominent feature in 7he 
Knglish Illustrated is“ William James Linton,” engraver, poet and 
political writer, with a fine portrait of this remarkably talented man. 
Then there is“ Harrow School,” “The True History of the Koh-i-nur,” 
also the uncanny ‘' Witch of Prague.”—Some very fine prints are to 
b2 found in the piges of The Salon.—There is a singular mixture of 
good, bad and indiffsrent in the picture part of Zllustrations, Many 
could not well be better, many could not well be worse; but it is 
improving.—There is a marked superiority in the art portion of the 
Religious Tract Society's serials. The Boy's Own Paper particular! 
has a fine reproduction in colours of Laidlay's grand pictare, “ Gill 
the Outlaw.” The Sunday at Home, too, has a bright coloured frontis- 
piece from a picture by Grace.—7he Young Man gives portraits of 
that talented and much belauded “young man,” Rudyard Kipling, 
and other worthy young men,— Besides its more prominent p.porr, 
some very interesting matter about Thackeray will be found “ At the 
Sign of the Ship” in Longuan's-—-Houssheld Words is always 
and plentiful—The present number of The Hirly Haglish Musical 
Magazine has several pieces of choice old music and old verse, Per- 
haps the most curious and most amusing is the “Old Noah” transla- 
tion from the German,—The Ladder is of recent erection. Public 
affairs, literature, science and art are the “rungs” by which it means 
climbing to success. 7'he Road isastill newer venture, riding, driving 
and coaching being ite specialities for spinning the wheel of fortune, 
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She.—“ It must be so funny to have a moustache 012 one’s upper 
I should like to know what it feels like.” 

He—“If you'll step into the conservatory I shall be hij py to 
show you.” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tips FOR TOPICAL BONGS,) 
THE SHOWMAN'S SOLO. 

WALK up! walk up! and be in time! 

Yus! be in time to year a tale— 
A tale of woe—a tale of crime— 

‘That's bound to turn your chivvies pale ! 
Come, tlien, wal-kup ’ No hextry charge, 

And you shall year wot sad mishap 
Be-fel a show cove (jest at large)— 

All through that Monty Willums chap ! 

CHORUS. 
Hi! bil Wal-kup! wal-kup! Il):aw near, 
And you shall year wot you shel. year! 
As how this beak— 
For many a week— 

Was down upon a showman, 
(Which, never mind his cognomen.) 
He tined him frequent—did that Beak so low— 
for merely of a running of a penny show | 
Acos be said “ Wal-kup! wal-kup / 

We just a-goin’ for to begin!" 
Tbat “ Monty” filled that show bloke's cup— 

With sorrer (wot's far wuss than gin)— 
They run him in once, they run bim in twice— 

Trey run him in thrice with summonses strc ng— 
And fined him heavy! Ain't t/at not nice 

In this land of the free? So ‘ence this song. 

Hi! hi! wal-kup, etc 
TOPICAL DURT. 
Jumping for Joy! 


¥ . good many toy s to hand, of a kind 











B. Yes; ere you've gone far in this ditty, you'll find, 


You'll nearly jamp out of your skin for joy! 
A. There’s the rollicking Randolph, the blatant, but brave, 
With an armed expedition is crossing the wave. 
Both, And the fact that you mustn’t on Sundays now shave, 
All should make you jump out of your skin for joy! 


A, That Toole has returned to our land all serene, 
Should make you jump out of your skin for joy! 
B. And that the Sage Tyndall much better has been, 
Should set us (and him) all a-jumping for joy ! 
A, That Jacoby's Busker-gag Bill is non est— 
That the Bishop of Chester’s got ‘‘cane”’ on the ches:— 
RB. And that cabby’s on strike and treats fares as a jest, 
Both, Should make some jump out of their skin for joy ! 


A, That Raikes is again on the job, well and fit, 
Should make London leap from its skin for joy ! 
B, That no type-written notes he'll as letters admit, 
Makes ty; e-writers throw off their skin for joy! 
A, That Lady F, Dixie has vowed to adopt 
The boy-hero who never from cuty off hopped ; 
B, And that Justice on dealers in babies has dropped, 
Makes FUN quite jump out of his skin for jr y |! 
| Exv2unt to do ditto, 








Happy ICELANDERS,—This wiater has been the mildest they’ve 
ever experienced: not a flake of snow or touch of frost; and, the 
beauty of it is, they can look forward. to the Spring without fear or 
trembling—their Springs are always boiling. 








‘AN APRIL SHOWER.” 
ONE WILL RECEIVE THE ROYAL HUMANE SOCIETY'S 
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ine wiht tan iii LAW versus LIQUOR, 
[n an action adyjucicated on ina Scotch Court respecting alleged wrongful dismissal for intocication, the Sheriff refused to take the evidence of ce “tain 
. y > ‘ we oe . ’ j . wt é( 
witnesses, teetotalers, declaring that, as su h, their evidence would b2 unreliable a 
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Se. uhen Weedrappie 
GAS his Pret brief, he resolved purpos : if? 
‘. 7C C 
not 16 lose his case Trough Ne vwisiléd his wihnesses daily ar the cf 
anything of? This sord7. ; 
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And on the eventful day, Mey were eAnd on making « profesT, was acfoally 











ina most reliable condition, Ne also was thoroughly fit: removed and fined for Contempt of Court ! 
THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. home as quickly as possible ; and if they must stop a night or two 
"MID pleasures and palaces” the Rads on Monday kicked up a till the boat goes, why, what are the casual wards for? 
dst. The palac:s were the{royal ones, and Mr. Waddy said Waddy “Why pay the princes’ rents!” asks Waddy, 


i : ‘The way they sponge on us is shabby.” 
‘These paupers form a uselees body. 
Why not evict em all?” quoth Labby. 
And though he equeezed the vote through, Plunket 
Began a little bit to funk it, 





And then again, of all the people in the world the least to require 
free dinners one would imagine, are the Lord High Chancellor and 
the Lord Mayor of London, and yet they are supplied gratis with 
venison from the Royal Parks. ‘ Our deer,” as Labby puts it, goes to 
their tables. N b.—In this case, deer meat is cheap meat. But who 











‘wanted to know was ‘_ says George Ranger never smelt powder? Plunket says he shoots the 
what the Duc de Ne- deer ‘under Lis patent.” (Query—Did P, mean his “ patent paragon 
mours had done for the umbrella” ? 

British tax-payer that So Maclean is made a Master in Lunacy. Well, six years in the 
the latter should provide House of Commons ought to give anybody a knowledge of the sub- 
him with free lodgings at ject. For the seat he vacates, the Tories are going to put up G. H, 
3ushey. Hear, hear, Mr. Morrell, and the Gladstonitea G. K. Bensoa. Whether Mid-Oxford- 
Waddy. It is high time shire determines “ to oblige Benson’ or not, either side will, no 
4 , the tide of prince pauper doubt, claim a Morrell victory. ae 
(¢ 4 re immigration into Goschen declined on Tuesday to raise tie limit of the dezosit 
England was checked. receivable by the Post (lice Savings Bank t> #100, (All right, Mr. 
If the Tecks, Schleswig- Editor, sha'n't draw my lineage this we:k, Sha'n't le! you, You drew 
) DEAR AT THE Puica, Holsteins, Battenbergs, it last week in advance.—ED. FUN.) 








! et hic genus omnes, chose <= —= 
A) I rishores without visible means of subsistence, pack ‘em off WHAT THE DRAMATIC CRITICS DONT BELIEVE IN.—Ghoets. 
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| Feder (te pol Qi 


The Hon. Bertie Bandbor.—" REALLAY! Miss PRETTYPERT, DON'T YOU FIND IT RATHAH A BOTHAH WALKING WITH SUCH A 


TeRRIBLY GREAT Boau?” | 
Miss Prettypert —“ OH, YOU HAVEN'T TIRED Me—very Mucu!” ' 


re 








Poor Piggy! To save Parliament from flatness and pre- OvR little friends, the: Soldiers’ Orphans, 
(Sexe CARTOON.) vent its air from being too serene, _ have a show for their benefit, at the Chelsea 

“ PIGGY-wiggy-wee It loves to run astray, Asylum, on the 16th and 17th inst.; it is 
You can't po me |" Apparently, in play ; under the eye of Royal Highnesses. In the 


ae a F Tabl £ “Pp d War,” beauty will 
Te the sort of observation that one Leard in os it in one direction Balfour docs oad tan tone Feria sorta weep + ipa } 


y; ® . 
eg ies diate anbiaslaianans While the Grand Old Man and Morley want on this, and send for tickets for the good cause. 
to have it turn and go another way. seems —_— 


and a pleasurable glee. , 4 poe ory 
Well, let him catch who can |! NOTICE.—READY APRIL 16th, 
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fanaolibeeeT tae, Bow Sare, he’s a clever man PRICE ONE SHILLING, 
xe ’ ' yi wi - ‘ ‘ 
As that earlier presentment of the offepr'ng yo or al coy "ear var SEPtEre © A Thrilling Novel by Clo. Graves, 
of a sow,— _ | For dealing with its native soil impartially— ee ; 
; Though its entertaining, pleasurable quali- | “not like a partisan. “DRAGON’S TEETH’ 
ul ties full many won't allow. ————— ILLUSTRATED BY L. RAVEN HILL. 
| "Tis the frisky pigs I mean, Poor Mr. Jenkins bas been so completely THREE HUNDRED AND TWENTY PAGES. 
: From the island known as green, “off his head” lately, that Mis. l’odmore A MARVELLOUS SHILLINGSWORTH! 
ih That again h.s pretty promiaently come declares he is quite “decapitatei” from 
) upon the scer*, attending to his busin« ss, DaLzigL Broruers, 153 Fleet St,, London, E C. 
' — eamenpnenmeeenmn — eee ~ —— 
i — CEYATESECT F27 SENEEEIEEE apERRESRXX DERE: 791 AWARDED S® VEN PRIZE MEDALS 











. 7 } 
Write as smoothly as g bead pencil. neither scratch noe spurt, (’ n ( n A 
the point iby a New Process N.B.—A:tention ts 


ts being route 
also drawn to their New “ Ceaduated Series of Pens { 


Salty, aussie “Sanle‘ton's ceiér'serae te foams’ | ABSOLUTELY PURE tuenerore BEST 


Lenden: Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Pleet Street, 2.0. 
Wednesday, Apri! 15, 1591. 
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Whal will hecome of the poor Nen | : 
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!) Begging pays better 
(1) The Bradford populace by peelers pressed, 
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an work NGrbe_ 4 fool ¢ his money, eLe 


(5) Would the talked-of pevay cab farés be a boon ? 
Endeavoured those officials to arrest. Or would passengers be penny-tential soon 1 


(2) Now water from the Desert they can draw, | (6) The Coming Dress need cause us no distress, 
“‘ Che Sahara-Sahara” were a fitting saw. So that it is a most be-Coming Dress. 


(3) Now turtle’s plentiful our gourmands see (7) Though this lazy loafer tried the pathetic “‘ plant,” 
A Calipee-riod of grubful glee. Cant mended not the case of this mend-i-cant. 


(8) If you (like ‘his man) pass round crowns to some, 


(4) **To oblige a lady ” it will soon be cried, 
: 2 a Don't marvel if they back again don't come. 
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4 i en i man please ride im 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


»g—Mus. LANGTRY would appear 
S$“ to be specially gifted in the 
matter of choosing the wrong 
play ; unless her success in this 
line is attributable to advisers 
of unusual ability. Linda (rey 
is a bald, cheerless piece from 
beginning to end, and there is 
really nothing favourable to be 
said for it. It is conceivable 















¢ 


(it, — 4 
that the same ne a 


atory, differently Zed Jay (loq.).—"* DON'T WANT TO DRINK IT BOILING | 
constructed and NONSENSE! DOCTOR'S UBRDERS.” 

told, might be 

made interesting, but the speculation is not very profitable, any more 
than the speculation of its production is likely to be, The cast is not 
so strong as it might be, either, and nearly all that is good in it is seen 
at a ditadvantage. Miss Whitty, a clever actress of many phases and 
ready adaptability, is seen to best advantage, I 
think ; but the part she plays is not a pleasant 
one, and attracts small sympathy. Mr. Stand- 
ing, always an arid performer, nearly “ dried 
up” at an important point of the play. Then 
there was Miss |.aura Linden, assuming an air 
of being very — and smart with never 
a word in all her part to justify it; and if 
there is a more irritating thing in life than an 
actress trying to sparkle with deadly dull 
dialogue, I don’t want to meet it; the better 
the actress, the more exasperating the ordeal, 





Mrs, LANGTRY, herself, appears in a 
sympathetic part, with a touch of melodrama 
in it, and is consequently not at her best, Mr. 
Bernard Gould is misplaced, too, and good as 
he is in some parts, and careful as he is 
< throughout, he is not the right man in the 
- right place on this occasion. Mr. Everill's 
a? ieee oe performance is an example of the value of ex- 

ol LESS): HUY “pr perience; Mr. Maurice is the happy possessor 

ik NOT ALWAYS May,” Of a part that will take a deal of spoiling ; and 

ALAS! Mr. kK. B. Norman gives a judicious and not 

ineffective performance of the usurping 
baronet. There is a particularly charming 
set for the first act. 





~~ 


Pi THE VAUDEVILLE.—The Diamond (Dene) 
| having refused to sparkle, Mr. Thorne has 
found it necessary to fall back upon Money. 
(I throw off this quip, not for any mere 
personal gratification, but as a duty and a 
thing expected of me, Otherwise I think it 
a rather painful exhibition, myself.) Moncey 
is a sterling ol! play—the most interesting 
of Lytton’s bombastic batch, J think—and 
I've always rather liked it. When you've 
got over the circumstance that the hero and 



















heroine consist of a wrong headed prig anda 
wrong headed muff, who bring all their Wdiciiediuaie ee 
troubles on themselves with a determined Tur PrRincerss'’s.—A RE- 
leliberation worthy of a better cause, you AN SOTAL-T! 
Boa the piece so full of “character” that 

micre 18 Inverest at every tur_O. UTaves 16 OG Of the parts, moreovs 













in which Mr, Thorne is particularly happy, and I enjoyed the per- 
formance as much the other night as I did in—dear, me, how time 
flies !—in 82. Mr. Thorne is materially assisted in his more important 
scenes by a little, plump, merry eyed Lady Franklin 
it would be very hard to better. She just sparkles 
all over with mischief and merriment and I would 
gladly hand her name down to posterity in these 
pages, but that the principles of the (perfectly civil 
and extremely attractive) young lady with the pro- 
grammes were too commercial for my ideas when on 
business, and I dare not trust to my eyes for identi- 
fication without documentary support. The gentle- 
man who played Stout is funnily and properly 
vulgar, Smooth is exceptionally well played, and 
slount, if a bit modern, is consistent and 
characteristic. Evelyn is rather stagy, I fancy ; but, 
possibly, that is more due to the character than the 
actor, Clara Douglas is nice to look upon and has a 
sweet voice, but her face is deadly serious ; even the 
‘rare smiles” that do come seem to do so under pro- 
test. Clara should be above showing her feelings all 
the time like that. She has a very pretty pathos with 
her, though. The actress who plays Georgina has not 
great opportunities, but the lady of this occasion dis- 
tinguished herself by appearing in a pretty and 
singularly becoming, deep violet costume. In spite 
of individual merit, however, the revival is, on the 
whole, unsatisfactory. 


DruRY LANE.—/Jt’s Never Too Late to Mend 
bears revival a good deal less than Money, That's 
the worst of a play (or novel) ‘with a purpose.” As 
s00n as the purpose is effected the interest goes, and 
the wasted indignation is larks! It is like a man 
continuing to be violently angry after everybody has yi yauprvitLe 
agreed to give him everything he wants, That the W—sir Fwep, 
play (and the book) served a useful purpose in its 
day is clear from a note of scepticism, observable in some quarters, as 
to the points in the prison scene—these outrages (and worse) were 
sufficiently authenticated at the time. But we've changed all that (I 
suppose)and must look upon the prison scene as a panorama of things 
that don’t exist. There is plenty of chance for us. The purely stage 
criminal, Tom Robinson, for instance, and the female “ boy,” Josephs, 
who is rather “out 
of it” in these days 
of realism. 


























THE scenery is, 
of course, as fine as 
it can be, and the 
advantage of stage 
room in the out- 
door scenes— 
which are a point 
in the setting—is 
obvious. The cast 
is a particularly 


y: Ni strong one, even 
' for Drury Lane, 
and Charles 
é ' Reade’s vigorous 
j ~ 
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THE VAUDEVILLE.—GRAVES AND GAZE! 


lines lose nothing in the delivery. ZA. 
Such characters as Tom Robinson, Was: ie, 
redolent of (stage) impudence and YX \\ LG, 
(stage) native wit, suit Mr. Warner \ | [EA 
better than any other class he — a 
attempts; and Miss Jessie Mill- 4 Lj 

ward has a truth of style which MAKING A PINT OF STOUT. 
even melodrama cannot spoil. Mr. 

Gurney is well up to the requirements of George Fielding, Mr. Mark 


s duly clerical Mr. Eden, Mr, lian Oross a y brutal 


sm ¢ ; 4 ’ : 
Lod to ASL € lent, ESTOR 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 


A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink with Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Repentance,” ** Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 


CHAPTER VI. 
AWLEXIS STANDS TO HIS GUNS, 


It was a lugubrious repast. Awlexis was sulky, his father nervous, 
his mother terrible ; and through the customary twenty-three courses 
each plodded his—and her 
—weary way with oppres- 
sive solemnity. 

Though plying her 
‘; Knife and fork with the 

\\ mechanical regularity of 
an automaton, Mrs, 
\, Bonely - Grimshank per- 
‘ mitted not a _ solitary 
‘ morsel of material food to 
enter her compressed lips, 
but with sepulchral appe- 
tite sat silently banquet- 
o\S ing off the bitterness of 

‘’’ her outraged heart. Occa- 
sionally, and with the 
faintest indication of sur- 
prise in her look, she 
glanced inquiringly at the 
ceiling, as though won- 
dering what occult in- 
fluence delayed its imme- 
diate descent. 

Awlexis himself made 
no attempt to analyze his 
inward uneasiness, To 
do him justice, he knew 
the hopelessness of such a 
task, and his proud spirit 
sought refuge in the 
claret—and found it. 
Dimly apparent, however, 
even to his stupendous 
density, were two palpable 
items, viz.—that he was 
fond of Eureka, and that 
he would marry her. 

His knowledge of the fair sex was limited, and but recently ac- 
quired. It commenced and finished with Eureka. He had mingled 
with ladies at his mother’s receptions; he had encountered them in 
the various functions of society ; he had even danced, and occasion- 
ally conversed with them; but—they all appeared to be of one 
uniform pattern. At the club they sometimes spoke of women, and 
he had heard his intimate friend, Sir Nyghtmare Jumps, remark more 
than once, that ‘‘The two-year-old fillies seemed to get worse every 
season, and were hardly up to ‘plating’ form, while as for the old 
crocks, one could gauge their form to an ounce.” Then again, there 
was the Hon. Pott Wholloper’s aphorism, ‘‘ Every man to his taste, 
dear boy, but give measlavey in a clean cotton frock!” Without 
absolutely endorsing either of these opinions, he felt that Eureka 
differed entirely from any woman he had met, and was what a certain 
class of advertisement terms, “a long-felt want.” Pert, lively, gay, 
and bewitchingly lovely, she was, moreover, undoubtedly responsible 
for certain suspicious thumpings which had of late troubled the imme- 
diate neighbourhood of his third waistcoat button ; and though he 
would have scouted the idea of marrying her without money, the for- 
tune she possessed not only shed additional lustre upon her charms, but 
opened up to his distended mental vision a vista of sunlit enjoyment 
hitherto undreamed of, owing to the cramped nature of his resources, 
Lady Clarissa Mouldworm, indeed! Terribly afraid of his mother as 
he was, Awlexis yet felt that in making his preliminary confession, 
he had crossed the rubicon, and performed the most difficult portion 
of his task, , 

At length the final course was cleared, and Mrs, Bonely-Grimshank 
rose, With a stately rigidity of aspect she stalked haughtily from the 
room, and, as the door closed, father and son stared somewhat blankly 
at each other. 

“ Awlexis,” said the former, with apprehensive nervousness, “ there 
is something terrible in the atmosphere. What is the matter with 
your mother?” 


; , 7 - ] 7 } f *?f LOT - 
ng alwavs regarded his father in the ! ght of an utter nou 























entity, Awlexis, without the slightest hesitation, related the history of 
the Poptick affair. Mr. Bonely-Grimshank betrayed a certain 
amount of horror. He felt it was a duty he owed to his wife, and 
he did it; but his reproof was pitched in an extremely minor key. 

“A pawnbroker's daughter,” he repeated, slowly, “ what will the 
world say?” 

“'The—aw—world can go to blazes, don'tcherknow !" replied Aw- 
lexis, scornfully, draining a final bumper of claret. “‘ The—aw—world 
never + up its doosid nose at a pretty woman or a—aw—-pile of 
money!” 

There being no gainsaying this fact, they quitted the table. 

Pausing outside the drawing room door, the father placed a hand 
upon his son’s shoulder. 

“And you absolutely dared to tell your mother you intended 
marrying a pawnbroker’s daughter?” he asked, amazedly, as if the 
novelty of the situation had but just dawned upon him. 

“ Like—aw—like a bird!” responded Awlexis, loftily. 

It was the proud boast of Mr. Bonely-Grimshank the elder that he 
had never ventured to express an opinion in his life; but he now felt 
that the present occasion demanded one, 

“ Awlexis,” he said, grasping his son's hand warmly, and speaking 
in a low tone of fearful admiration, “if your mother is to be believed, 
our race has produced some heroes in its time, but you have surpassed 
them all. You are entitled to take what I believe the vulgar term 
the biscuit!” Then they entered, 

° * ” “ « 7 

That night Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank slept not, Fully convinced in 
her own mind that the laws of nature must of necessity cease to act 
before daybreak, she made her preparations for meeting the disaster 
in a perfectly ladylike and aristocratic manner. At half-past eleven 
she partook of her customary tumbler of mulled port and a banbury, 
and, seating herself stiffly in her special chair, calmly awaited the 
break-upof humanity. “If,” she said, thoughtfully, making a memo- 
randum in her note-book, “the world should by any mischance be 
still in existence at twelve o'clock to-morrow, I will give these 
Popticks a call.” 

(To be continued.) 
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THE RISING GENERATION. 
“So you've joined the Navy, Jack? I thought you were going to 


Sandhurst!” 
“Well, you know, I did think of the Army at first ; but when I 
remembered that the death of Nelson had never been avenged, that 


settled it.” 
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ON CONTEMPORARY INNOCENCE. 
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There was, in the last decade of the ninetcenth century, a gool and benevolent old gentleman who refused an alms to a golden-haired child of tender years 
who begged of him. 





Now, the old gentleman had refused on principle ; yet, after he had done it, he was overcome with remorse, and sat down on a pile of sharp stones to drop 
copious tear into his soft-hearted hat. While he was thus engaged, the innocent babe took advantage of the situation, all unnoticed by the good old gentleman. 
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HOW @llive«d al man’s estate—had often as eact 


gentleman, now very aged, had never And indeed the child 


Years rolled on. The yo d old f 
lered to and fro on the earth, and sought the good old gentleman, yearning to meet once more with one 
ruileless. This in those brief intervals when he had been free to dos 


forgotten his crue] refusal. He wan 
. ‘ i the 1 amends 
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This is Madam 
Arcb-Prinei at Frigidarium House great admirers of Madam's pupils, 
ves blishment for young 
ies. 
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MISS PRETTYPERT. 








Demi Semi Bruletta, And here are Fitzpoof and Charley Binns, 


git 


nf ' 


iil ,- 





Inquisitoris] exemir aticn of Miss Pretty pert and subsequent rustication of same. 


A Parallel-o’-Cram. 


(The movem nt against 
the Orammer for certain 
exams. is, we learn, 
spreading in all parts.) 
A CRAZE to coun- 

teract the Cram- 

mer 
(He who coaches for 
exams.) 
Now is witnessed in 

Life’s “drammer” 

(Which play’s full 
of dosing drams). 
Some deem the Cram- 

mer but a sham- 
mer ; 
Quite as bad as 
many shams ; 


And here’s Miss Nelly Prettypert a sitting on the : : : 
dustbin and a-flirting awful with Master Obarley Ouly shedding tricky 
during the absence of Madam at a Geeser Gathering. 


glamour, 
Famous, too, for 
flimsy flame ; 

And of “bounce” 
(excuse the gram- 
mar !) 

Owning many kilo- 
grammes. 

66 Why,” they Bay, 
“should such a 
jammer 

Give our students 
wild jim-james ; 

Now Education's 
‘ panorammer ’ 

Ever proudly pano- 
rams!” 

Therefore, some with 
shyness stammer, 

“Wh-what a wo- 
wolf among mere 
lambs!” 

They think of wise 
streams a dammer, 

And then they utter 
many ——* 

Our tip, though, is— 
use Truth’s sledge- 
hammer 

On any statement 
that’sa “‘ crammer.” 
* No, thank you. No 

language of ‘that sort, if 

youplease Besides, there 
are ladies present who 


feel a fondness for FUN. 
—ED,. 


THE COUNTRY 
RUSSIA WOULDLIKE 
To Sit Upon.—The 





Does she mind? Not much, you bet! Ottoman empire. 





“Grind On, I Will Endure!” 


[Mr. Jacoby bas withdrawn bis Itinerant Street 
Musicians Bill—“ thanks,’ so be explained, “ to byper- 


repeitive fanatice, who, in the name of ‘liberty of the | 


tubject,’ sink their consideration for the sufferings of 

peace loving citizena.”) 

For seven long years, and seven times seven, 

And still for seven thereafter, 

Jobn Bull, by poignant anguish riven, 

Had ceased: his wonted laughter. 

His voice had lost its jovial tones, 
His heart its lightness cheery, | 

His flesh was grizzled off his bones, 

His eyes with tears were bleary. 

No spectre on his hearth there stood, 

No barpies round him flitted, | 

No horror laden deed of blood 

Had he of yore committed. 

A deadlier torture caused his woe, 

His once bright orbits blinding, 


The tumult in the street below 


Of organ-grinders grinding |! 





With three strong oaths, and three times 
t 


hree, 
And three that still were stronger, 
ke a well dis 
"t endure it longer! 
My friend John Bull is steeped in 


gloom, 
His heart with grief is weighty, 
He sinks into an early tomb 
At the early 


eof eighty. 
And, though ene | 


fe’s so sadly brief, 
His portion, on my word, is 
‘The worm, the canker and the grief ’ 
Produced by hurdy-gurdies, 
So, by my halidame, I’]l earn 
His gratitude by finding 
Some means to stop the vile infern- 
Al organ-grinder’s grinding |” 
For nine long days, and nine times 





IOF nine succeeding 


He pondered o’er his project fine, 


While Bull’s poor heart was bleeding. 


And thep, to ease his friend’s distrese, 


He brought into St. Stephen's 


A Bill potential to repress 


The hurdy-gurdy grievance, 


“ And now,” he cried, with gladness grim, 


“John Bull will bless me greatly!” 


But, lo! John Bull fell foul on him, 


And, scowling, howled irately— 


“ Desist, you odious tyrant, do! 


For, though these demons—curse 
them !|— 


Play Bull’s ‘Dead March,’ what right have 


you 
To silence or coerce them ? 


Though German, Russian, Pole and Dane 


A haven here be finding, 


In Freedom's name I'll stand the strain, 


And- —- Hark !|— 
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OUR FORBIGNERS, 


SupPosE they did lynch the Italians, what then? Perhaps it 
would be just as well if they did it in London. Do you ever go 
down Hatton Garden—you know—where all the jewel robberies are, 
and looking glass shops, and where the hospital is? Well, then, you 
can go off down Saffron Hill if you like the smell of stale fish and bad 
pork sausages, and penny pies and vegetables the worse for wear and 
weather. Well, if you go on a bit further you come into the Italian 
quarter. Quarter indeed! Why, it takes up the whole of the place. 
Your Italian fellow in London is always a pleasant person. He is 
used to living in the open air in Italy, and then some of his sweetness 
gets blown off him; and now he comes and lives in London, and the 
streets are close, and sweet and fragrant he does become! Yet the 
work girls, with feathers in their hats and so forth, all take a fancy to 
him, That’s the way of the world with women. And they go and 
dance in cellars with him, and eat his macaroni and tomatoes and 
bad apples, and think it romantic because he is a count or something 
in his own country. We have had a few too many of these foreigners. 
A little time ago I was down east. I had got to look after an over- 
due bill accepted by a Swiss beggar, and there I saw a lot of Russian 
Jews, We always hold out our arms to welcome everybody to our hos- 
pitable shores. Dowef The more fools we todoit, They are the 
sweater’s friends. A nice sight it is, too, on Saturday evening, seeing 
them pick their block ornaments off the butcher’s trays, and squeeze 
them and poke them against their noses, A block ornament with half 
a ton of turnips and bad carrots would feed the whole colony. But 
then this is England the free, and all that kind of thing. Thereisa 
great deal too much free about it altogether. And have you ever 
been up about Charlotte Street, Fitzroy Square, and that way? You 
get a nice lot of Germans there. What food they seem to take they 
put in their hair. It is all fat. And when they do eat, how beautiful 
it is to see them atit. They can’t take a plate of Irish stew without 
working it right up under theirarmpits, Have you been down the Tower 
way? You should see the superior and intelligent Norwegian. He is 
a nice person, He doesn’t spend all his time in living on spruce. He 
takes to rum, and keeps a coffee shop, where sailors get drunk and the 
Merchant Seaman’s Act is not kept up, and where there are rows, and 
where crimping is carried on quite as much as ever it was a hundred 

years ago. This is the eplendid advantage we get from keeping 
foreigners. Britannia is always holding out her hands in welcome, 


She had better keep them in her pocket, and her money too, 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 
















t 
ae 


“HARDLY LIKELY!” 
Old Tramp (after ten minutes’ pestering).— Oh, now, don’t look 
down on a’ old broken gintleman; shure, now, I wasn't always like 
‘his, | was once like you, miss, I was.” 








TOO CONFIDING. 





“4 wabissiada le . . 7 , 4UOGd 4 of 
Pedestrian.—" Which is the road to Puddleton?", 
Yokel,—“ Follow them geese and yer can’t miss it.” 

















AND He DIDN'T. 





New Leaves. 

“WANTED A KING,” by Maggie Browne. With original designs by 
Harry Furniss (Cassell & Co., Ltd.). This is a charming book, beauti- 
fully done “ Browne” in a way to captivate children, The charm is 

e more complete by the delightful designs the text is ‘ Furniss "-ed 
with.—“ Baboo English, as it is Writ,” by Arnold Wright (T, Fisher 
Unwin). The introductory sketch of the Indian Press is both inter- 
esting and instructive, whilst the other sections of the book are highly 
entertaining and enlivening. All that might have been “ writ” 
better is the more amusing for being “ writ” worse.—“ The Olares of 
Clovelly,” by Fannie Eden (Hornerand Son), This is one of “ Horner's 
Stories for the People,” in a pocket edition, It is a cleverly told tale 
of the goody-goody sort, but very good goody, and the very opposite 
of the trashy sensationalism that spreads its evil influence far and 
wide.—“In Other Lands,” by Sydney Watson (same publishers) is 
another of the same series written in the same spirit, and the same 
may be eaid of it. Such stories are especially acceptable to all who 
like a strong religious tone to predominate,—“ Ten Years in Equatoria, 
and the Return with Emin Pasha,” by Major Gaetano Casati. With 
upwards of 150 illustrations, coloured plates and maps (Frederick 

arne & Co.). All that has hitherto been written and said about 
Central Africa does nut in the least detract from the marits, the in- 
terest or the attractions of Major Casati'’s book. The descriptive 
matter will be best understood and nt ame Te by those who know 
the country, but the numerous, spirited and instructive illustrations 
can be equally well understood and admired by all who know any- 


thing of art, 








We can’t afford to turn ——_ noses at even a slight Chin-rising 
in Upper Burmah, In a h with the enemy five Goorkhas 
joined the majority, and a British Officer had a narrow shave. These 


Chins want a good lathering, and they'll have to get it, 
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IN VINO VERITAS, 
SCENE.—The Commercial Room, 
The New School.—“1I wonder why you still stick to those absurd 
old customs of drinking port wine; why, it’s nothing but German 
spirit and logwood.” 
The Old School (ani ffing his '59).—" What's that you say.?—um— 
ha! I 11k German spirit and logwood.” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tips FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
Comic Song by the Rollicking Little Randolph, “THE MODEL M.P.” 


{In Lord R. Churchill's recent «peech to a Paddington Local Parliament, he ad- 
vised the members to make the Hlouse of Commons their model, and-——] 


O, MY Iccal young amateur youthful M.P.s, 
Attend to the wisdom of one 
Whose renown has been spread over a// lands and seas 
Through the wonderful works he has done. 
You players at Parliaments, lend me your ears, 
And in them I'll pour sound advice 
For 7 know one Memberdeservingofyour =——— 
cheers, 
Whose worth is a thing beyond price |! 


Spoken :—Rather! Whatdo you think? 
Need I say that I allude to myself ?—not 
much! Here! having just pulled in a 
trifle of twenty-five thousand golden 
sovereigns over the City and Sub.,, I’m 
willing to back myself heavily over any 
Advice-Giving course, s0-—— 


If you want the straight tip on the 
Parliament Fake, 
When an amateur member you'd be ; 
As example, our Grand House of Com- 
mons just take— 
Or better—as model—take me,— B.C., 
The blithe, blatant betting M.P, ! 
‘Tis true many think that our grand 
Lower House 
Is about just as low as can be— 
That some members are more famed for | 
noise than for rows, 
Well—it is so—between you and me! 
But your Senates need not to such cackle 
7 vent, 
(Real M.P.s will each other revile), 
But, whate’er the defects in our real 
Parlia-ment, 
You can follow the charm of my style ! 


Spoken :—Yes, that's one comfort for 
you. Besides, my style is so various, 
don'tcherknow! What? Here—I’ll bet 
& pony to a pepper-box, that even the 
weather isn't in it with me for changing. 
— 8vu-—— Chorus as before, 











—— 


TOPICAL TBIO, 
“ April Showers,” 


A, Now, as lately you've wandered about round the town, 
You've no doubt met with April showers? 
B. And, though in a p2lter on you they came down, 
You have cried, “ Good old April Showers!” 
C. For Mr. J. Pluvius, plus a big spout, 
In April doth cause Nature’s grub-plants to sprout— 
All, We'll touch on some topics which yow will, no doubt, 
Think as welcome as April showers ! 


A. Mr. Hymen is going about, it is said, 
Dropping tears big as April showers, 

B, For the Jacksons have caused many folks who are wel 
To go changing like April showers! 

U. For the City election they’ve chosen Hucks Gibbs, 

B. A Septua-what’s-his-name—owning the “dibs,” 

A. He's all right ; but his Party’s the Party of Fibs— 

All, Not so useful as April showers! 


A. A newly formed Coal Trust is coming in view 
In this season of April showers ; 

B, If you think, though, it means longer credit, why, you 
Will be damped by Fate’s April showers ! 

A. More swindles are on in the company tribe— 

B. An Inflammable Liquids’ Bill some now describe— 

All, But—If Inflammable Liquids (new “ Scotch ”) you'd imbibe 
Why, dilute it with April showers! 

__[Eweunt in custody, 


— 
——--- 








OPERA-TIVE.—In connection with the present season of ‘‘ Royal 
Italian Opera” at Covent Garden, an official, biographical and de- 
scriptive book has been issued by the Adelaide Publishing Company. 
Besides a portrait, on the cover, of the energetic and enterprising 
manager, Mr, Augustus Harris, it contains portraits of over twenty of 
the “ bright particular stars” that are now shining in the operatic 
firmament, with curt, but clear, biographical notices of each and 
every one of them. 





From Our Liberal Observer-Tory. 


THEY tell us that some changes are in store for the Observer, 
A so-called Unionist affair, chock-full of Tory fervour— 
The Traill that was so clear 
It seems will disappear— 
And, in place of him, the owner, Mr. Beer will henceforth edit— 
His name suggests that he would fill the “’ 7iser” with more credit ! 











a ry * 5 eat ‘ - . 
N THE STRAND, 
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Angelina.—“ How that waiter stared at us just now.” 

Edwin (not Edowin).—“ No wonder. He heard you saying just now how. quickly the three 
months since our wedding had flown; and when he was clearing away, you asked mejto take you 
to see Our Daughters, 
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BLIGHTED HOPES.—A FRAGMENT. 









curly auburn é‘ 
hair and his was lank and black 





magenta-coloured har 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WITH regari to the constitution of the Labour Commission, the 
principal sins seem to be of omission rather than Commission. The 
majority of the members seem to FUN to be more familiar with 


capital than labour ; it is a capital joke for the wolf when he sits on 
Committee 
with the 
lamb, but 
whenthe 
winding up 
banquet 
takes place, 
the satisfac- 
tion is gener- 
ally monopo- 
lized by the 
former. Such 
re presenta- 
tives of 
labour, too, as 
there are 
upon the 
Commission 
belong more 
to the strike-mongery than any other trade. It doesn’t, after all, seem 
& very rosy look-out for the bond fide workman, or the middle class 
consumer, who are the parties most interested, and most ignored. 
Why will the Radical press weaken its political influence by always 
taking the side of their friend the enemy when John Bull gets a 
stab? The Manipur disturbance was clearly begun by the Mani- 








puris, and will have to be finished by our side, Let us slang each 
other in the sweet old party way, but in the presence of the common 
foe stand or fall together. It may please ical writers to sling ink 
at the Queen’s uniform, but Radical readers, a good many of whom 
bear the name of Atkins, and have cousins and brothers nkmed 
Tommy, don’t like it. 

Six members swelling the “Grand Majority.” The“ byes” in the 
game look like making a big total, in fact, a miniature general 
election is in swing. Radical M.P.s, keep your eyes open on the 
estimates. 

On Tuesday last, the nobles of England, of all parties, united ina 
noble tribute to Lord Granville, who, as in life, so in death, won 
honours and esteem. 

That a Conservative Ministry would accept Acland’s resolution in 
favour of parochial rural autonomy was hardly to be expected. The 
D. T. was ecandalized . - —— — rastic flocks should 
& t their own shepherds. , if the n's tion were 
Poe ened, what would become of the squire Po No, ooh bes for the 
squire and the parson, weshould have H waking from his lethargy 
and daring to call his soul his own, I 

Another injustice! Bedad, are trying to rob Pat of his 
potheen on Sundays! For wanst the bhoys joined hands. Maurice, 
the brother of Tim, challenged his quondam leader to vacate his seat, 
and, failing to move him, to sit on him. 

In the House of Lords on Thursday, the Bill of the Bishop of 
London to facilitate the tying of the nuptial knot was, 3 ag ny ved 
enough, prefaced by some discussion on the judgment which has done 
so much to loosen it. 

The block in the Law Oourte is attracting the attention of 
Parliament—not the block caused by lady witnesses when a case with 


shocking disclosures is on. 


G2” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 





accompanted by a shamped and direct 


envelope, 
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Lucy.—" How 80, MY Dear?” 


NONE OF YOUR (H)AIRS, PLEASE! 
Ada (slightly jealous).—“ AWFUL NUISANCE IT MusT BE TO HAVE 8UCH A QUANTITY OP HAIR ON ONE'S HEAD!” 








4 








Ada,—" WELL, ONE CAN NEVER DO ANYTHING ELSE WHILE IT'S BEING DRESSED, YOU KNOW, OR PoP IT ON IN A Horry, OR 
ANYTHING LIKE ONE CAN WITH BBAIDS AND PLAITS AND THINGS.” 




















Preparing His Budget. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


AT length the fateful moment comes 
When Master Goschen's Budget-sums 
Must needs not only be begun, 
But also pretty quickly done ; 
Arithmetic he therefore tries, 
Divides, subtracts and multiplies, 
Yet, spite of frequent rubbings-out 
And alterings, he’s still in doubt. 
It is Yes, yes—no, and it’s No, no—yes ; 
‘Tis harder far to work it out correctly than to 
uess : 
In’ teactions or addition certain people may 
delight, 
But plague upon the sort of sum that won't 
come right! 


| 


While thus the worried pupil piles 
Up totals, Tutor Gladstone smiles 
To watch how mathematics hold 
The rod o’er minds of smaller mould, 
The income tax looks difficult, 
Free education cheats result, 
And other themes for rule of three 
Don't seem as plain as A B O, 

It is No, no—yes, and it’s Yes, yes—no ; 


And so much into something else does not 


appear to 


The figures that accumulate such puzzlement 


excite, 


Oh, bother take the horrid sum that won't 


come right ! 





A GAME Cock.—A shuttlecock. 





Picture Shows. 

DOWDESWELL's, New Bond Street. No 
lover of the truly beautiful should miss the 
chance of seeing the collection of paintings, 
drawings and etchings of India, Burma and 
Cashmere by Mortimer Menp2e, They num- 
ber in all over one hundred and seventy 
works, and are not only lovely examples of 
colour and of character, but masterpieces of 
composition. However small as regards sur- 
face, all are large in conception. Mr. Menpes 
is indeed an artist of a very high order, and 
this collecticn will doubtless attract a very 
large public and enhance his reputation. 

The Society of Lady Artists open with a 
collection of much that is interesting and 
much that is otherwise, 
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The elings 
(1) Yes; a Sweet William Day, all in honour of G 
But St. Chamberlain’s Day rather orchid would be ! 


A — - Ss. tar” ‘ 

4 rf - - £7, 
= form of flattery. Who hilt the hick ? 
(5) That some hospital matrons are meant but to mash 


Is soothing to ratepayers’ finding the cash, 


(2) The semi-dressed athletes in street runs, you bet, (6) In the Strand now you'll find Church and Chapel’s good friends— 
Make the grim goody-goody feel very upset. Doth not a (May) meeting like this make amends! 
(3) The stilt-walker Dornou ‘‘ trained” part of his match (7) Ladies now wear brocades of last century's kind, 
til-’twas rather go the impostor to catcl And they'll sing in bro-cadences yet, you will fin 1 
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LAS essed that my dissipated gamp, on being rebuffed, had appropriated 
. Ea AnD Pures the guineas to his own use, gone and made a night of it, and tried 


. 4 a afterwards to “ vamp” a notice from the daily papers! This turned 
q C gir ax gl 1” —‘‘AH, you should out to be so, and his limited acquaintance with the higher walks of 
: me Re 











have seen Dillon music (consequent 

init!” said some- 

body. ‘Well, I 

have!” was my 
unexpected reply, where- 
upon, “ the praiser of time 
acted,” was somewhat 
taken aback—for you see, 
NESTOR, the father of the 
philosophers, does not look la 
his age, and has seen many 
things that others wot not 
of. Moreover, having seen 
Dillon in it —it being 
Belphegor, of course — I 
consider Mr. Wilson 
Barrett quite as good, my- 
self—in fact, better—but 
x ik , then Dillon was jolly bad 
is A All LYN —from my point of view, 
' you know, which, in spite 
of my age, is etrictly 
modern, 


upon the persistent 
exclusion decreed 
against all his race), 
and the anomalous 
manner in which 
Mr. Harris’s magni- 
ficent quartette are 
described in the s] 
dailies, led him to 
believe they were 
performers of the 
same calibre as 
those he has been 
accustomed to in 
“the Halls”’— | 
where umbrellas 









































THE New OLYMPIC. — HE HAS LEFT US 
HENRI; HENCREVYORTH I MUST BE FO YO! Mr. BARRETT goes COVENT GARDEN.—THE BRO- 
FATHER AND MUMMER BOTH! wrong—that is, very) wrong T HERBS RESZKE, UNRIVALLED 


—only once. At the end STAR ARTISTS, 


of the second act, he and nature are somewhat at variance, I 
venture to think. Otherwise, he plays . 

the part in particularly good form, and 
gives a very satisfying study of the good 
old part. Miss Emery is very sweet and 
artistic as Madeline and Mr. George 
Barrett asa circus clown is quitea treat. 
Miss Edie King is a clever and graceful 
little girl. Mr. Melford and Mr. Cooper 
Oliffe are excellent and the minor 
characters are very carefully handled. 
Miss Lillie Belmore, as a naughty opera- 
dancer, is charming. The Masquerade 


are not only admitted, but 
encouraged to express their 
opinions with most em- 
phatic ferules. I have 
given that umbrella 
“several” in the ribs, but 
I don’t apologize to my 
readers—the dailies ought 
to do that for their mis- 
leading descriptions. 








THE STRAND (morning). TuHE SISTERS RAVOGLI,CHARMING DUETTISTS. 
—Not only the title of Mr. 





rege! “4 Sherburn’s A Night in 7own comes upon one with the glad familiarity ; 
ea gl of an oldiacquaintance. Both it and the general run of the _— send 
pr eal one on a direct mental road to A Night Off of the Daly Company. : 
a bit old | The mind doesn’t stay there long, it’s true, but goes running about 
fashion- Hh leg a after all sorts of pieces and characters, the companions of its youth, 
oe ta A te middle age, and maturity. It’s not a bad play of its kind, but the 
tone THB NeW OLYMPIC—A Dame kind is out of date, Mr. Arthur Williams, no doubt, took the majority 
perhaps a eee of the few laurels that were available, although Miss Julia Warden ) 
a. ae _ made a bit of a hit, too. Springy Mr. R. Stockton made a smart Frank 

Py gr Te ee oe ae oe Darlington, and Miss Marie Lewes, and the ladies generally, played 


well. We cannot close this short notice without a tribute of praise to | , 
the prompter, who admirably performed his duties : he has an excellent 
elocutionary style, arcl was easily heard in all parts of the house. 


Anyway, Mr. Barrett has put the thing 
on liberally and well, and there are not 
wanting indications of coming reward 
in the form of a good run, Let’s hope neneenenneemenl 
this may beso. Decidedly—Let’s. Some PARK TOWN HALL, BATTERSEA.—The Spring approaches, and 
not very chivalrous or well timed pro- Miss Bessle is vetting her kouse—or rather 








ceedings on the part of a few militant her‘ Open Air Plays” Company—promptly 
‘ no-fee-ers’ enlivened the interval be- in order for the coming campaign of 15891, 
tween the first and second acts. Mr. Love's Labour Lost, compressed into three 
Barrett's prompt and generous action acts, was viven here last week with an ex- 
probably saved a disturbance, but to cellent ‘all round” result. Miss Bess!e 
attack him at such an anxious moment has before stown her expertness in acdapt- 
was a bit of wanton thoughtlesseness, to ing “the bard,” and others, to the require- 
say the least. ments of out-oor performance, and her 
a dramatic instinct is conspicuous in this 
COVENT GARDEN.— Not being able instance. Her performance of the Priccess 
to attend myself, I provided my um- is one of intellivence ani! interest also, ard 
brella with the necessary guineas, and Miss ‘‘ Merry” Bessle’s Rosaline has ‘‘ mar- 
sent him otf to “sample” (I believe that vellous good merits,” too. Mr. Herberte 
is the correct expression) the operatic Basing (with asongof hisown composing), 
TTexqmir proceedings of the week. His reports, Mr. A. Watson, Mr. W. Dry and Miss May 
"; x, however, were very confused. I could Lambourne aleo prominently distinguiskel 
| “““ get nothing approaching the intellig- themselves. The} lay isa decidedly agree- 
ible out of him, except that “The able addition to Miss Bersle’s now copious pyre Ha. BATTERSEA.— 
THe New OLyupic.—“Parn Brothers Reszke" were splendid knock- and diversified répertoire. A SHAKSPEARIAN EDITOR. | 
PLOBA DECKS.’ about artists, and “ The Sisters Kavogli, —_—_—_—_- 
charming duettists, with a chic and AT the Haymarket Zhe Dancing Girl is continuing her Terps 
fetching style—and even this didn't take high rank for intelligibility. chorean career before crowded houses. Mr. Tree is shortly going to 
A little close ir ry revealed the circumstance, however, that transp'ant himself to the country, and take her dancing along wit! 


men brelias f imitted to the 4 - [ immediat y folk 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 


A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 
Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “Ought we to Drink with Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Cal/,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 
CHAPTER VII. 
FATHER AND DAUGHTER EXCHANGE OPINIONS, 


THE smoke from Mr. Poptick’s well-seasoned briar-root circled 
slowly upwards, as though loth to exchange the serene warmth of its 

















{ragrant birth- 
place for the cold 
Ae uncertainty of ma- 
we «terial existence. 
Some such thought 
as this, must, in some dim siape or another, have crossed the unpoetic 
mind of Mr. Poptick ; for, certain it is, that after meditatively watch- 
ing the ascending spirals grow fainter and fainter till they finally dis- 
appeared, he returned to his newspaper, whistling softly under his 
breath the opening bars of that sublime imposture, ‘‘ Home, sweet 
home.” . 

The unutterable sentiment awakened by this inexpressible medita- 
tion was followed by another and more palpable reflection, and his 
glance, obeying an irresistible impulse, fell upon Kureka, 

She was reclining negligently in a low chair, with hands clasped 
behind her tousled head, her delicate bottines (and, of course, their 
contents) being gracefully poised upon the ledge of the neighbouring 
mantelpiece, 

“ Reeky,” said her father, breaking the silence by a short prefatory 
cough, “what is your real feelings and thoughts regarding our young 
swell?” 

She gazed dreamily at a highly coloured print of “ The Bogie Man” 
(the Poptick artistic taste was always up to data) which adorned the 
further wall, and parried the directness of the question by a counter 
query. “What, my dear Popsy, are your real motives in insisting upon 
my marrying a nob?” - 

Mr. Poptick laid down his paper. ‘It’s rather a diflicult question 
to answer, Reeky,” he replied, slowly, his eye fixing a particular spot 
in the ceiling as a likely place to seek forinepiration ; *’ but, as I take 
it, it can be guessed in twice. In the first place,a nob is a nob— 
there’s no getting away from that. Now, from personal observation, 
I should say that a nob is, on an average, about ten times as thick- 
headed, and twenty times as narrer-minded as the most ordinary 
sample of every-day humanity you could fiad in a day’s march. In 
that case, therefore, he ought to be easier for a woman to manage,—I 
mean, of course, such a woman as you, my dear. In the next place, 
a nob only can gain admittance to the real, genuine dress circle of 
nobbism ; and it’s the ambition of my life to see you shine in that 
particular—what-d’ye-call-it?—spear. With money, of course, you can 
do a lot ; but supposin’ you had a husband whose tastes didn't lie in 
that direction—a husband who lacked the first natural instincks ofa 
true Englishman—a desire to grovel before his betters !—Where 
would you be then? No, no, Reeky,” continued her father, his eye 
quitting the ceiling, and encountering his daughter’s calmly radiant 
orb, “ your Popsy’s ambition must be gratified, and, as we now stand, 





the way is plain and simple. I've bought you a husband—one of the 
right stamp. You pay your money down at the door, and under his 
wing you enter the desired spear, and take your seat among the best 
on ‘em. An’ what a best you'll make, my gal!” he added, ad- 
miringly ; “ Lor’, lor’, I can see you now in my mind's eye, surrounded 
by a mob of countesses an’ duchesses, a-givin’ your imitation of a 
policeman orderin’ a flower-gal to move on! What—what a bean- 
feast it will be!” And, lost in the mental contemplation of such a 
sublime spectacle, Mr. Poptick lay back in his chair and chuckled 
audibly. 

Eureka burst into a ringing laugh. 

“You're right, Popsy,” she chirruped, gaily. “Such an event 
would indeed be a spectacle calculated to ‘make milch the burning 
eyes of heaven,’ as the poet hath it, to say nothing of the more 
earthly dismay of the estimable Mre. Grundy, But, to answer your 
question. Candidly, I think the stiff-necked Awlexis is the greatest 
cake, the blindest fool, and the most insufferable ass the world has 
ever produced. There’s no doubt he possesses what you are pleased 
to term the ‘hall mark '—whatever that may be ; but I should be fifty 
times more eatisfied if he exhibited the faintest sign of possessing 
even an occasional gleam of intelligence. But he doesn't. I have 
tried him with every conceivable style: the simple, the silly, the for- 
ward, the bashful, the slangy, the haughty, the laconic and the effa- 
sive. In short, I have dropped countless pennies, as it were, into the 
mental slot of this fin de siécle automaton, and the machine stead- 
fastly refuses to work. He's fond of me, certainly, in his thick- 
headed way, but for a lover!—why, young Lazarus was worth a 
million of him! However, it’s your wish, and as I am a dutiful 
daughter, you shall be obeyed. Only, when I am married, if I don't 
make his feathers fly, my name’s not Eureka, that’s all!” 

Mr. Poptick listened with becoming gravity. 

“Has he made any reference to his relatives?” he asked, thought- 
fully, “‘ not that it matters, but etill——” 

At that moment the maid-of-all-work thrust her tangled head in at 
the door, and barely delivering herself of the familiar legend, ‘A 
party to see you, sir,” was immediately effaced by a stately figure in 
heavily draped sable, who completely filled up the modest threshold, 
and who, as with a haughty gesture she threw aside an impenetrable 
veil, disclosed the sternly disdainful features of Mrs. Bonely-Grim- 
shank. 

Obeying an irresistible impulse, both father and daughter rose, and 
instinctively threw themeelves into an attitude technically known as 
“preparing to receive cavalry.” 

(To be continued.) 

















= —— 
SOMEWHAT UNGRATEFUL, . 
]ll-conditioned Navvy (who has kept the train waiting, and got into 
it while in motion, with the aid of a shove from the porter at the immt- 
nent peril of his life, and to the alarm of the passengers).—"' That's 
or-right! You can goon now.” 
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Picture Shows, 


THE Royal Society of Painters in Water- 
Colours.—Perhaps the most remarkable pic- 

1! tures in the collection are the four landscapes 
; by J. W. North, so beautiful are they in sub- 
ject, perfect in drawing, fine in colour, and 
al delicious in treatment that they 
J make much else that is really good look pos- 
9 itively commonplace. There are two fine 
4 examples of Sir John Gilbert; “ Duncan's 
Horees” is a grand work; Birket Foster's 
“Ben Nevis” is on a larger ecale than usual 
with. this artist, but has all his wonderful 
technique. Carl Haag’s “Holy Rock” is 
powerful both in drawing and in colour. 
Nearly all of the members are fairly repre- 
sented; but as the collection is made up 
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ROUGH ON JAKES. 
Attendant.—“ Now, Miss E\sie—I ‘ad orders not to leave you, an——’’ 
Miss Fisie,—“ Ob! thank you, Jakes! but I think one donkey's quite enough.” 


entirely of their own works, there must of | 
necessity be a strong family resemblance in | 
the shows of each succeeding year. 








Bands for Beauty. 


In these our lands new women’s bands 
We read are on the spread ; 
Many instruments, to all intents, 
Will ladies play, ‘tis said. 
This, though, is apt to cause a deadlock— 
The — for women are the bands of wed- 
ock, 


Mrs. PODMORE is very fond of music. She 
intends going to Covent Garden at the first 
oper(a)tune moment. 





| In Praise of May. 


WELCOME ye—hail ye—the merry- 
maid bright 
Who benignly revisits the earth 
In a fleecy voluptuous garment 
bedight { mirth. 
While her face is all glowing with 
For she’s ever the blithest and bon- 
niest child 
’Mid the daughters and sons of 
the year, 


are ever beguiled 
As we witness her merry career. 


celestial powers 
Could the universe metamor- 
phose, 
She produces an Eden of beautiful 
flowers, [ bestows. 


— She bewitches the zephyrs to mur- 

= murings light, 

— And Old Sol to his sunniest ray : 

So, welcome ye—hail ye— the 

| merrymaid bright, 

The melligenous merrymaid 
May! 





| Crown ye—oh! crown ye—the 
merrymaid bright 
With a crown of those exquisite 
flowers, 
Blue, yellow, and orange, and rosy 
and white, [ of ours. 
Which she brings to these islands 
For she scatters her favours £0 far 
and so free, 
And she tempers our sorrows 60: 
much, 


Lg a That a queen, beyond doubt, she is- 
A t- worthy to be,— 


, She deserves to be worshipped as- 
yi such, 

, What matters to her if you’re poor 
or a peer? 
| If in cottage or palace you 
dwell? 
She will fill you and thrill you 

with jolly good cheer, 


: And your cares and your troubles- 


dispel. 
She will make more pacific your 


i} slumbers by night, 





And more lightsome your labours- 
by day ; 

| So, crown ye—oh! crown ye—the 
merrymaid bright, 

The majestical merrymaid May ! 


Cherish ye—love ye—the merry- 
maid bright : 
Make the most of her while she 
is here : 
{ For it will not be long ere she 
glides from your sight 
To be absent for almost a year. 
Let the weary and sere to the meadows resort, 
In the flowers let the invalid joy, 
Be the lambkin’s delight and the honey bee’s 
sport 
Imitated by girl and by boy. 
Ah! the sources of bli:s which be under the 


sun 
Are too few to be scorned or despised, 
And than merrymaid May there is certainly 
none 
That more highly deserves to be prized. 
But the blessings which yield us the sweetest 
delight 
Are the fleetest to vanish away : 
So, cherish ye—love ye—the merrymaid 
bright, 
The munificent merrymaid May. 




















































And our hearts from their sadness. 


Like some goddess of old, whose: 


And her bloom on the trees she- 
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William’s Marketing. 


Our William is great at marketing. When you meet him he is 
generally covered over with an eruption of brown paper parcels and 
garlanded with fish bags. He won’t let Mrs. William do the mar- 
keting at home, because he says he can do it so much cheaper at the 
big markets. The other day Mrs. W. wasn’t very well, and said she 
would like a chop or a sweetbread, or something light brought home 
to her. Dear William bought half a sheep, because it was £0 cheap 
and there was more to choose from. That mutton was fo old that 
Mra. W. suggested that it possibly grazed oa the turf while the 
architects were pegging out the ground plan of the Pyramids. It 
was 80 tough, too, that when they tapped on it wish a coal hammer 
to find a tender place, the handle of that hammer was broken in half. 
William's not so good as a mutton marketer as he might be. 








The Author’s Alphabet. 


was an Author—an amateur quite; 
was the Book he determined to write. 
was the cash he expected to win ; 
his Despair at the loss of his tin. 
was his Eagerness, buoyant and brisk ; 
was the Firm that would not take the risk. 
was the Guinea he paid a Review; 
was the Hash that they made of it, too. 
was the Ink that he wasted, I trow; 
was his Joy that was turned into woe. 
K. was the Kudos he won far and wicde ; 
L, was the Lift that it gave to his pride. 
M was the Money he had to pay down ; 
N stands for Nil—his remittance from town. 
O was the Oath that he swore, don’t you see? 
P was the Proof that produced a Big D! 
@ was the Queen who accepted his book, 
RR was the Rapture his body which shook ! 
§S was the Sale which amounted to nine, 
T was the Tears that he dropped in the brine! 
U was the Union to which he soon came, 
V_ was the Volume which brought him to shame! 
W the Wisdom he learnt when too late, 
X. like old Xerxes, who rusired on his fate. 
Y is the Yarn I have spun, friend, for you, 
Z is the Zany who spun it—adieu ! 


GeO geod > 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Mk. BALFOUR scored off his opponents on Tuesday, when he ex- 
pressed the embarrassment caused on his side by the multiplicity of 
leaders on the other. Colonel Saunderson, whose orange flavour is 
mixed with considerable tartness, managed to ruffle the Grand Old 
Collar. Meantime, Golfour is steadily playing the Land Purchase 
Ball along the Parliamentary Links. 

The bhoys were very anxious to know why Mr. Davitt was black- 
balled from the Royal Labour Commission. Apparently the objection 
is that Commissioners have to be styled “trusty and well beloved.” 
Some Commissioners have been persons as to whose qualification in 
this respect nobody would take a strong ‘Javit. 

Covent Garden Market was not so full as usual of primroses this year ; 
£0 to make up for the falling off, the Primrose Knights and Ladies 
filled the adjacent theatre, where Lord Salisbury indulged in a very 






WHICH FELL RATHER 
FLAT 


pesmneny view of the prospects of his party. Certainly there seems 

ess dissension among the Dissentients than their opponents. _ 
Portugal seems to be longing for a row, and it doesn’t seem likely 

that that perky little state will have to long long for one. 





| 





ART IN THE FAR EAST, 





“ What will he do with it,” is the problem agitating the taxpayer 
as he thinks of Mr. Goschen’s surplus, It’s all very well for the 
docker to get his tanner, but the income tax payer thinks the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer can afford to do with fivepence or 
less. 

Sir Henry Loch is not a man to indulge in Loch-jaw; what he 
says is to the point, and Lord Salisbury has given those bores, the 
Boere, a hint that if they come any of their tricks, Majuba Hill may 
yet be wiped out—likewise the Boere. 

At Mid-Oxon, the Tories backed a Morrell and landed a winner, 
they sought and gained a Whitehaven of refuge from the flowing tide. 

The surplus, 1,986,000 is not “all smoke,” but some of it comes from 
the 560 millions more of pipes of, not rum, but tobacco, smoked this 
year than last, but twice as much more comes from “alcohol.” Drink! 
drink! drink! Free education is to have £1,000,000, barrack con- 
struction,)£500,000, and £400,000 is to be absorbed in the withdrawal 


of light gold. No taxes are imposed, and none remitted, 








Har-ness-cience. 


AN interesting conversazione was last week 
Held by some inventors on a scientific epree, 
At the Electropathic (likewise Zander) Institute unique— 
By permission of one Harness, who is even now C.B., 
A merry time they had with C. B. H.'s patents there, 
Which showed that benefactor in a striking light indeed, 
And the ils and their insti-tutors all did there declare, 
Cute C. B a gladdening Harness for Life's fagged-out human 





Wanted to Know 
WHETHER they grease the ways at a ship launch with Kiel butter? 
Whether the “sweets of office” consist principally of cabinet 


pudding? 


Whether sacred music sounds best on an upright wel 
Whether rifle cake is made of jammed cartridges 
Whether prisoners should expect mercy at the Quarter Sessions ? 
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“COMPANY’S WATER.” 











Our friend Conn Sewmer has been bearding his Water Company lately. @alled on the Secretary. ‘‘ Look here,” says he, ‘‘ your water's so hard, I can't 
wash my face clean with it. Been black for months!” ‘ Hum!” murmured the Sec., ‘‘ wash your face? Ah—according to our Act, that is not a use of 
the water included under ‘domestic purposes.’” ‘‘ Look here,” said our friend Conn Sewmer ; ‘‘so hard that a bar of soap stands on the top of it!” 



































**See here—what's the use of taking a bath in it? Come out black as ever, except for soap-curds!” ‘‘ Baths,” said the Sec., emphatically, ‘‘ are not 
ineluded under ‘domestic purposes,’ ” 





Then our friend Sewmer grew cunning and guileful. ‘ Well, well,” he said, ‘‘ we mustn’t quarrel over trifles. Have a drink.” And he secretly mixed 
a lotion of whisky and that Sec.’s Company's water. The unsuspecting Sec. took a gulp—the fatal lump of Company's water stuck in his throat, and refused 
to budge. With his last breath he feebly murmured, ‘‘ Dobbs Grand Junction Wa——” And the relentless Sewmer stood—alone 
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LOOK HERE 


I'M A PRISONER, AM I? 


CHEEK.—THE ANGLO-PORTUGUESE DIFFICULTY. 





John Bull —“ OH ! 
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, TE psy ee | 
“DOWNRIGHT CHEEK, DON’TCHERKNOW?' 
Flower Girl.—“ Buttonhole, sir? ‘Ere you are!” 
Little Pimple.—“ Haw, no thanks,” 
". G—* Ask yer ma if she'll buy you one!” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tips FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


THE COMING TERROR. 
(A Ballad for the Bad-minded.) 


BARD'S BUCHANAN'S newest vol. 
(Fall of D. T. Epistles) 
Doth not our present ways extol, 
But with strong indictments bristles ; 
He scourgeth here, he sneereth there, 
Reviling human error. 
And lo, he calleth this affair— 
This kind of literary ‘swear ”"— 
This shriek—‘ The Coming Terror!” 


CHORUS. 


The Coming Terror, the Coming Terror, 

Is Bard Buchanan—who'd squelsh all error— 
80 shout Hooray, but get out of the way 

Of this littery, bittery, Coming Terror ! 


But many things, apart from | Perhaps the funniest bit of Bob's 





these, |  BStrange letter book of crazes— 
Which set Buchanan blaring, Is the one wherein the bard 
Around about one daily sees, hobnobs— 
As on through life one’s faring. With Tories (who are 
The Bogie-Man—of Taxes fame “ daisies "")— 
(Who in dates ne'er maketh | Tories more generous are, says he, 
errors )— Than Liberals (fiends of 
The fictionist, who hasan “aim” — error)— 
K’er Bob—if he keeps up this | A theory which, as you'll agree, 
game— Doth prove that common sense 
Aren't these all Coming | to B. 
Terrors ? | As yet a Coming Terror! 
TOPICAL DvueErT, 
“ Respectable?" 


A. When we first told Mr, Fun that we'd this song for him, he cried, 
“ But is it quite respectable !—thoroughly respectable ?” 
B. We feel a though, when you've heard it, all your readers will 
decide 
’Tis piously respectable |—bloomingly respectable ! 
A, But, after all, friend FUN was not to blame for that remark, 
For certain things to-day would drive that Sage to madness stark. 
B. You'll say concerning many things we'll tell (but keep ‘em dark), 
Oh! is it quite respectable’? You're sure it is respectable ? 





A. For instance, there’s the Drama—as regard it, some still say, 
“ Bat is it guite respectable —properly respectable?” 

B. Well, occasionally (we'll confess) ‘tis not in «every way— 
Utterly respectable—oppressively respectable. 

A. The Law, too, has its doubters (most irreverent persons these !), 

Who dare to think most legal fuss a mere expensive wheeze! 

B. Yes, re Law (add even Finance, too!) some ask, in tone to freeze, 

But is it guite respectable ?—unselfishly respectable ?” 


A, Why, even touching turf affairs, some dare to ask in doubt— 
“ But is the turf respectable ?—throughout quite respectable?” 
B. And re politics (those things so pure, which none in scorn should 
scout), 
Some ask, “Are they respectable !—always quite respectable?” 
B. Now, we lately had a notion into Parliament we’d go, 
But certain members recently have played it down £0 low; 
A. Which makes us pause and ask ourselves this question, don’tcher- 
know— 
Hum! Js Parliament respectable? 


Both, —— Wel), . . . . not too respectable ! 
[ Exceunt for Refreshment. 








Fun sincerely wishes success to “Golden Gates.” Hopes John 
Strange Winter will reap a harvest of golden gate money summarily. 
Winter, in this instance, will, FUN trusts, have not the least connec- 
tion with a frost. ‘Golden Gates” is published by—not as its 
name would seem to imply—Ward, Lock and Co., but Mr. H. J. 
Brandon. The stuff ought to be good, as it has an excellent brand 
on it, May the little “G.-G.” win in a canter. 














1] ' 
, | | (Ke 
ral | Ea 


MOT) Ajeet cs. 
\ a! / LL) | aiiint ithe ' 
a Se US dain 





WHITECHAPEL PRECOCITY. 

Miss Mariah Withers (of Bloggses Rents).—*'Enery, yer ain't no 
gentleming! Yera-triflin’ with my maiding ‘eart!” 

Mr. Henery Higgins (of Todger's Alley).—‘‘ S'elp me, Ria, I aia’t!” 

Miss M. W.—“ Don't go for to deny it,’Enery ; larst blessid Sunday 
as ever was,I seed yer with my own heyes in broad daylight a- 
walkin’ hout with that there brazen himage. Hemily ’Arris; ‘ence- 
forth, Mr. 'Iggings, we are strangers! "’ 
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Unus e Grege. 

{It transpires that the French baker, 
who is journeying, ostensibly on stilts 
from Paris to Moscow, bas been surrepti- 
tiously getting a lift now snd then from 
Puffing Billy.] 

FortTH from his shop a young 

Baker of Paris sprung, 

Crying with fervent tongue, 
“‘ Verily, verily, 

I will, to win renown, 

Stilt over dale and down 

Hence into Moscow town 
Merrily, merrily !” 

Proud looks were on him bent, 

Plaudits the welkin rent, 

As from the town he went 
Stiltily, stiltily : 

But, ere a month had hied, 

Whispering birdies sighed, 

‘ §tilter by train doth ride 
Guiltily, guiltily !” 

~ = ” 

Still, when old Fun did hear 

All men the fraud besmear 

Much with foul names severe, 
Scornfully, scornfully,— 

‘“ Swear not!” old Fun did ery, 

“ Rather o’er secret, sly, 

Vile human nature sigh 
Mournfully, mournfully ! 

‘‘ Many famed men are e’en 

Stilters, who, when unseen, 

Tread Pleasure’s paths, I ween, 
Guiltily, guiltily. 

But, while on them we peer, 

Then they, with aim sincere, 

Down Duty’s paths career 
Stiltily, stiltily !” 








My Chambers. 


It’s so awful snug to live in 
chambers in a dear old inn, with 
lots of rooms about it. When you 
are perfectly as you ought to 
be, and you are going upstairs, you 
always curse the place because it is 
dark, and when you have been to a 
“smoker” you do the same, because 
they don’t have a door-mat at the 
foot of each flight to break your 
fall. And then it is so quiet to sleep 
in chambers, because you are never 
interrupted by any footfalls. But 
doesn’t the night porteralways walk 
upstairs, as he says to see that things 
are all right? That means to bring 
you out in your nightshirt —all 
right with him, being another form 
of Anglo Saxon for Scotch whisky 
and water. Then your laundress— 
how nice she is! When you jump 
into bed suddenly, it is to lie down 
on Jones’ corkscrew from the next 
floor, which she’s going to take 
home to clean. When you ask her 
to clean the windows, she says that 
isn’t her work — that’s a man's 
doings, Why, there’s enough dirt 
on my windows, to make enough 
bricks to build a new pedestal for 
the dragon at Temple Bar. 


HOW HE HAD 'EM; OR, A JEWDICIOUS PLANT. 





My daughter Rebecca is lovely and fair, 


With large bazel eyes and dark chestnut hair, 
And the mashers of Florence brought large bouquets rare ; 
Of the Mashers of Florerc?, my daughter, beware! 


7 
» 
ra 
-« 


SSS 
Sa 
= b4 
o) an = 
, . ‘ 








a 














Sho I hit on a plan that sheemed feashible, quite, 
And I bought me a safe that would shut her up tight; 
S'help me goodness, my angel, I'll gi’ ye MY word, 
What the mashers said to her I just overheard. 


























Now, I'm perfectly sure that they can’t get her there, 
With her large hazel eyes and her lovely brown bair, 
And now it’s my best way to settle "em quite,? 

By raising a scare, and seem half dead with fright. 





So I eshrieked, “ My Rebecca's in peril of 


And the mashers came running each one to aspire 
To find out my daughter and bear lier away 


From poor Isaac Moses for ever and aye. 


So I got up a blaze and a smoke, ob, ma tear! 
And bethought me the mashers would quickly be here, 
To rescue from burning my pearl of great price, 

And tocarry ler off would be very much nice, 
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fire!” My succees is unbounded, my daughter is there, 

Not a burn on her dre#s, not a singe on her hair, 

While the blackened remains that lay scattered about 
8’help me goodness, suggested the mashers snuffed out! 








New Leaves. 

“ BETTER Where She Is,” and “ Linked to the Past,” by Nino Bottone 
(Eden, Remington & Co.). These are two stories in one book. : The first 
has nothing singular about it, but the second is of the wondrous won- 
derful.—‘‘A Practical Bachelor,” by Warham St, Leger. Illustrations 
by Crow (Webster and Cable). When readers have spent their time 
over such books as this it is doubtful if their time has been well spent. 
The illustrations are nothing to “crow” about.—“ Juggins,’ by 
H. 8. M. (Beaumont & Co.). This is a dog’s tale, and though an un- 
lucky dog at first, and leading a dog’s life, “ Juggins” is a lucky dog 
at last.—Irish Varieties,” by J. J. Kelly and J. P. O'Byrne (The 





Hansard Pablishing Union), A few short stories in which we are 
told a number of amusing anecdotes—one thoroughly “ Irish variety" 
making full wine bottles, corked and sealed, float in water. We had 
thought them regular sinkers ; but, perhaps, it was a “ light wine.” — 
“The Royal Blue Book” (Gardiner and Son). This useful blue-book, 
more universally useful than many other “ blue-books,” is essedly 
a fashionable directory, and is yearly corrected up to date,—“A 


Real Lesson in Waltzing,” by Edward Scott (Author). With this. 


little book as a pocket-partner, lovers of the “mazy walts” need 
never be in a maze, but may speedily become amazingly accom- 


plished in the dance. 
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SMART’S THE WORD. 
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“ D’ye think I can manage it, Tom 
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And he did so, 


CHOKES ON NAMES. 


By GLOBULUS HISTERICUS, 


THI8 work is not in the Library of the British Museum, but any- 
one who may have access to a copy will recognize the source from 
which Swift obtained the derivations of the names of Archimedes 
and Alexander the Great. Archimedes, says the Dean, objected to 
men servants, and employed women. Io addressing them, his 
invariable custom was to say, “ Hark 'e, maids!” and from this 
circumstance he obtained the name of Arc-i-medes, Alexander the 
Great got his distinctive name from his extreme fondness for roast 
eggs, for whenever he came to a halt during his constant campaigns, 
his first orders were “All eggs under the grate!” From this he 
became known as Alexander the Great. 

The name of “ Globulus Histericus” is clearly a nom de plume, the 
real name of the author has never been discovered. As there is no 
date on any known copy, the period of its publication must remain 
undetermined. This, however, is not of importance—the great fact 
is, that we have the jokes—or “‘ chokea,"—preserved to us. Some of 
these we shall now extract from his volume :— 

APOLLO—wasa Welshman, His father’s name of “'OLLO” was given 
him in consequence of his dropping the letter “h” and of pre- 
facing all his sentences with “'Ollo!"—such as, ‘ ’Ollo, old 
man! how are you?” “’Ollo, John, give me my’at!" His son, 
as is the custom among the Welsh, naturally became Ap 
(the son of) ‘Ollo, and was therefore called Apollo. 
ADONIS—was also Welsh. Everyone knows how he was pestered by 
the attentions of Venus, and other warm hearted goddesses, 
Bat he would cry out, “ A-done! iss, indeed I don't like you what- 
ever!" and so he obtained the name of A-done-is—or Adonis. 
AvuRORA—the mother of the stars and winds—for the latter reason 
a broken winded horse is called A-roarer. 

BeLvus—This King of Babylon was the original inventor of the 
bellows, so called after him. 

CALLIBRBHOE,—This lady was a beautiful virgin of Calidonia. She was 
said to have sprung from the roe of a Caller Herring, hence her 
name— Caller-roe. 

CAS881U8.—This celebrated Roman was cashier in the Bank of Rome 
(Limited), which was, of course, founded on the Capitol. He 
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obtained his name from the cus- 
tomers of the bank as “ Cashus.” 

CASTOR.—was the discoverer of the 
use of castors for furniture, and 
the inventor of castor oil. 

Doponsa.— the most celebrated 
oracle of Jupiter. It was situated 
in the City of Epirus. Tradition 
attributed the founding of the 
oracle to a dove. The bird really 
was a Dodo, hence the name. 

DIOGENES.—This cynic objected to 
paying rent, taxes and rates, he 
therefore lived in a tub and used 
a lantern. This mode of avoid- 
ing many of the annoyances of 
life was considered so very 

| “ Dodgy” of him, that he be- 
came known as Dodgyness—or 
Diogenes. 

HoMeER.—This t was an Irish- 
man, of the O'Meara family. 

MEGARA—wife of Hercules. She 
was an Irishwoman, and her full 
name was Margaret O’Hara. This 
got shortened ultimately to 
Meg-ara. 

ORION.— Another native of the 
Green Isle, properly called 
O’Ryan. 

PALLAS—a son of Tartarus. He 
was a giant, and built himself a 
vast house. After this all large 
houses have been named /al- 
las-e8. 

PHILG@—a town in Egypt, cele- 
brated for its Ales, which were 
named after it. 

QUIRINUS.—This was a name given 
to Romulus, probably from his 
having been suckled by a wolf, 
which was a queer-nus, 

RUBICON.— When Czsar had 
crossei the river that separated 
Italy from Gaul, he asked his 

A.D.C.a conundrum, This“ con” 
| he considered worth a ruby, and thereupon named the river after 
it, the Ruby Con, 
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A CRITICAL MOMENT. 
Athletic Artist (to nervous critic).— The last man who was here 
had the impudence to tell me he didn't like my picture, so I promptly 
kicked him downstairs ; how do yow like it?” 
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Slapper was |< by) 
d parater of the y, 
Impressionist School. kage ‘ 


Fretty Successful too. Yet * 
he had never arrived at the 


Perfectly in comprehenstble Vagueness at which he armed, to his 
| own satisfaction. 
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(3) Stull he used to pretend appréciation of Slappers 
beautiful art: although he did not understand it a bit. 


(5°) And Slapper came hack and ea 


“ 
” a { f 


at iF, and y ~ fe « 
Le f 4 


Ze Gin Me 


~ 
. 






(2.) His friend Nigeter, on the other hand, be - 
longed to the 
old hight 
pea 
Scho ol ’ 
and pro 
duced 
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a. whach were 


in variably rejected by al 


(4.) And Secretly suffered pangs of 
rage and 
Jealousy, 


had goac g & 
for a stroll, leav- ¥ ‘« 

ing his works unprotected, Niggler mixed all his ty 
ments together and spitefully dashed the mixture saad 
the painting. 











Ard that preture was 
the centre of attraction 
at the R.A. that year.. 


() | . 
Ana Niggler paimted many other great 
works by the game method, and grew rich 








a wild shyiek of delight. “Why, my dear boy ! “Shouted he and famous, and finally Give up art and 


ar)! ‘ ; 
Its perfection! Pure chaos! The sublime Summit of all art’ became reSpectable 
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ga” To COBRESPONDENTS.—/* ” accomparnted 


haye thought you had it in you 7° My undying fame is 


N ARTISTIC REVELATION. 
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JEALOUSY? 
Efie.—“Scvcw A Pretry SONG, ISNT IT? IT ALWAYS ‘GOES,’ EVEN WHEN INDIFFERENTLY SUNG!” 
Millicent.—‘“ YES; IT DOES. (Apropos of nothiag apparently.) I 8sHOULD HaTé TO BEA GENTLEMAN'S GIRL, SHOULDN'T you?” 











Is a wonderful man to pull 


LL? Lo yy 6 man 9 “ D ” ” 
The Colonial strings, When the mannikin might g >“ pop ! | OUBLE! Double!” few need trouble 


And he frequently brings ; ce | - they can turn on a “double.” 
Into Africa, cargoes full. Just Out.—Price One Shilling ; Post.free, 1/24. ie ab oll Gn 


The mannikin Portuguese “DRAGON’S TE ETH,” To foil the sly detective dog, 


Very jealously looks on these, y 1s _ However he may spy incog. 
And he finds in his dreams | By CLO. GRAVES, Ulestzated by 1. RAVEN HILL. As proofs of doubles” poe oP uncanny, 








Cheek, | Now, shculd Portuguese pranks not stop | Alibi-bye—A la Mode. 
‘ And such cheeky affairs not drop, . ; 
THE B Bh i ago ul With a humorous frown (An ns I hes whom it may 
aS See, ig cous John Bull might sit down, oncern.) 





John Bull's African schemes os posenest ane panties yagi Telegraph. Do but recollect fair “ Fanny.” 
Taking forms that his taste displease. eee, a Fi og ell Meee won Also, lately, through life's flurry, 
80 he-fancies he'll bar their way, Teeth.’ "— Referee. Flashed that deep, dark “double” Murray. 
If hedaringly makes display erp J -_ pees is good oe a gre ent Haply, in another case 

. - (and that of a high order) as well as quantity, the story . 7. hall 

Of cheap valour and wrath being remarkably clever and powerfal, and the start- (Now sub judic e); wee trace— 

And a bellicose froth ling plot original."— Newcastle Daily Chronicle. That, whatever charge may lurk, 
That's intended to cause dismay. “A melodrama, expanded into a novel, cleverly con- ’Twas some demon “ double’s ” work ! 
But the one is a feeble scrap, | pote ny and presents powerful situations.”— Hristo! So, “Double!” “Double!” when we've 
While the other’s a burly chap “The story is powerfully and dramatically told.”— trouble, 

| Brighton Examiner. Come and aid us, good old “ Double!” 
Who can surely take care 9 
Of hi wer ther “ The book enthrals the reader from its first page to 
imeelf over there, | {te last, and we recommend every lover of sensational 

And won't tremble at mere clap-trap. fiction to get it."—Lvening News and Post. A SENSITIVE PLANT.—A thinskinned orange. 





| AWARDED SVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


Ber Award Adelaide, 1887. 
FOR , CHILDRER | 
AND a 
INFANTS, O O INV ALIDS. wv 
Write as smoothly ese fred pencil. welthes scratch nor spurt, 


Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d. 2s. Gd., 5a., ras cir New “Grad es - 


dd 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. ibilte oe 7 cam ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 








@eld Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Londen. 
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Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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Chivalry 


i + 
en 


A ruplure be (we 


I 
SS K\ 


~ 


SY 


‘ NS 


(1) In chivalry’s grand cause, a youth in teens 
Punched into rowdies who had just made “‘ scenes.” 


(2) Well might this parent rage and make a ‘‘ row,” sirs, 
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fA . 7 
1) A giant weds a dwarf 
+? ¥ - 


To see his daughters all thus clad in 
) Japan and China are upset again, 
May this Ja-panic lead to no poor-slain ! 


’ 
4 re £34} 1 
e wedding, faithful to his 





(but hush! not that !). 


and many a “‘ freak” 





“FUNS TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES 





(5) Lo, weg the merrie,”calling in again, 


(6) 
(7) 
(8) 
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Brings buds, birds, bees and baa-lambs in her train. 4 


Another Yankee falls a victim “ slick ” 
To the Yankee-panky of the confidence trick, 


When ladies call for you to pay their bills, 
You mustn't—like this debtor, give them spills. if 
Shall ladies smoke in cafés? Why not, pray! 
Why ciga-rette-icence should they display * 


we 









































FUN. | May 6, 1891, 


SSASHES AND PUFFS. although I consider it very funny and smart, of course I can't say go. 

~ ‘ ‘ , ; Q) “ditor’s so particular, he won't let a 

Mj Ze ee 2a. - THE main point of ur J : Os A ag bit. H ye raid ; 

thy, PG —— 1 reve 8 CTACK CAC er é ‘ es alrai 

4 We interest in Mr. Willie Us CTACK CACN OUNCT Up 4 ‘ Bla! 
of our getting proud, [ expect, and insist- 


Kdouin’s new pro- 4 

yramme no doubt the ing on a rise of serew, Besides, you dl 

4 ith) iB, ' ¢ i , ‘ . , 

return of the merry faced say I was doing it Just because the 
; ‘ 


( Miss Atherton tothe London authors 4 pal (the way the public gets 
7) ) boards, after ra deplorable ALSeTICE at truth nowadays is disgusting ). put 
). thia I will say, Mr. FUN has bred more 
prominent dramatic authors than any 
other paper, comic or serious (and we 
don’t care tuppence in which category 
you include us), and Mr. Johnson is 
showing himself quite worthy of the 











of two years nearly; and the sivht 





of her not only reminds one how 
dreadfully we have missed her, but 


livens one up beautifully, clearing 


off several bushels of cobwebs from 


the dull brain, and waking up the B.- oie 
veheid like the best champagne al crowd, The re Pass on. piease, 


riy bob a bottie, true to brand, . 
THE LYCEUM. Hasn’t there been 








V"\ HEN you Come ty the play—this aome talk ot one or more of Mul 
tv, Our Daughtera (which ia by Mr. theatrical managers being knighted | | 
‘ ~~ 
(}. Warre n and Mr Kdou Ti his VOTY thought wi) NOW, [ wonder whethe 
; Vir enry ‘vine’s delicate little atten- 
1) ou don't find anything pal Ir. Henry en . ; : THE STRAND.—MARIE—AD- 
ilarly new n itmor. at any rate ] tion to the mvernment, in selecting MIRA-BELE ! 
| lo find it least, [che Primrose Day to trot out Ais Primroges 
j we i i if) ) : 
i ' } . ° ,t en } ’ . , ‘ ‘ , " lave ra ‘ er 
| ay {) j , particularly old in it. A invth to do with it! Anyway. I | Primroses on any 
444 terms l t i 
" | ; i " rij i r 4 | i ju al 
PTZ ' , , a ’ t} f Ith] LT blata nt an ! 
| m ly f t } 

P , ’ } i’ | 4 thie t fi Ti — ; ms uy 
rie tance one wouldn't wish it Radical a 
ettered, ‘TI ree] r fact, plenty of fun aim, | accep 

, : the otn rim 
ru, % tor those wi eC nou sp particular about novelty He OUNSr pri 
POR and Weal 
am , them all oy 
Vir pot IN vives’ @l exe f fiy natural portrait of A fussy, , . —— 
ther headed. good natured old gentleman, #0 genuinely artistic and me on the day 
‘ ul , La 

f reatraint that many an unreflectiny party will consider him pe hich om 

ptol ia! form. But 7 don’t care, [ like to see that he can lorics hav 

. | | ‘ i rvie*y i “ . rye nd rm tie ry] wud : COMICA oddly enous N. 

| \J » Atherton (¢ hidcgae? Costume ry hye OO i met a ftom) ‘hbunchy turned Into a 
. . . ‘ wi f Vs |: but 

tne wa eee Tow Ones a Hohe mn that white dress iti thie first ; “i a phe 
(1) | ve Oy \ i hool-boy criticism - * Ain't she lolly !”’ Mis ued Mu Pin not 
(rifting into 


Mav Whitty. whom [am in danyver of getting too enthusiastic about 
* politics, Let 


s | see her touch becoming at once firmer and more delicate with 
us vet back to 


ery fresh part she plays, performa her slight part very prettily. 
the more 
wholesome 
[atts }) Cece aAleo Drings into some Prominence two youny people who ! Primroses. 
haven't been there before Miss Lilian Milward’s irritating wife, and = - 
Mr. Barraclough’s violent husband (this looks absurd, but it isn't Mr. WILLS'S 
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ou know all!) are both eapitally done, the lady's contribution 
particular Mr. Vercy Marshall's bounce is“ just the thing” for 


T iy outwicl bre 


Olivia for 
lumps of it 
Goldsmith 
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| THK STRAND.-TUK DANBYS—DO AS YOU WOULD BE DANBY. Wouldn't own 

to is perhaps 
the most delightful and beautifal play on Mr, Irving's list—it has the 
mellow beauty and sweetness of the 





rory bpopoit that row in the vie il 
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ness Tor the part equa O Ou 
Mr. Terriss’s Thornhill. Mr. Macklin’: 
Burchell, Mr. Howe's Farmer, Mr: 
VPauncefort’s Mrs. Primrose are not 
these well known performances ol 









wknowledged excellence? Then we 
have the pretty truth of Miss Annie 
Irish’s Sophia, the precocious finish 
of little Minnie Terry's Dick, and the 
appropriate reserve of Mr. Gordon 
Craig's version of the studious, but 











not unsusceptible, Moses, for elements 





of new interest, All blended into a 


delightful whole by the happy and 





yinpathetic stave manavement, 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENT?. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 
{uthor of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” « { Tap Room 


Key nlance,’ “ Not Bad, but Worse.’ “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,’ “Green as a Leek waa He , ete ete, 


CHAPTER VIII. 
WHEREIN GREEK MEETS GREEK, WITH THE PROVERBIAL RESULT. 

WITH the silently haughty mien of a Nubian mute bearing the un- 
answerable bowstring, Mis Bonely-Grimshank alvanced towards the 
avuncular intrench- 
ment, 

“You are the 
pawnbroker, Mr. 
Popt ick, J pre- 
sume?” she said, 
slowly, fixing her 
impenetrable gaze 
upon his rotund 
brow, 

“(Guessed it in 
once, ma’am,” was 
the vallant reply ; 
“takeachair. What 
ean I do for you in 
the way of bu 
ness?” 

Declining the 
proffered seat with 
an Immperceptible 
resture, and calmly 
isnoring the latter 
portion of his re 
sponse, she CoOn- 
tinued, with cut- 
class frigidity, “ And 
this young——young 
person is you! 
daughter?” 

MKureka acknow- 
lodged this courtesy 





by a graceful and very assuring wriggle, 
“Right again, madam,” she cooed, sweetly. 
cesses equally correct, You are surely gifted with clairvoyance ! 
With an air of high-bred curiosity, as though casually observing 
gome stranve freak of nature, Mra, Bonely-Grimshank glanced for a 
moment in her direction, Then she returned to the pawnbroker, 
“You have doubtless heard of the Bonely-Grimshank blood?” was 
her brief interrogatory. 
“Well,” replied Mr. Poptick, guardedly, “ I've heard of it, certainly, 
but [ can’t say as how [ should care to advance money on it, Such 
security is almost out of fashion nowadays, If it was plate, now, or 


9 


: ] Wo consecutive 


diamonds—— 
‘You mistake me apparently,” she inte rrupt d. with cold se renity. 
My business not ofa monctary nature, fam mer y desirous of 
iscertaining the truth with regard to a few simple fact facts that 
may ultimately prove of importance both to you and myself. 
‘Oh, Popsy, Poy ” eried Eureka, suddenly, clapping her — 


th a cdelightful simulation of infantine surprise, ° why, i wie 


mamma! Can't vou see the likeness? That mole on her chin, there, 
l could swear to t amor ra million! Pne sa ttle bluer in the fae 
thatsall! Whata funny old woman You are '’ she milded, wv th per 
fect: frankness, critically running her eye over the visitors haughty 


form: “| sha’n’t like von a bit for a mother-in-law, Why, you re 
perfectly horrid |” , 
; For the first and only time in her life Mra. Bonely-Grimshank 
transgressed the unwritten laws of immaculate politeness, She gasped. 
It was an unpardonable solecism—she mentally admitted as much, but 
‘he gasped, At the same moment she instinetively realized that this 
virl was the actual foe against whom the weight of her steel must be 
directed, 
Meanwhile, Mr. Poptick stealthily rubbed his hands, and chuckled 
Inwardly. os It’s the House of Lords ty A fried fish shop on Reeky when 
t comes to real fighting,” was his unspoken comment, 
"Vou were about to observe?” said Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank, re- 


Lg {} 
COVE ny herself by an effort. and avain f The pawnbroKnel 5 
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“Badly brought up!” repeated Mr. Poptick, indignantly, “ badly 
brought up! Why, no expense has been spared with her eddieation, 
and in her very last quarter at school, she took the three first prizes 
for the three Ms—music, manners and morals. What do you want 
more than that?” : 

As though working on a pivot, Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank slowly 
revolved, and looked straight into the cuileless face of Kureka. 

“1 wonder at my son’s taste,” she said, icily. 

“Yes, isn’t it really surprising?” replied Kureka, simply. “ You 
would scarcely have credited him with such acute perception. I 
suppose, as | am almost one of the family, it’s no breach of confidence 
to say the poor boy is lamentably stupid, and I should think his 
appreciation of my charms is about the first proof of intelligence he 
has exhibited during a lifetime.” 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank smiled scornfully, though the wrath at her 
heart almost stayed the pulsations of that necessary organ. “ And do 
you think for one moment,” she asked, with a superb disdain, “ that 
my son, the last of an inimitable race, would m ry you, a namele 
nobody, when he has but to choose from among the highest and 
noblest in the land?’ 

‘Well, it does seem something like that, when you come to look at 
»’ laughed Eureka, merrily. 
“T cannot pretend to much judgment in such matters,” continu 


if 


her antagonist, lonoring the response, * but you do not RpH peal th) 
possess even beauty a quality which [ willing y admit occasions 
serves to gild a multitude of defect 


The silvery ripple of Kureka’s merriment echoed gaily through | 
apartment, 

“Ah! you have me there. [ conf: aby uwlroitte 
frankness, “Tm not built altovether on rrictiyv cla ! 
still there's a something a 8ortool whatever-vou Chonan f i 
me, that’ perfectly Irresistible For | do fetch ‘en cle BPS | 

“ Fetch ‘em, rey utecl Ma Popticl 4 th proud parentia 
“fetch ’em! If there’s a human man alive at th present 
Whether prince or pauper, as is worthy of lying down and 
jJumpecl on by vou. Pll lend half a crown on the next flat iron | t 


crosses the counter of my establishment ! 
{ lo hy continued, ) 











ANYTHING TO OBLIGE A FRIEND 


rt) nto Wil Vv i; you 


Re rtivc.—"* Oh, I say, Charlie, you and Maud 
I ral freaving to Murie We ovo out for love 
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OUR ROYAL ACADEMY MIXTURE. 
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ROYAL NAVAL EXHIBITION. 
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A RANDOM SHOT, 

Tom Toutem.—* D'year, genta, ef yer want a real moral for the 
Mlatketcher’s Stakes, I can give yer one for a trifle. Jest ‘adit d’reet 
from Lord W ideawake, the howner of Greased Lightning, as ‘a8 two 
horses in the race,” 

Sportaman.— “Goon! Get out!” 

7. 7.—" Git abt! Who d'ye think v'are, orderin’ people orf the 


‘Kath? Think you're a bloomin’ Steward !” 


Sportsman—*" 1 believe so. Anyway, I'm Lord Wideawake, and 
if—. *’ But 7. 7. was non est, 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SOLO. in The Path fic Pudi 


A TALE of two pugs with sorrowfu 
Is the tale which I now would te ; 
And ‘twas in the States where, thanks to the Fates, 
This heartrending story befel. 
When Jake, with shocks, saw Charles in a box, 
He came, and with sadness frowned : 
And the once joyous Jake his hand wouldn't take, 
For he felt Charlie's heart wasn't sound ! 
REFRAIN, 
But, lo! when * Pony” Moore took Jake 
And wanted him “ Chorlie’s”’ hand to take, 
Kilrain passed proudly by ; 
And says he, * No, Chorhie, it ain't my plan, 
For, s'elp me, you're no gentleman !” 
And Mitchell began to cry! 


But one joy-gleam in this dreadful dream 
Appeared Life’s thirst to slake ; 
’Twas thatinoble deed of which we read, 
When “ Pony” Moore KISSED Jake ! 


| 
| CHORUS. 
But, lo! when Good Old Moore kissed Jake, ete. 


TOPICAL TRIO.—* Flowers in May.” 


A, You may not have noticed ’em—still, all around 
Are peeping the Flowers of May ; 

B, Like jewels of joy do they dot all the ground, 
Do these sweet little Flowers of May. 

(', Of course, they are welcome, these gems of the Spring, 
For Winter, the Worrier, had a good fling ; 

All, But the topics which this week FUN asks us to sing 
Are as welcome as Flowers in May! 


A, The Scientists’ tip to Lord Salisbury seems 
To—well,—cheer him like Flowers in May! 

B. Their righteous complaint ’gainst the Kensington schemes 
Has blossomed like Flowers in May! 

(’. Lord R. has, we learn, really gone out to “ mine,” 

A. And some Tories re Free Education now whine, 

All, And the Budget is deemed by the publican line— 
H’m !—scarcely welcome as Flowers in May. 


{. Mr. Herkomer grumbles that critics’ remarks 
Aren't so pretty as Flowers in May, 
B, And that “Idyl” Apprentice on journalist sparks 
Isn't sweet—like the Flowers in May. 
('. A Jackson Society's rumoured of late, 
So that husbands may be in less slavish a state ; 
And the Leasehold Enfranchisement Bill is—but wait— 
Will these come—with the Flowers in May? 
[ Exrcunt to find that the Second Reading of 
the L. EB. is“ chucked.” 





te 


A TART REPLY 


| 
Nreet Boy— Ere, 1 say, mum, there ain't much in thee ‘er 
| penny tarts, 
Ttinerant 1 (in an 1 tonr).—** Not much ‘ \\ 
I ‘ ‘ i Wi) I loses a fa f 
f ‘ t t qi fity Js ¢ J ula 
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A TALE OF THE LATE CENSUS. 






2. 
G3 32 


“== 


George,” said Mrs. Althenugh-Skandles, ‘‘ you must apply for the post of enumerator for our district.” ‘‘Gad! 7?” said Mr, A.-S. But he 
had to take it on. 


\ —_ a . 


Ms 


$4 
Hi", | 





‘There's a love!” she said, as he returned from collecting, with his arms full of Census papers. ‘‘ There, you can go and smoke, and / will look 
over the papers.” 








, F ‘ ‘ ’ ‘ P s ts ’ sar’ che wi f ‘rh De ( now that Mri. Pass- 
And this season Mrs. A.-S. is the envy of her circle—the best informed ber nay sodas re My dear, one we aay : Y ey 4 - ; rf bout’s is oly a 
h was forty-one last birthday: and Mrs. Pretenterbeigh Ritch’s husband only earns five hun lred a year; and dira, Swellabour y 
‘ , , *d ae ; ’ - ry *¢ | , 4 her T le wh j Dn make ¢ if i, 4 Ty ' L7 be $9 Weill in] rime 
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OF COURSE. 
Vie. Marshall.—* Mr. GREEBLE’S NOT RIDING WITH YOU THIS MORNING: 






sd 24t- x . O- 


> ~~ 


39 


Mrs. Greeble—“ NO; WYRE HAVING A LITTLE QUARREL. I FORGET WHAT IT IS ABOUT, EXACTLY.” 


VW, - Vu rshall_—* 


TURF CUTTINGS.—To tHe Epiror or “Fun,” 


Sirk,—Thank you, I am pretty fair. 


So Sorry! 


OF COURSE 


YOu’LL SEND A ‘STATEMENT’ TO THE PAPERS? 


You didn’t ask me, I'm aware, 


about my health’s concurrent state ; but (bless my heart !) if I should 
wait until you did, I'm bound to say it would be many a weary day 


ere I should be entitled to inform your lordship how I do. 


And so 


(just coming from abroad) I've done it on my own accord ; and, if 


you like it not, your aim should be to go and lump the same. 


I'm glad, as you will understand, to view once more my native land, 
to find that it has ceased to freeze, that leaves are budding on the 
trees, that balmy breezes blow serene, that grass is getting rather 


vreen, and that the dame who lets 
me rooms (in town I’ve neither 
maids nor grooms) has gone throuch 
all the jolly fun of getting her 
“ spring-cleaning ” done. My holi- 
day (of course it should) has done 
my healtha heap of good: and so, all 
plac il ani l serene, | Come once more 
upon the scene, attracting home a 
it ol ships with my extr’ordinars 
tips. And, by your leave, we'll 
“reckon up” the horses fot 
THE CHESTER CUP, 
Ir you've any loose cash (though 
you shouldn't be rash), 
It is wisdom, my boys, to invest 
it—-invest it; 
And I never advance an unpromis- 
ing chance, 
For such conduct’s too bad—I 
dletest it—<cetest it. 
So, concerning this cup. hich we're 
reckoning up, 
Your old prophet I pray keep 
your eve ON Vour eye On; 
And the horse that he'll name will 
afford a good game, 
For my tips you may always 


rely on—rely on, 


Wi l]. don't ro too far with l,’ A b- 
eo de Jouarre, 
Though.p'r’aps ‘twere not well t 


— } 
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AN UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIAL. 


,” 


But Count Kinsky’s Orwell may come to the fore well, 
So keep on his side—I advise it —advise it. 
Still, some will prefer the sweet named Silver Spur, 


Sut, spite of all ravens, I go for High Havens, 
And likewise the Lily of Lumley—of Lumley. 





That, sir, | think will serve the turn of people whom it may con- 
cern, and once again inscribe my name upon the mighty scroll of 
fame. Meantime, perhaps we'd better see about 


THE KEMPTON “JUBILEE.” 





R I have tried one box 


inv wre 


ry 
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SEE the horses at the starting point, 
impatience in each eye, 

They champ their bits and paw the 
ground and sidle all awry ; 

But the crimson flag is falling and 

away the beggars go, 

| And which of them will win the 

| race is what we want to know. 





j 
There is Surefeot, not so sure as 
one would wish him for to be; 
re | | There’s Miss Dollar, not a weakling, 
Se ( | as the blindest man might see ; 
= | There’s Tostig, whose unequalled 
oe 







Ne 


form is not to be disguised ; 
And Nunthorpe, too—but both of 














ff them (I think) are “ penalized.” 
But Corstorphine is more my form 
and earns approving smiles, 
Fitz-Simen is ahead of his com- 
panions many miles ; 
But L’Abbé Morin’s chances are by 
no means poor and limp, 
Suppose you take the last two in 
conjunction with The Imp. 
So, hoping you may have a spell 
powees of doing “extra special” well, and 
trusting when the prize is “ got” 
that you may find you've made “a 
your celebrated corn plasters, and shall | = pot.” And, hoping you are well, 
Yours, ete., F, JUGGINS. : o ws mAbs re 
ted to produce more raving maniacs than old cuss, I'm always yours, 


TROPHONIUS, 


And there’s some think the Scene-Shifter comely—’ter comely; ; 
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The Royal 
Naval Exhibition. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


THERE are many brave 
old tars, 
Seam’d with honourable 
scars, 
Who have fall’n into an in- 
digent condition ; 
And their hearts it will 
elate 
If successful be the fate 
That attends on our new 
Naval Exhibition. 


The Prince of Wales was 
seen 
Representing 
(Jueen, 
And preserved its op’ning- 
day from inanition, 
By performing—not 
alone— 
A brisk hornpipe of his 
own, 
To inaugurate the Naval 
Exhibition. 


there the 


Sights that savour of the 
sea, 
Ships and blue- jackets 
there be, 
All collected in convenient 
position ; 
And the arts of war afloat, 
Shown by model gun and 


boat, 
May be studied at the Naval 
Exhibition. 


FuN’s blessings on you, 
then, 

Good ladies and good men, 

Anl remember that you 

have his kind permis- 
s10n 

To take season-tickets, or 


To pay freely at the door, | (3.) 


For admission to the Naval 
Exhibition. 





POLITICAL CAPITAL: 
The Sarplus, 





THE CLANG OF THE 
CLOCK TOWER. 


FoR an Hon. Member to be 
called to order within a quarter of 
an hour after his first appearance in 
the House of Commons is decidedly 
an “event’’—a sort of record new in 
these days of Parliamentary larks. 
It was Sir James Bain, the newly 
elect of Whitehaven, who found 
himself in this bainful position. 
His offence against the Commons’ 
conscience consisted in wearing his 
hat while standing, and he was 
speedily made aware of the heinous- 
ness of the sin he had committed. 
How do the Tories like free educa- 
tion? Rumours are afloat of dis- 
sensions, cabals, and so on. Nous 
Last week, William and 
Sir William argued that Goschen’s 
fizures are as fallacious as those of 
padded Jadies. Meanwhile, Mr. 
Goschen finds Joseph’s coat of 
many colours hardly a fit, but twill 


COrrONE, 








FUN. 


SHOWING 


























(1) Wotsay,sir? Show yer any 


hold buildin's or 
other hobjecks of 


interest m the 
nerghho urhood? 


You come 


7 
along: a me, 


mister. lm 


the chap 
to pint 


em out : ¥ 


19] 





'EM THE SIGHTS, 


(2.) "Ah' the land du cling a be doat-st? But 


it taint more'n a 
matter ofour. 


teen mile 






(+) 


aint ub? 


you 


come 


along 





vn! buildin! That there's the 
Y b howd gassus: We've cyt 


a noo un now. 


” There yer har! That there's the very hidentical Spot 
where “The Knobb Chicken “Knocked the Game Cab “orse’ 


cal 3's he ninety third round, when the hodds 
was ten to one agin’ im" 
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show 
yer 
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a, ‘} where 


the Great Battle 


wh ) were fought” 
) d, 5 
e. 4 
4, 






° The ‘Cab -orse’} yer See, stood Same as Wolbyou 
might he ThoOw; an’ the’ Knobb un” ‘e comea 
ratnein'at ‘im like this ‘ere ' One! Two? — 
Har! an' Til never stw if © didnt let’im ave ur 
proper, an‘allt* 


In the Lords, on Tuesday, our 
“kin beyond sea,” the Newfound- 
landers, were assured of the interest 
taken in their affairs by the mother 
country. But why wasn't there 
an H.R.H. in the House when tle 
delegates appeared the week befoie 
at the Bar? 

On Wednesday, the Commo s 
decided to put down drink—nc«t 
after the manner of hon, and 
convivial members at the bar of the 
House (the one in the lobby), but 
by declaring that something must 
be done to reduce the number of 
public houses, 

Mr. Haldane made a gallant 
attempt last week to pull the 
Leaseholds Enfranchisement Bill 
through a second reading, and only 
just failed, Better luck next time. 

Mr. Webb, like many other people, 
is greatly perplexed by the puzzle— 
how to find the communicator on 
the railway when wanted. The 
President of the Board of Trade 














loSEPH’S COAT.”—HARBDLY A FIT; BUY "TWILL SERVE. 
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Ihe. —" THESE NEWSPAPER FELLOWS WILL USE SUCH RUM Worpbs. 


Gop AMMON, WONDER WHO HE WAS? WonNnpDER IF HE HAD A WIFE?” 
She, —" OH, YES—AMMONIA HER NAME WAs, HOW DULL YOU ARE!” 


EDUCATION! 
‘| 


‘HIS IS ALL ABOUT THE DISCOVERY OF A STATUE OF THE 


ew eee wee a. erage ee _———— ~~ OO 
ot ae . ~. 


Picture Shows. Just Out.—Price One Shilling; Post-free, 1s. 24d. 
“DRAGON’S TEETH,” 


CLO, GRAVES. Illustrated by L. RAVEN HILL. 


THE Royal Academy. It is said that twelve thousand pictures were 
returned tothe artists from various causes, So whi there isso much that 
smerely Commonplace on the walls is simply unaccountable. Amongst 


, ' na juran are the twa hy ™ } » Rar ; al Pa —" 
t Most | ible land apes are the Wo by sil John Millais, Bart., and “A powerful and realistic tale. Daily Telegraph. 
one (I hy Lpieture) DY Vieat Cole. In figure subjects Mr. Luke “For a good, sound, startling kind of shilling shocker, commend me to the new 
bildes stances st prominently forward, and Mr. W. Small in his story, * Dragon 8 Teeth.’ ''— Kefseree. - ;, : , 
| ‘ i oid ‘ ; ‘ e bef le] “Certainly this novel is good value. There is quality (and that of a high order) as 
Pisti } iit Lit itl Lit’s jt tiie rT eC ii CDectal lis ourial pale , ‘ : int yy , 
| ; ‘ } ‘ | ‘ t } nu Wie 1 us quantity, the st ry belmg@ remarkal bly clever and powerful, and the startling 
| CALLY puowe il We Phie | traits are humerous, and many of plot original.”— Newcastle Dailu Chronicle, 
then, fine ' ' la 1) y Mr. Ouless. Of the “creepy ” sub- “A melodrama, expanded into a n ail. cleverly constructed, and presents power- 
: =. ‘ : ie f i] situations.’ 1o rey, 
\¢ ‘The African Panthers,” by J. M. Swan, excels all others ier sons. —Srtses Mercury. << 1 , 
‘\ ; 1 “The story is pho we rfully and dran ically t td. —_— Bri jhton Evamine r 
L hie Ne 1 : ' : vel a ection of puctures, Phe “The book enthrals the reader from its first page to its last, and we recommend 
ridast rel i ‘ tT a } { ! “i 1} e star ol Ie thie he of ny every lover of sensat nal fiction to get it.’"— Aoening News and Post. 
: , ; . . “The Int ie hy ino ia <¢ ‘ erar ‘ . he situatious are 
I} Ue Phe | raits vreneraiyvy are very strong, particularity A Tae prot 1 pera t ' Writing 1} f high lit rary mnerit; the situations a 
: forcibly delineated. Yorkshire Gazette 


the y Sh} Sargent. and Sir J. KE. Millais. B * but th: ) . ihs- “sie ; ee ; 
, .K, Millais, Bart. ; but that of Mrs, “A powerful novel of the highly sensational school, strikingly illustrated by 


Jan H] il tart vl \I. SWih, Is superior to all others for delicate L. Raven Hill.’"—Deron and E.reter Gacette. 
colour and ret ned manipulation. Of the landscapes, “ A Fro-ty Sun- “It is absolutely quite one of the creepiest and most sensational books I have read 
° ‘ : ee he , since ‘Called Back.’ "Man of the World 
rise, by GH. Boughton, is amonyst the best, and" Autumn,” by J..W ; s ea 
\ +) . j ‘ } } as 3 1, ; ‘The keenest Appetite for sensational horrors will be satisfied wit! h the cone ‘luding 
Orth, Is its edb and pw Coits anVthine this artist has ever done, chapters.”— Manchester Guardian. 
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BIRD'S (veaan) CADBURY'S 


POWDER MIL OL2 OCOA 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless NY that BAe get it ! 


Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest As bad hd are often sold ARSOLUTELY PURE tHererore BEST 


Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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mage “UN TOUCHES. 
} LY 7. A ail ———. 


— 
- =" 






| 








_—— 
| er ‘ le 
Lie pe ao / 
IC Bo, 





Vir Harry finds 


B\, i. Me. | bs eS { ‘ ~— ’ 6 O 
\\, BANDS.) lit \~ilee td Se , on the Humour, F 
i if 4 7. JA), < a soee Parlcamenl. 
y 


y 











: \ \ \ \ . 
‘ Ww a , 
a . wt 


vi’ 
. 7 i) 
Uh 


Wy 7 
/ 


VA By i, Wr * - ore F 
, POTD) Sur tay spoalen frm 
: 2 oe", the lark qualf ( je 

. : sparkling Py3 . 


AiGacl? 


f 





: atta y ( . 
a 4 L ) - f ’ . 
: BANA Coord) t A Hogarth felches £2572. 10s 
_ V5 CSE SRL - m6, a> » Where are Che Walonal 
YY , er Sox Vo 7 
Polo al urlinghar, P cock lays nine €S35- Gallery authorilces : 
(1) If you shy when wet clothes o’er your broccoli mp (5) "T'wixt the Navalries here, and the Germanries there, 
With an a-prop-os prop you'll, perhaps, be made skip. Bull has now exhibitions enough, and to spare. 
(2) When you've done with the opera-glasses you hired, (6) The ‘* Smart” Polo season once more has begun, 
Don’t fancy they are by your Uncle required. | If you've sneers, don't be hurling ‘em—I’olo’s good fun ! 
(3 Not ‘sighing like Furniss” (as Shakspeare’s love elf) | (7) An Indian writes of an egg laying cock ; 
Was this well Furnissed artist, who ‘‘ shadowed ” himsel:. "Twas an egg-shell-ent fowl, but it died from the shock 
(4) Rich Socialist spouters, who’d spouted at length, (8) Hogarth’s ‘‘Gate of Calais” went pretty cheap 
Took champagne, just to keep up their ‘‘ fizz ’-ical strength. The National Gallery being asleep. 


or 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


} LULL in the movement of the ever 
restless, ever “flowing tide” of 
theatrical affairs (which is always 
“with us”). Not much ofa lull, 
or a lull with a break of more 
than ordinary importance, but 
still, a lull, Just enough of a lull to give you 
an opportunity of stretching your legs, — 
your hands under your coat tails, and indulging 
in a soothing cigarette, as you look calmly out for 
the next thing. I like these lulls, You get a 
little breathing time: a little 
time to reconstruct your ideas 
of life on a firm basis. You 
can look around the world 
and regain your 
= early beliefs. 

™, Life 
































oe 


A PAUSE. 


footlights and back 
scenes; sets and sen- 
tentiousness. No 
longer do you find young 
virls believing the first 
breath against the bond fides 
of a devoted lover. No longer 
do “next heirs,” as a body, en- 
deavour to compass the ruin 
of rich cousins, uncles, or what 
not; serving men and maids 
do not combine unswerving faithfulness with a sense of humour—and 
80 on, and 80 on, 


A Drop OF WATER FROM THE OLYMPIA 
WATER OCARNIVAL—MUCH MAGNIFIED. 


It also enables one to remember things that may have been some- 
what overlooked in “the rush.” There is the travesty of Barnum’s 
Show at Olympia, for instance. (Hurryup! Hey! hey! hey! only 
a few more evenings—a “Grand Water Carnival” on the 21st, the 
rink closing on the Ist prox. Hey! hey! hey!) It’s an elaborate 
affair this show, and genuinely comic, It only prevents the ball—or 
rather, the skate—a-rolling for about half an hour, just time fora 
glass of water and a bun, you know; then on you go again, round 
and round again, Plenty of fun at Olympia, 
the home of that queer fish, the roller-skate, 





THEN there’s the gay and gamesome sing- 
song season is at it again. Your noticer 
would be ashamed to say how many smok- 
jZ, ing concerts, ballad singings, Salons de 

Réunion, conversaziones, and all that sort 
of thing he’s been to—even if he could— 
which he can’t, He has heard people, whom 
you cannot usually hear under at least two- 
and-six a time, sing and recite for nothing 
(except the amusement of the assembly), 
and some people whom you cannot hear 
publicly at any price whatever (and 
wouldn’t want to!). He's heard songs about 
sailors and saucy maidens and old maids, and 
Gondola Dreams (adrt.), and he doesn’t 
know what. He has heard recitations 
humorous and solemn, and wild and tame, 
and a number of people imitating a number 
of other people till he hasn't known who 
was who. But he’s enjoyed himself all the 
time, that he has. Such genial boys —such 
deference—and such drinks! What wonder 
if he can't recollect the names of the per- 
formers and hosts, and which were where, 
S@and when! 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—MAKING 
AN IBSEN-NIGHT OF IT. 








. 


But, one moment, I musn’t forget the 
“break in the lull,” so turn we to 

THE VAUDEVILLE.—At last—ha! ha! At last! Ibsen in the 
evening bill! and the disciple of the cult lets down her back hair and 
dances the dance of triumph, Let her dance, though it be, maybe, a 




















premature oblation to Terpsichore. At least, “the master” is now 
put to the only test whereby his right to be called a dramatist can be 
tested J’m ready to 
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CSE, gt y : 
GHEE AZZ; ZA, abide by it, though I 
ZZ le ZZ’ ze, Aeciline to range myself 


~Z asan outand outadmirer 
; of the (in his views of 
life) near-sighted Nor- 
wegian—or an out and 
out enemy, either. (Ha! 
ha! a trimmer! Down 
with him! Squelch him! 
Bury him beneath “the 
master’s” latest, till he’s 
as black as its views and 
as blue as its dialogue! 
Hooray!) But, look 
here, I think Ibsen’s a 
genius. I do, indeed! 
He has a beautiful genius 
for looking at the black 
side of, and finding bad 
motives for, everything. 
Not that Jcare! Don’t 
imagineit. Norway may 
be that sort of place, you 
know; I’ve heard it’s a jolly place 
to spend one’s holidays in. This 
Ibsen business affects me much the 
same as the Mugby refreshments 
iis affected the American gentleman 
Odds Conde —“T laff, do!” I feel like a street- 

—To nusu No boy watching a fight. “Crikey! 

LONGER witu Here’sagame! Fight on! Go it, 

DIS- HEWETT- hblue-spectacles! Let ’em ’ave it! 

— Great Scott! Look at the lively 
‘cricket’! Sit on his Z/edda! Hooray! Gow it!” 








Wie wen Hedda Gabler (1 don’t quite know whether she 


CANO. is pronounced Gabbler or Garbler, but either way 
is sufficiently expressive of her 
character) is pretty much as Ibsen’s other plays, and 
I don’t intend to say anything more about it— 
except that if it does not succeed, it is a clear 
defeat, for it has every chance in the acting, which, 
though by no means so wonderful as I had been led 
to believe by folks who had seen the matinées, is 
decidedly first-class. Mr. Sugden and Mr. Buist 
give remarkably finished studies of the Judge and 
the—‘ Josser,” shall I say? And the two “lady 
parts” could scarcely have fallen into more appro- 
riate hands than those of Miss Robins and Miss 
—there is something in the characters which 
exactly suits the “genius” of each lady, and they 
are capital “ studies,” Miss Robins’s one of consider- 
able power. But—* enough of Ibsen for a day.” 


THE LyRriIc.—The Anonymous Letter is a comical 
piece in more senses than one. There’s a good deal 
of invention in it. (I should say the actress was a 
triumph of invention !—for she clearly is invented, 

’ THE Lyric—A 
she’s quite unique.) ~ Ggoop actress. 
Some—a good many— 
of the lines are funny, and all of the plot is. 
An excellent cast, and an easily amused 
afternoon audience cast a false glamour, 
as of success, over the scene—which the 
brilliant sun of the morning noticce 
quickly dispelled. I must tell you that 
Miss West played a difficult part in ex- 
cellent style, though, and the same may 
be said for Miss Vane. Miss Rose, too, 
was much less artificial than usual— 
quite natural, in fact; and Miss Alexes 
Leighton was doubly excellent with a 
carefully uttered Scotch dialect. Mr. 
George Mudie made a hit with a curious 
part—his acting was decidedly funny, 
OLYMPric.—“On, crnvEL Ligurs though extravagant. Messrs, Vernon, 

oF LONDON |” Waller and Eric Lewis were as ready and 
finished as everybody expects them to be. 








NoD AND WINK.—Miss Hewett has joined the Opera Comique forces 
as the New York Herald, vice Miss Ethel Blenheim, NESTOR. 
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charms and native cheek, I can storm the stronghold 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, ANO WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


By THE Hon, GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “4 Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Caly,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc, ete. 





CHAPTER VIII.—Continued. 


THE withering contempt which glanced from the lurid window of 
Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank’s eye, intimated that this generous and con- 
clusive offer was not only;outside the pale of possible argument, but 
utterly beneath con- 
sideration, 

Towering erect, she 
struck the floor three 
times with the uncom- 
promising ferrule of 
her umbrella, 

“Allow me,” she 
said, calmly, “ to place 
this matter before you 
invertedly ; or, in what 
you might term, a pure 
business light. As a 
business man, you are 
naturally disposed to 
regard every question 
affecting yourself, or 
your interest, from a 
simple monetary point 
of view. What state- 
ments my son may 
mm have made to the con- 
Meee trary,[ know not; but 
[ can assure you that, 
in addition to possess- 
ing no income what- 
ever, he is directly re- 
sponsible for a goodly 
array of debts. In our 
own order, this is of 
course a mere bagatelle. His birth and social position entirely out- 
weigh such trivial drawbacks ; but the ethics of your class may point 
to a different conclusion.” 

“Pardon me, madam,” returned Eureka, politely, “they do not. 
We are perfectly acquainted with his exact position, and, strange as it 
may seem, are entirely in accord with you on this particular point. 
We consider his social position sufficiently important to counter- 
balance his remaining defects—which, by the by, are far more 
numerous than you have hinted at—and solely on that account have 
Awlexis’ proposals been entertained.” : ) 

“ All exes,” murmured Mr, Poptick, in parenthesis, “ being paid by 
yours truly.” 

“ Most girls,” continued Eureka, sweetly, “would select a man of 
the average flesh and blood type, in preference to an automaton 
clothed in a well cut coat and the necessary etceteras, and might even 
insist on the occasional productions of some slight tokens of intelli- 
gence; but out of deference to my father, who has set his heart upon 
my marrying into what is absurdly designated society, I have con- 
sented to waive any such claim. So, you see, my part in the trans- 
action is actually a generous one.” 

“As the self constituted, and apparently approved, mouthpiece of 
your household,” said Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank, with icy deliberation, 
“your insolence is, at least, straightforward and comprehensible, It 
was customary, I may observe, at a not very remote period, to reward 
such straightforwardness from one in your station to one in mine, by 
alittle salutary exercise at the cart-tail. It is a pity such wholesome 
and necessary laws are no longer popular. There is, however, another 
aspect of the case to which I may call your attention, In the event 
of your marrying my son, what will your position be? The world of 
fashion you so fondly desire to enter will, at my command, close its 
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doors in your very face, and simply ignore your existence, Even on 


the outskirts, on the borderland, on the slenderest fringes of the 


desired haven, your lot will be the same—one ceaseless and unavailing 
struggle against an overwhelming force of measureless superiority, 


My frown admits of but one translation—ostracism ! ” 
Again Eureka burst into a ringing peal of silvery laughter. 
“Good,” she exclaimed. “A challenge—a defiance! I will accept 


it. If even your inimitable son ranked fifty times less in my estima- 
tion than he actually does, I would still marry him, were it — 
prove that under cover of his name, and aided simply by my natura 


lds you imagine to 
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be impregnable, But what a naaty, foolish, cross-grained ald woman 
you are!” she added, dropping her voice to a tone of delicate banter. 
“We could have been so jolly together. I should have made an 
affectionate daughter-in-law ; and you would have gained additional 
lustre from the reflection of my social success, without counting the 
sadly needed qualities my presence would have infused into your 
family thick-headedness—common sense and smartness. But every: 
thing's spoilt by your crankiness. There may be yet time, if you will 
but accept the inevitable. Retract your implied curse ; sit comfort- 
ably down ; have a glass of our highly recommended brown sherry 
and let's discuss the matter calmly and without prejudice.” 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank shivered. “It is useless,” she said, gather- 
ing her drapery about her in toga-like fashion, “ to discuss the subject 
further. i will add one thing more, If this marriage—against 
which I irrevocably set my face—be persisted in, Awlexis ceases to be 
a son of mine!” 

“T think he'll be able to answer that in person,” replied Eureka, as 
a step was heard on the landing, and the next moment Awlexis 
entered and confronted his mather. 

“ Aw—madam,” he exclaimed, aghast ; “ you here, by Jove! don't- 
cherknow——” 

“ Awlexis,” she exclaimed, sternly, “ I called on theae—these people, 
hoping to find them not utterly deaf to the voice of reason; but they 
are obdurate, I make one final appeal; if you refuse, I discard, I dis- 
own you for ever. Choose,” she added, coldly, raising hor arm aloft 
—“ choose between your mother, and this /”—~and her tinger indicated 
Kureka, 

He hesitated ; but a liquid ray from the dancing eyes of the young 
girl flashed full in his face, and, walking towards her, he placed his 
arm around her waist and faced his mother, 

“ T—aw—choose this, don'tcherknow,” he said, firmly. 

Without a word or sign, Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank turned on her heel 
and swept away, 

(70 be continued.) 


Oh, my Eye! 

A COUNTRY gentleman of considerable means informed some of his 
friends the other day that he had a project in his eye. It is understood 
to give little or no pain, but the sufferer is expected in town shortly 
purpose of consulting a skilful oculist, 





















































“CHECK TO HIM.” 
“ T_-haw—want a summer suit to measure.” 
“ Check, sir?” 
“ What the deuce do you mean? Do you imagine I’m such a fool 
as to give youa cheque before I've get my clothes?" '\[ Bait, disgusted, 
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OUR ROYAL ACADEMY MIXTURE. 
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“How OLD 1s BaBy?”" 


New Leaves, 

“THE flowers bloom in the spring, tra-la,” 
and the Gentlewoman has budded out with a 
pretty Spring number, It is-filled with fashions 
and contributions by Mrs. Lynn Linton, Mrs, 
(ieorge Augustus Sala, Willie Wilde, Arthur 
T. Pask, ete., and illustrated by Dudley 
Hardy, Kate Crauford, ete. 

The opening article in Seribner’s is “ An 
Ocean Steamship—The Ship's Company.” 
There is another on * Srdiiway, one on 
“ Shakespeare as an Actor,” and there is an 
end of “ Jerry.”"—The variety and beauty of 
the contents in The Cosmopolitan renders any 
enumeration impossible, and preference can 
scarcely be given to one thing over another.— 
The present number of that most charming of 
magazines, St. Nicholas, has the second paper 
on “The Land of Pluck,” and is full of interest 
from beginning to end.—As frontispiece to 
The English Illustrated, there is a finely en- 
graved head from a drawing by Frederick 


Sandys. The contents generally are very cre vod. 


the toils of “ The Witch of Prague.” an 
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DISCOUNTING TIME. 
“On, He's A YEAR—ALL BUT ABOUT SEVEN MONTHS.” 
: = ——— Come into the cow-shed, Maud, 
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still being woven.—The Ludgate Monthly is 
an evidence of the perpetual diamond-cut-dia- 
mond struggle as to who shall give the public 
the most for its money, and excites a doubt 
whether it is profitable to court the risk of loss, 
otherwise the magazine is very well done at 
the price. — The Religious Tract Society's 
serials run smoothly and evenly—TJhe Boy's 
Own Paper having a finely executed coloured 
frontispiece by Grover, of Nottingham, from 
a picture (* Wit and Wisdom”) by Arthur 
Doxld.—In Longman’s we learn “ The Latest 
About Spiders,” and “ Dust” is thrown in our 
eyes. A new story, by F. Marion Crawford, 
“The Three Fates,” is begun, so “The Mis- 
chief of Monica” is probably coming to an end. 
—In ver | matters appertaining to child life, 
Babyhood is a boon to mothers.— Household 
Words is always good enough to be its own 
commendation.—The Sentinel keeps a good 
look out for the dangers to both body and 
soul.—The Golden Gates will earn golden 
opinions, and it can be had monthly for a lit- 
tle silver sixpence, or weekly for a copper. 





Maud Up to Date. 


The Poetical Dairyman and His 
Practical Dairymaid. 
{Lord Tennyson is running a dairy farm 
on the Isle of Wight.—Press.] 
I, 
CoMB into the dairy, Maud, 
For my arms have weary grown; 
Come into the dairy, Maud, 
And churn awhile: for I own 
(Though Poetry’s cream I’m a fiend 
to churn) 
That a week or more will have 
flown 
Ere this cream into butter will turn, 
will turn, 
If you leave me to churn alone! 


And to write you a song, my dear, 
While you’re churning, my pen 
I'll ply; 
I will praise your beauty with praise 
sincere, 
In language sublime and high. 
sut you mustn’t—you mustn’t—let 
anyone hear 
That you helped me to churn, ’Cos 
why ? 
’Cos I’ve spread the intelligence far 
and near 
That a dairyman bold am I! 


IT, 
Come into the milk-house, Maud, 
Or I'll perish in sheer despair. 
Come into the milk-house, Maud, 
For an angry crowd is there 
Of people who've brought their milk 
jugs back, 
And who call me a cheat, and 
swear 
That their measure is short, though I 
thought —good lac / 
That I gave them above their 


share, 
But these measures are strange to 
me, 


And I’ve got, peradventure, awry 
With gallons and quarts and half- 
pints, you see, 
So come hither, my dear, and try 
Your laureate lord from his scrape 
to free, 
But let “ mum” be the word. ’Cos 
why? 
’Cos the news has been wafted o’er 
land and sea 
That a dairyman ’cute am I! 


Ill. 





I have need of your counsel now. 
Come into the cow-shed, Maud, 
For the sweat’s on my anguished brow. 
Three hours like a fool on my milking-stool 
I have sat by this old milch cow, 
But I cannot obtain e’en the tiniest drain 
Of the lacteal fluid, I vow! 


What! You say there’s a certain way 
Of working your hands? Oh, my! 

I was quite in the dark about that. But, stay ! 
I will gather the wrinkle, or die. 

So, teach me the dairymaid’s art, I pray, 
But divulge not the fact. ’Cos why? 

’Cos we mustn’t that beautiful boom gainsay 
That a dairyman smart am I! 








KoA! Have you tried Kola? If you have 
not,do. You will be sure to like it in one 
form or other. It is prepared by the propri- 
etors and manufacturers, F, Christy and Co., 
25 Lime Street, E.C., in many forms and for 
many uses, and in every form for every use 
there is nothing like it. 
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THE ADULTERATION ACTS. 
A short time ago it was decided that the Adulteration Acts were 


: : null and void in a h 
the necessary three portions; it has now been decided that a member of the case where the customer, 
Adulteration Acts. 


nbiio aie weal r, instead oe seller, divided the article into 
: , : —the 
ere is always some little frivolous difficulty at hand to nullify those Acts. y injared, in point of fact—cannot prosecute under the 
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The consumer sat consuming the varied assortment of deleterious adulterations characteristic of our Commercial Supremacy. Opposite him sat a shadowy 
and transparent form, smiling blandly. ‘‘ Consume, and have no fear," said the form, ‘‘ / am watching over your health.” 
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Then the Consumer, still consuming, s 


aw two figures—the tradesman and the magistrate—drag away that shadowy, form, do it to death, and bury its 
mangled remains by the wayside. But the consumer was unmoved ; no tear bedimmed his eye. 
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Then, in the pale twilight, the piteous form of the Murder Acts stood before the, Consumer. Alas!” it sighed, ‘th 
watch over your health no more.” 


have slain me among them. I can 
‘Oh, don’t apologize,” said the Consumer, 


‘it doesn’t make the slightest difference.” 
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“TATA!” 
“ Been to the Nelsonries, Mr, Softun ?” 
“Oh, yes ;—was humming ‘ His ship’s the Victory named,’ when an 
old lady interrupted me by exclaiming,‘ You ain’t no real Jack Tar to 
‘sult a lady even if her name is Wictory.’” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tirs FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
S0L0.—' A Welcome Offer.” 
[1 ix reported by certain World-wise folk that the long accumulating debts of a 
certain Baalted Versonage are to be settled by a still more Exalted Personage.] 
Sucu a worried H——r Ap nt 
Am I lately—that I daren't 
Go round the town without a dread of duns! 
lor multifarious exes 
Form a sorrow that perplexes 
K’en a Pr—ce when his accounts he always runs. 
What with travelling about so, 
And also being “ out” so, 





No wonder (with such claimants) 
I,got backward with my payments, 
And needed some addition to my oof! 
REFRAIN.—But what's this glorious news from Mother dear? 
She's going to help me pay my debts, I hear ; 
“Time, too,” says Mr. FuN, for a lot of work I’ve done, 
In the absence of my Mother, Mother dear ! 
None can say that I neglected 
Any work I was expected 
To perform as H——r Ap——nt to this realm ; 
So, an increase of expenses 
A most natural consequence is, 
And, but for aid, my debts would me o’erwhelm. 
By all ‘twill be admitted, 
That I everywhere have flitted 
Wherever there was duty to be done, 
So, some think it only-fair, now, 
That my Mater should! prepare now 
To pay something from ber savings for her son ! 


So this is glorious news from mother dear, etc. 








ToPICcAL DuEtT.—“ Up to the Moment of Going to Press.” 


A, This comes, hoping that you’re all as well as Old FUN was 
Up to the moment of Going to Press! 
B. He as bright and as gay as the glorious Sun was 
Up to the time of his Going to Press ; 
A, And he wished us to come to you readers so gentle 
With all his good wishes and feelings parental, 
To tell you what physical topies and mental 
Were on at the moment of Going to Press ! 


A, Female Suffragers up at the House took the knock, sirs, 
Just as, last week, FUN was Going to Press ; 

B., But they’re now on again (yes, in spite of their shock, sirs). 
Just at the moment of Going to Press. 

A. For the Irish Land Purchase Bill still we’ve to wait, boys ; 
Mrs. Linton re Marriage again was irate, boys, 

Both. Sheriff Harris had met with a Forester’s fate, boys, 
Just as this paper was Going to Press ! 


A, The Academy opened its doors to the public 
As FUN and his artists were Going to Press. 
B. Yes!—and many a picture there seemed but a tub-lick— 
That’s what some said as Old FUN Went to Press. 
A, Penny stamps from the slot !—a new plan has revealed them— 
B. Hirsch’s Exodus meant for poor Jews—joy doth yield them, 
* * 


. * * o 
FuN (entering). And Russia’s again crushing suff’rers—God shield 
them, 
And save them from those who delight to oppress ! 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Newfoundland is a faithful and intelligent creature ; but he can 
growl, as well as wag his tail. What a pity that the Lords, having 
listened to the tale, should provoke the growl of Newfoundland. Lord 
Carrington spoke very much to this effect to his Peers last week, and 
hinted that the Newfoundland Fisheries Bill might lead to a fresh 
kettle of fish. 

The Government have decided that there shall be one examination, 
qualifying for both Foreign Office and Diplomatic service. One would 
like to know what is the sort of examination that qualifies the nominees 
of ‘influential 
people for all oa 
branches of the ‘ 
Civil! Service. om. 
Query. — How 
do they cram 
for “job” ap- 
pointments ? 

Spendthrifts 
on thrift.—The 
Lords on the 
Savings Bank 
Bill. Moral.— 
Sometimes the 
devil reproves 
sin. 

It’s nice to be a father, even of an Act of Parliament, and Balfour 
declares he feels as such, and resents implied doubts upon the 
paternity of his little Bill. Moral.—It’s a wise Bill that knows its 
own father. 

Stowmarket turns out a Stern 
fact for the Tories to face. Moral.— 
Greene and bear it. 

Exit Verney. Moral.—Don’t get 
found out, anyway. 

Time was the children of the 
gutter ascribed to Mr. Bung and 
the “ Pig and Whistle” their ignor- 
ance, poverty and want. TZempora 
mutantur, To-day it isthe “ Pig and 
Whistle” pays the school fees, and 
the free schooled children and free 
men bless the name of Bung. Moral. 
—Drink deep, boys. 

As usual, House spent more time 
debating at what time it should sit 
on Ascension Day than the pro 1 
shortening of hoursenvolved. Moral. 
—LEarly to sit and early to rise may make a House healthy, but can’t 
make it wise. 

The spiendis example of Stowmarket failed to rouse South Dorset 
to a full sense of its responsibilities, and the verdict is that the majo- 
rity of the polling electors are not “prime Dosset.” A little more 
enlightenment, a shade more application in political education, and 
South Dorset will not again be left stranded. 
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THE PIG THAT PAYS THE SCHOOL FEES. 
(1e., Contributions from Beer and Spirit Dues towards education.) 








“PATERNAL SOLICITUDE.” 
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THere NEVER WAS suUcH A TIRESOME THING AS My DRESSMAKER.” 
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“| AM COMING—COMING—COMING.” 


Or THIS NEW 


THERE'S NOTHING 


“Serve Him Right!” 


(SEE CARTOON.) 
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Button up their pockets and 
Spurn your borrowing demand, 
Srice so eruelly you Ilse 
Thousands of their fellow Jews. 


Autocrat of Russia, pause, 
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DRESS, JANIE?” 


IT. My DRESSES ARE ALWAYS COMING—ONLY THEY NEVER 


We can highly commend the Daniel Mayer series of eoncerts at 
St. James’ Hall, which are most varied, that for the 13th being of a 
purely orchestral character, and that for the 21st will be Leonard 
Borwick’s piano recital, 


Just Out.—Price One Shilling ; Post-free, 1s. 2hd. 
“DRAGON’S TEETH,” 


By CLO. GRAVBS. Illustrated by L. RAVEN HILL. 


“A powerful and realistic tale."—Daily Telegraph. 
“For a rood, sound, startling kind of shilling shocker, commend me to the new 
af r ‘Dr ron yi et O77 ay ae ie rerr 


“Certainly this novel is good value. There is quality (and that of a high order) as 
juantity, the story being remarkably clever and powerful, and the startling 

|.'— Newcastle Dailu Chronicle, 

‘A melodrama, expanded into a novel, cleverly constructed, and presents power- 
Bristol Mercury, 

ry is powerfully and dramatically told.”—Brighton Examiner. 

“The book enthrals the reader from its first page to its last, and we recommend 
Evening News and Post. 

high literary merit; the situations are 


cational fiction to get it.” 
“The plot is clear; tl ix of 
“A powerful novel of the highly sensational school, strikingly illustrated by 
L. Raven Hill.’—Deron and E_reter Gazette, 

“It is absolutely quite one of the creepiest and most sensational books I have read 
since ‘Called Dack,’ ’- Man of the World, 

“The keenest appetite for sensational horrors will be satisfied with the concluding 
chapters.”— Manchester Guardian. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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The newest profession —~ HY 
Taking our dogs for a 
Walks in the parks 
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Xe : 
policeman has a @ . 


* five mile run. The purest accident, 


; big 

: (1) For ‘‘ potting” a busker both crippled and ill, (5) Ladies advertise now to take dogs for a stroll ; 

The ‘‘ potter ’’ deserves to be sent to the “ mill.” The pup-pose is good, if they_all come back whole, 

; (2) You'll find Rotten Row now so hard for your steed, (6) A lobster, when stolen, from right didn’t flinch, | 
That, like other Row-dents, you'll gnash teeth, indeed. sut showed it could act as a ‘tec,—at a ‘' pinch, 


(7) A bobby for rogues ran a race of five miles ; hs 
But he caught them, and soon they were sent for their * triles. 


ure butter” a hideous mixture was : 
ht were at last. 


(3) The new foreign waiter invasion’s so great, 
That Englishmen seeking such work have to ‘ wait.”’ 


(4) The great tenor, Sims Reeves, now the concert stage leaves, (8) As “ mix! 
And of still a fine singer that stage he be- Reeves, But, lo! those ‘‘ pure butter ’’-flies caug 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


POLLEN may i Nit —There is perhaps nothing 
Wh fs) J specially lamentable 
about The Late 

Lamente d. It belongs 

to an order of farce which is 
becoming a little tiring to the 
habitué, maybe; but then 
there isa vast circle of people 
who are not habhitués, and to 
whom the fun of elaborate 
complications remains, Nor 
would it be quite fair to gird 
at the complications (which 
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amusement), for they are 
about all the fun there is 


1 } 
In The puece 5 the dialogue 


TANGLAD WEBBS, 


being far from brilliant. 

Mr. Horner has probably done his work of adaptation in good style. 
We recognize his touch in turning the late Mr, Nicholson’s peccadillo 
(shall we call it?) into bigamy; in the careful exposition of how he 
came to do it in the innocence of a guileless nature, and, perhaps, here 
and there, when the dialogue is milder than it might be. 


Except that Mr, Cecil didn’t seem quite so “in it” as usual, there 
doesn’t appear any way in which the acting could be improved, Mr. 
Standing is more at home in this class of work than in the serious 


drama, and manages to look gentlemanly (that’s what makes it so 


UU JJM) 











THE COURT.—QUERY, “THE MOULD OF FASHION” ? His SOLDIER FRIEND 
CONVERTS HIM INTO A 


. . ° : BP) ' 
funny) while wearing the unusual costume of “EEA EYED DEAR! 


a blanket and pudding mould, His * jungle 
cramp” is funny, too, without offence. In Mrs. John Wood's hands, 
a character such as Mrs. Crosse is what is called *‘as safe as houses ”’ 
(though that ex pression dates, no doubt, before the advent of the i rry 


FUN. 
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builder). She carries it through by sheer force of personal humour— 
there’s no escape for you when she is on the scene—you ve qot t 
laugh, and that’s all about it—so you may as well do it gracefully as 
not. (I always do it gracefully—in the interests of my paper, of 
course.) Mr. Aynesworth is well fitted, and so 
is Miss Rosina Filippi—especially with a pretty 
reception-dress—in the last act. Mr. Fred 
Cape is a characteristic butler—that is to say, 
he’s like no butler anybody ever saw, but very 
funny all the same. The rest of the cast prove 
their efficiency in unexacting parts, by calling 
for no particular remark. The play, as acted, 
is quite worthy a run ; whether, in the face of 
the coming sunny days, it will obtain it, is 
another matter, and I never prophesy unless I 
know. 

TerRRY’s. I take it, from the strong cast and 
tentative matinée which he gave The Director, 
that Mr. Terry is looking out for a suitable 
‘follow’ to The Rocket. Now, therefore, is the 
time for the budding Pineros and Grundys that 
are doubtless swarming around to burst forth 
into blossom and allow themselves to be 
gathered. It’s no use for them to say that 
noboly will pluck them if they do blossom. 
[t's all nonsense: the profession teems with 


, “17 ’ , aia 
MOpie who Wil pluck rhem on the slichtest 
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rrovocation—and pluck them well, too. 





HOWEVER, be that as it may, The Director 
is not of sufficient stability, | think. to take the 
place indicated, although the acting, in many 
instances, was such as to make one feel that 
even the beautiful sunny afternoon was not ill- 
sacrificed, after all, for the sake of it. Mr. 
Terry himself was simply wonderful. The way 
he can infuse humour into the most common- 
place expressions until one suspects them to be 
scintillations of the sublimest wit is, to use an 
expression of archaic philosophy, “a caution to 
Mr. Henry V. Esmond’s marvellously true touch, as a boy ; 
Mr. Ganthony, in an unpleasantly realistic sketch of a music hall 
comique ; and Miss Sophie Larkin, in a character which is not merely 
a variation upon her previous performances, should be remembered, 
though the ~) Or’ play be forgotten, 





TRRRY'S.— “BY INDI 
RECTIOQNS FIND 
‘DIRECTORS’ OUT,” 


snakes,” 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Thorne seems to be in the same ease as 
Mr. Terry, or is it the approach of the warm weather that is making 
them fall back upon old plays, or new authors? Well, anyway, Mr. 
Thorne has revived Confusion for one or two mating: sx, and (one cant 
help suspecting, with an eye upon the evening bill). It is a funny 
piece—when you admit the possibility of the mistakes—but revivals ot 
the sort do not, asa rule, show much vitality. However, good luck to 
it! It has a good enough cast, including Messrs. T. and F. Thorne. 
H. B. Conway, Mesdames Emily Thorne, Ella Banister and Kate 
James, , 

NopDs AND WINKS.—Next Monday Mr. EF. J. Lonnen. with the 
assistance of most of the prof ssion 
Gudging by the list of names) will take 
a benefit at the Gaiety. He is going to 
do * Robert Macaire,” himself. Ha. ha! 

The Royalty opens for one night on 
sat irday with the late Ernest Warren's 
comedis tta, Lhe Ni ttl and Mignon. 
Some of the pupils of Mr. Gustave 
Garcia’s Lyric and Dramatie School will 
take the pat let us hope with satisfae- 
tion to all parties.— The Sage has sud- 
denly burst out into a lovely new oftice 
in York Street, Covent Garden. It is in 
the centre of the theatrical world, 
wijacent to everywhere, and within a 
stone’s throw (no insinuation intended) 
of the #ra oftice—There are events in 
the theatrical world to note. Mr. 
Barrett has bidden grool-bye to his winter season and taken up anew 
pitch (on the same spot) fora summer ditto; Miss Norreys will appear 
asthe Doll in 7/ Doll's House on June 2nd: and there is some talk 
of dog's orchestra putting in its appearance this season—to play Bark’s 
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PUPPY-LEXING! 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 





CHAPTER IX, 
IN WHICH THE READER LEARNS WHAT JOEY JONES SAID TO 
THE MARQUIS OF HASTINGS, 


MEANWHILE it began to be whispered in certain select circles that 
the last of the Bonely-Grimshanks was about to besmirch the pristine 

' virginity of the family escutcheon ; and, warmly 
nurtured by frequent discussions, mysterious 
hints and guarded innuendoes, quickly ripened 
into audibly uttered comments. 

“Anabsolute 
mésalliance —some 
positively gutter- 
bred minx, I’m told, 
dear! Money? Oh, 
yes! I believe the 
creature has money, 
but a Bonely-Grim- 
shank, you know, 
can get that any- 
where. No, I don’t 
think they were 
ever celebrated for 
brains — but the 
blood, my dear! 
There’s no getting 
away from that. 
It’s like dear old 
thingummy’s— 
what’s- his-name’s ? 
— Cesar’s wife, 
above suspicion,you 
know—perfectly 
lovely! Of course, 
you've read Cuppe 
Wassail’s Analy- 





Z ’ 
iM sis?’ 
Wy i! | ry 
WAN No one, however, 





not even the boldest, ventured to condole personally with Mrs. Bonely- 
Gzimshank. She was above condolement. There was no break in 
her nightly receptions ; they took place as usual ; and she herself was, 
perhaps, if such a thing lay within the bounds of possibility—a shade 
statelier than of yore. 

A few brief words, vouchsafed to Lady Clarissa Mouldworm, com- 
prised the only reference she made to the scandal; and that latter 
giddy damsel, in all the hoydenish artlessness of her forty summers, 
simply spread her butterfly wings and fluttered off in search of 
another blossom. : 

But to-night her face looms darkly terrible from amid the tropical 
growth of rare exotics which cumber the conservatory, and occasional 
spasms seem to indicate that the hidden vulture gnawing at her vitals 
is in rare appetite, and taking bigger mouthfuls than usual. ; So, at 
least, thinks Mr. Bonely-Grimshank the elder, and he ought to be able 
to read the facial barometer, after an experience of well nigh half a 
century. 

“ Rudolf,’”—the name grates harshly, as though rusty through lack 
of use—* I have verified Sharker’s statement of accounts, and com 
pleted the examination of our financial position. We owe exactly 
three hundred thousand pounds.” ™ 

He murmurs an aimless nothing, and nervously fingers a stray 81X- 
pence reposing in his waistcoat pocket. ; , 

* This must be paid. I feel it would be impossible to die, leaving 
such a blot upon the azure of our past; and being indirectly answer- 
able for the greater portion of it, the family vault would be desecrated 
by the presence of my remains. Since, ’—she perceptibly stiffens — 
“the impious degeneracy of an unnatural son has forced the entire re- 
sponsibility upon my shoulders, I accept the burden, and will, alone 
and unaided, discharge the debt. What happens afterwards matters 
not. So long as Iam able to meet my revered ancestors with unsul- 
§ If. however.’—and her eye dwells upon 
I should be cut down before this duty is 
by which even you could appease the 
i } e the obligation 


lied hands, I am satisfied. 
him in gloomy meditation—* 
accomplished, there is a way 
sufferings of my probably troubled spirit, and discharg 
necessity has forced upon me.” 
His fingers nervously quit the 
intricate windings of his watch chain. 
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sixpence, and seek refuge amid the 
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“Yes. You could marry again.” 

Only the innate dread of arousing her slumbering wrath prevents 
his utter collapse, and, as if divining his stifled reptignance, she con- 
tinued, more sternly— 

“ You could marry again. You are well preserved, and but seventy- 
three years of age, and your blood and name should easily command 
a bride whose dowry would suffice to remove the debt. I trust, how- 
ever, it will be unnecessary to have recourse to such an extreme expe- 
dient. I have several plans in contemplation, to which I shall shortly 
devote the whole of my time; but, meanwhile, there is practical pun- 
ishment to be administered to a contemptible intruder who, to-morrow, 
assumes our name. Afterwards—retrenchment and Ghoulsmere.” 


7 * * * * om 

They were married. It had been an extremely lively wedding, in 
spite of the contrary wish expressed by Awlexis for “a—aw—quiet 
turn-out, don’tcherknow.” Eureka pooh-poohed the idea. “No hole 
and corner affair for me,thank you. When we're married, your wishes, 
of course, become law, darling ; but you must let me have my way in 
this.” And, of course, she had it, together with the selection of the 
place for spending the honeymoon—which, equally of course, was 
Margate. 

The last bottle of champagne has been opened, the last toast pro- 
posed, the last good wish expressed. Eureka has disappeared to 
change her shimmering bridal attire for something more suitable for 
travelling purposes, and Awlexis stands alone with Mr. Poptick in the 
little back sitting room, From the breakfast room the somewhat un- 
steady echo of a rousing chorus smites their ears. 

“ It’s all right, nOwW, old f‘ler, don’tcherknow,” SAYS Awlexis, joyously 
pocketing a comfortable little cheque; “ you’'ve—aw—acted like a 
doosid trump = 

“Yes,” repeats Mr. Poptick, with some slight emphasis, “ it’s all 
right now. You've got a wife as the Grand Mogul—whoever he may 
be—might be proud to call his own, But the commencement of a 
game ain't the time to call the score. The finish is the time for that. 
You know what Joey Jones said to the Markis of Hastings? No? ‘It 


don’t ever do, my lord,’ says he, ‘to be too sure, You can never tell 
[ To be continu d, 


till the ball’s done rolling.’ ” 
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A SHUNTED TRAIN. hebe 
He.—* What ! are you not going to the ‘ Drawing-room |? eagh 
She.—* No; my train and all is readyy but my chaperon is ill, ane 
I have no one to present me.” . 
He.—* Oh, I do call that hard lines ! 
She—*"I1 call it being SHUNTED!” 
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Mr, Iforaley, N.A., and the ¢ 
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(Her first Party.) 
“By Jove! I must dance with her. Can play off all the old jokes 
and small talk—suchia rest to the brain, you know.” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPs FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


Inasmuch as the No-Fee agitation is still raging and as many of the mere paying 
Public are being called hard names by certain so called “cultured” journals, Mr. 
FUN begs to submit the following marching song, or 


BATTLE CRY FOR THE B.P. 
N.B.—To be sung out-side, please. 
Ain—* Tramp, Tramp, the Boys are Marching.” 

ON the Metropolitan breeze, 
Let our battle-cry, “ No Fees!” 

Keep ringing, ringing, ringing round the town! 
Till extortionate lessees 
Drop the bad old harpy wheeze, 

And thus earn themselves desirable renown, 

REFRAIN, 

Fees, fees, fees are but extortion, 

Why should managers their patrons try to squeeze 
If allowed to act at large 
They all sorts of things will charge, 

So march on beneath the banner of No Fees ! 


For where programmes are not free 
They are but (as you may see) 
A mass of “ ads.” secreting all the “ cast "— 
And your coats and wraps they seize, 
Still more “ tips” from you to squeeze— 
But, if you're firm, this state of things won't last ! 


Fees, fees, fees, etc. 


For, unless the great B.P., 
Fight the Fee-Foe-Fum lessee, 

He and all his tribe will bleed you with more ease ; 
If, unchecked, they have their way, 
Through the nose you'll have to pay, 

So come march beneath the banner of No Fees! 

For fees, fees, fees, ete. 





TOPICAL TR10.—* A Blithe Birthday.” 
A, The 24th approaches, when true Britons, as you know, 
All pa the Birthday of our Queen ! 
B. And, like other subjects, FUN, of course, but thinks it comme il 
aut 
To > «oi the Birthday of his Queen ! ; 
C. Long may the good Victoria o’er our realm go on to reign ; 
For, ‘neath her sway, we’ve done great things— 
A. And so we will again ! 
All. Which reminds us we’ve some topics which should set you in 
the vein 
For keeping up the Birthday of the Queen ! 


A, A welcome touch of Summer, at this latter end of May, 
Comes in honour of the Birthday of our Queen ; 

B. But, meantime Watch your Water Rates (especially Surrey way), 
While you celebrate the Birthday of your Queen ! 

C; The-Rothschild’s loan to Russia is postponed, and some opine 

’Tis because that ’gainst the Russian Jews the Czar and Co. com- 
bine— 
A, But let’s hope the Czar won’t have to try his local Bacon line, 
All, Which is puffed so in the Queendom of our Queen ! 


A. Foreign waiters at the “ Sailories” have caused a hullaballoo, 


B. (Notwithstanding somewhat German is our Queen !) 
C. And a pair of strange “ Mound-Builders” have been added to the 
Zoo— 


P’r’aps in honour of the Birthday of our Queen ! 
A, May the scheme to help poor sempstresses much sooner to be done 
Their sorely trying labour—with success now smoothly run. 
All, And we hope the G.O.M. will soon be well—and will, with Fun, 
Go and celebrate the Birthday of their Queen ! 








New Leaves. 

“ WILLING’S,” late “ May’s,” “ British and Irish Press Guide,” for 
1891 (James Willing, jun.). In former years we have been realy 
and Willing to commend this useful guide, and are now no less so. 
If we are Willing when we May, why, then we May when we are 
Willing.—* Shelley’s Complete Press Directory,” for 1891 (Shelley 
and Co.), is another good guide, as complete as it professes to be, 
consequently it is “ all there.’—* London in 1891 ” (W. H. Allen and 
Co.). With its twenty well planned bird’s eye views, and its clearly 
defined descriptive matter, revised and corrected up to date, as a com- 
panion, leaves little or nothing to be desired—The Annual Index of 
The Review of Reviews, besides its well compiled list of the periodicals 
of 1890, has a frontispiece with portraits of nearly a dozen magazine 
editors, and with its list of standard photographs, some excellent 
specimens. With it we have an album of portraits and autographs of 
a large number of the most eminent and distinguished individuals of 
our time, which may become a coveted possession. 

“Consumption and other Chest Diseases,” by Geo. Thos. Congreve 
(The Author and Elliot Stock). So much haying been recently 
written on ¢ 
cures for con- 
sumption, and 
as people are 
still dying of 
it every day, 
it might be 
advantageous 
if Mr. Con- 
greve’s book, 
his remedies, 
and his treat- 
ment were 
more exten- 
sively known. 
Many to 
whom the dis- 
ease would 
otherwise 
prove fatal 
need “never 
say die.”— 
“The Insur- 
ance Year 
Book ” (Simp- 
kin, Mafshall, 
Hamilton, 
Kent & Co.) is 
a book in- 
surers should 
consult every 
year, EXTREMES SOMETIMES MEET. 
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THE SUMMONER’S LARK; 


OR, ONE LAW FOR THE POOR. 
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Our Joe, down in our parts, he was a larky sort! One day he happened to catch sight of the name and address 0’ some swell that lived a matter o’ fiye 
**T’ll ’ave a good ole lark with this feller,” chuckles Joe; “Til 


take out a summons agen him, and make him come all the way down here, and = him to no end of expense and loss!” So Joe he applies to the magistrate, 
whether you have any case or not, Joe!” 
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hundred miles or so from our village. Hadn't never heard of the feller before, hadn't Joe. 






and the sympathetic beak, he says, ‘‘ Why, certainly, Joe ; here you are, Joe, 
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So the swell had to come down and leave his business: and the case was adjourned till the next day but one, and then adjourned agen ; and the defendant 
‘* Now, look here,” says Joe to him, ‘‘the law's too strong for you; I'll make you a fair orfer 


had to put up at the ‘‘ Blue Goose,” and hang about all day. ok here,’ : 
—you ‘and over a fiver, and I'll withdraw the summons.” But the stoopid said he'd fight. 
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Well, he won his case, because, you see, 


enough to want costs out of this poor man? I’m ashamed of you! Ashe explains, 
Club down our way, and the larks we do have with swells at a distance! ‘Cos, you see, 











when Joe was asked what he'd ag complain * a pe " ne ie fe pe 
. he defendant asked for his costs. ‘‘ Costs!” says ‘ 
fancy to the defendant.” But the lark came in when the defendant aske a scant eee etna ibaa 


we ain't none of us worth powder and shot,” 











rtickler, except that he didn't take a 
don't mean to say you're mean 
e’ve since formed a Summonsing 
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PLEASANT PAIN. 


Miss (after a proposal),—* Oh! Mr. Jones, you startle me! 
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"—(a long, long pause)—"* Mr. Jones—a 
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A Tip for Tale-Tellers. 


J | (“Is it too much to ask,” says the Globe, 
| “that our translators and publishers will give 


i ,7 
(77 t | us now and then a story somewhat less lurid 
y” “and funereal than the majority of the gifts 
4 
0 44 





>/ they bring? ...” The light touch is almost 
af absent from English as well as contemporary 
: | Continental fiction.] 
WE live in the age of the fearsome 
faddist, 
In times when they’re running a 
boom for gloom ; 
When the book or the play that is 
maddest or saddest 
Is that over which with great gush 
some fume. 
The Haggards, Corellia, and eke the 
Kiplings, 
Now simply work on our tears and 
fears, 
Till we cry—made ill by these grue- 
some tiplings—- 
“Give us, oh, give us the tale that 
cheers !” 














‘Tis the same in the Drama,—the 
Ibsen gushers 
Are trying to foist their fads thereon ; 
Till FuN and all decent people are 
blushers, 
To notice how far these fads have 
fone, 
For nothing but Vice, Disease and 
Madness 
In the Ibsen plays (that they show) 
appear, 
Till at last we groan, “Js Life all 
badness ? 
Has he no play to inspire and cheer?” 


What with Tolstoi and Zola (though 
each is a giant). 
And what with our Elsmerest Wards, 
and such, 
And what with Tourgenieff (dull, if 
defiant) 
% And the Olive Schreiners, with 
dreams so Dutch, 
Yes, what with these and our native 
moaners, 
Our writers—all tears or sniffs and 
sneers, 
No wonder we cry, “Oh, hang those 
groaners ! 
< | O! give us a writer like FUN—who 
| cheers!” 





So Sims Reeves has made his final 
bow to the great B.P. at last. He has 
been of a somewhat “retiring dis- 





—a—startle me again, please !! We should think it was pretty well his turn to be startled ! 4 position ” "ag while now 
l : + position “ for a good while now. 


WHITSUNTIDH. 


So T ought to sympathize with the poor man and his holiday, ought 
[? Well, as a mere matter of detail that you could cover with a 
threepenny bit, 1 don’t. What's the poor man to me, I should like 
to know! I've got a few shillings—not to spare-—and he always 
wants one of them, That's what the poor man is. And I suppose I’m 
to sympathize with the coster who drives his missis by donkey down 
to the * Welsh Harp,” because he is a coster, and may, like enough, 
want something out of me?) Of course, his enjoyment, too, ought to 
be considered, I heard Albert Chevalier sing a good song, and sing 
it well, about the coster down at the * Welsh Harp,” and his Harriet. 
All the same, I’m not going to send any individual man whosells carrots 
a cheque on that account. So far, so good—I mean, bad. 

And what a getting ready there was for the precious Whit Monday. 
You should have been down Saffron Hill way to see the Italian 
beggars making the cream-ices. They sit up all night making 
the beastly half-pennyworths of stuff to spoil the indigestions of 
all the wretched children on Hampstead Heath and Wanstead 
Flats. Pleasant sight this Whitsun half-penny ice business. To 
and by an Italian fellow's barrow, and watch a dozen tongues 

bg backwards and forwards at the top of the glasses, as if they 
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belonged to so many large-sized lizards, That’s your British boy at 
Whitsun ; or else he’s gnawing chunks of cocoa-nut as tough as bits 
knocked off a convict’s plate. But, then, they don’t often get a holi- 
day, you say. <A good job, too; for one thing, there wouldn't be a 
suburban garden worth casting a look at. 

Gardens, yes! That’s the joy of Whit Monday, Every boy out 
thinks it his bounden duty to break ev’ry branch that hangs over a 
wall. I wish I lived in a country where assault wasn’t fined, and 
birch-rods could be had for a quarter the money. There wouldn’t be 
much Whitsuntide enjoyment then, you may be pretty sure. And 
what's the real good of the holiday, after all? Supposing a working 
man is by chance a good husband, which he’s not at all likely to be, 
what then? He goes out with his wife, progeny and perambulator, 
into the fields, And then the children get picking buttercups, and 
get ordered off the fields (by a man who wants to screw a shilling out 
of it somehow or the other), and the father has a row or a fight with 
the man. Then they all start wolfing down sandwiches and drink beer 
out of the stone jug brought in the perambulator, and the wife gets 
tired and rows with her husband, and he gets sulky and wishes he was 
at the bar of the “ Blue Pig.” That’s your Whitsun—pleasant time. 
Bosh ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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The Inner 
Truth. 
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(“The beauty of 
the Master’s art is its 
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A RIGHT-DOWN ROLLICKING HOLIDAY. 
(tb) Young Poundaweek had Spenta jesteve evening with the chaps 
at the 2 yl discuss ing ther plans fr the Bank Holi- 
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discovery of the in- Pee a morrow. «. F 
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Thinking how, | Z@ 
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mated, | 
Allour moments | 
will be blest. | 
Lonely, love, am | 
[I without you, | 
Happy only | 
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when you're ys yy y' Se? 

* * . ‘ al - t : 
near; ~~ ae, : oversleep (hie shal _— ‘ only slept ve min 

Pp £:- 3~ ~s a " i } ‘ . 
All my sunlight Sie, AF thas pre caution herchred & ubes' Fielg more ikea 

shines about “TF ° weelt ” 
: casy conscience 
you, 7 


Elsewhere all is 
dark and drear. 

At your coming 
skies grrow 
brighter, 
Flowers up- 
spring your 
steps to greet ; 

Am [I sad, my 
heart grows 
lizhter— 

You are all my 
joy, my sweet! 
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Most undedly restless 
and wakeful to night . Cant get awink'! 


But—oh !—oh, 
my darling 
Mary ! 

You're not going 
shopping, say ! 

For, if you are, 


if L donk go down and 
on = break all thar 


necks and give 
’em a weeks 
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then, oh, my | 

fairy, notice 

Pam bound the | for 

other way ! | this 
sane thats 

How it is. a '!” 


THE G.O.M. laid 
up with influ- 
enza, 

The horrid epi- 
demic ’scape 
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Sorry for G. we | «> : ' 
rt 7 A il 
are, of course, <2. 1 eae ~~ at hast a 
but then, sir, eee eo ( attired meek, 
He always was Os i) 
sa — And went downstairs in Search of ven Geance 
nan, ‘ 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


EVERY now and then the Legislature looks at the law relating to 
copyright, and, holding up its hands in pious horror at the parlous 
condition thereof, says, “ Dear me! this must be seen into—someday.” 
And in this spirit the House of Lords on Monday read the Bill before 
it, dealing with the subject on the understanding that the same was not 
to be proceeded with further this session. Lords Denman and Salisbury 
rising at the same time at the question of the nice kettle of fish tied 
to the Newfoundland’s tail, the House sat on the former, and the 


Fisheries Bill went through a second time. 


Mr. Chance put the pertinent question to the Ministry re the Land 
Purchase Bill, “ Will the British Government lend me any money?” 
and a cheerful volley of “Noes” came from the Tories, glad of the 
Chance of a wheeze. — 

The influenza is, what the law is supposed to be, no respecter of 
persons, and has laid violent hands on Mr. Gladstone, Mr. Morley and 
others, In parliamentary, if ungrammatical phrascology, “the Nose 
have it.” 


First Lord Smith is re-elected nem. con. for the Strand. How much 
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peo le of the house are makin 1 Seems Aas f 
the idiots were all up and abort at 20 clock 
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in the morning 
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be hanged if [ stand d 
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. Want your break . 
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ast atonce Sir! 
chuc led his 
landlady . Yer 
tea you mean’ 
Why Ws 7 o'clock 
in the hevenin'! 
You're bin abed 
all day is 
"Great Scott!" 
ust have pul that 
t * 


cried poor Poundaweek, J m 
clock on about half a day 


longer will it be before the whole of the Ministry are stranded by “ the 
flowing tide”? His First Lordship was good enough to assure us that 
Free Education will not come out of the rates. At the prospect of 
x the spirits of the ratepayers will. First Lord Smith, 
Query, 1s this an omen that the Ministerial 


rates not risin 
Warden of ¢ ‘inque Ports. 
ship is sinking? 
Companion picture to 
Track of North Bucks.” 
Mr. Cunninghame Graham finds that the socialistic “ blather,” 
tolerated by his own monarchical government, is not allowed in a 
republic whose motto is “Liberté, Fraternité, Eyalité,” and whose 
National Anthem is the “ Maracillaise.” 
Portugal is by no means deficient in brass—that is, metaphorically ; 
but literally. Portugal seems to be in a stonemasonlike condition, 
Tuesday last was a very pleasant and unpleasant evening :—pleasant 
to see First Lord Smith re-enter amid cheers all round—unpleasant 
as regards the motion he had to make immediately afterwards for 
Captain’ Verney’s ¢ xpulsion, Balfour baiting very exhausting sport this 


weather, but Mr. Sexton is an ardent sportsman, 


“ Deer Chased by a Lion”: “ Leon on the 


r Contributions, Jn no case will they he returned unless 
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t} . e A MATTER OF VIEW. 

. } Tris. —“Oh! There's A CHARMING LITTLE COTTAGE ON THAT BKEAUTIFUL ISLAND. HOW SWEET TO SPEND ONE’S LIFE IN SOME 
{ fp sUCH LOVELY SPOT, FAR AWAY FROM THE GIDDY WORLD AND ALL IT’S WORRIES— THE WORLD FORGETTING, BY THE WORLD FORGOT !’”’ 
rf "| Selina.—* Yes, DEAR; ESPECIALLY WHEN IT’S STORMY, AND NO BOATS CAN GET TO YOU WITH PROVISIONS. GIVE ME THE 

4 + Wor.p's WORRIES AND DECENT MEALS, MY DEAR.” 
» 3 a a ee oe A a —. 
ih cs 
q i The Judgment of London. In delighted amaze did the referee grapple This trio, as well, of their charms are not frugal, 
iv (SEE CARTOON.) With Juno's yood points and Minerva’s But, in view of the spirit pervading the age, 
By M a Ge dene grand air ; Are attired inastyle at which Mr. McDougall, 
| - rut Judgment of Paris—'tis one of our duties But "twas Venus to whom he presented the Or Horsley, R.A., should not fly in a rage. 
‘ ‘Tic’ ~ «* le _ | olor ok | : = ‘ i. , a ° ; 
re | 'o cherish the tales that myth n> rs tell ba app! . The Academy pleases a great many factions, 
ne Laid down which of three famed Olympian lhus by the same act discontenting a pair. The German finds favour in numerous eyes ; 
}f ' beauties ss . met . . o> deg " - , - - se 
a CO In loveliness did the two others excel, Now, under fresh auspices, terms and condi- er a of thei ample and patent attrac 

UR , me ' , I'd hoyle the Naval for winning the prize! 

f H | With a critical eve he inspected each coddess, lis London (not Paris) whose judgment 15 J = on . . , wad é P al 
1 Who not merely stool bare at the neck and soucht ¥ ds Out P oe ones a ¥* aa ia a. 

. . > e% @ , — fr » Shilling: *ost- . « «O46 
| : the arms, To decide which of three latter-day exhibi- a O22 rics One Shilling; Post-free, 1s. 2} a 
ne} tut wore not so much as a skirt or a bodice tions 66 DRAGON’S TEETH, 
J To hide one square inch of her personal The best of the lot of them ought to be By CLO.GRAVES. Illustrated by L. RAVEN HILL. 
‘ charms. thought. ; “A mammoth success.”-- Vide Press. 
a] 
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) ABSOLUTELY PURE thercrons BEST  AAsNp acer 
Refuse all Substitutes. 
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ufjering, badly from 


the ebrdemic. 


(1) Whit (or rather, Wet) Monday 
; made many feel glum— 
Twas a time of much gruel-ty, not 
to say ‘‘rum.,”’ 
(2) Child gambling for ices again is 
in vogue ; 
But Robert is keeping his eye on 
each rogue. 
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“FUN'S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Demoralizing lhe oung. 





“Y, (fo 


The jee age again. 
(6) In Trieste the poor Jews are not 
held, it would seem, 





ASS Be 
More Jewish persecutions. 





(3) With dire influenza the Parliament's ill. 


Big Ben-efits, though, might result from a pill. 
In (Trijeste-imation; with terrors 
(4) Will ladies in future our ‘“‘ Darby ” steeds ride? they teem. 
If so, Joans and ‘‘ Darbies’ in joy should abide. (7) Another great ice-age some savants 
foresee 
(5) Good old London could do with more trees here and there, You'll own that a very great ice- 
sore ‘twould be. 


To re-leave brick and mortar in street, road and square ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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Corsican 
Brothzrs, on so 
complete and 
careful a scale 
as Mr. Irving 
presents it— 
more complete 
and careful than 
ever this time, I 
do assure you— 
would have been 
a sufficient at- 
traction in it- 
self. Another, 
however (Mr. 
Irving, to wit) 
has thought 
differently, and, 
to enhance the 
attractions — I 
might say to en- 
Nance them—he adds Nance Oldfield. 
with Miss Terry as an Nancesome 
Nance. It is a delightful performance 
—that goes without saying—full of 
, piquant and refined comedy, the daintiest 
> » V4 of treats, with a flaw or so here and 
S \ there when the actress does not keep a 
4 firm grip of the words. Miss Kate Phillips’ 
THe Lyceum.--Tue Youxe is the next best performance, very bright 
IDEA. and soubretty; Mr. Wenman sketches 
the lawyer in with lines somewhat too 
heavy, and Mr. Craig, his son, with lines somewhat too weak. But 
he'll mend o’ that fault in time. He hath an odd way of speaking 
with a jerky emphasis, like a burlesque of his mamma! 























THE fine old crusted Corsican Twins were never in finer form. Mr. 
Irving’s impersonation of Louis and Fabien di Franchi has all the 
weird fascination of anightmare. An impression by no means removed 
by the considerable supply of “visions about” —di Franchis in 

duplicate, triplicate 
ian almost every 
other cate apparently. 
Mr. Terriss is an ideal 
Chateau Renaud, and 
Miss Annie Irish an 
Emilie de l’Esparre, 
quite worthy of her 
surroundings. The 
Bal de Uv Opéra scene 
is elaborate, effective 
and in excellent taste, 
though the noise of 
“striking” it is too 
obtrusive during the 
scene in the lobby 
between Emilie and 
Chateau. It is de- 
cidedly a thing to 
see, this revival, and 
as (they always say 
with regard to Mac- 
beth) be sure and 
“wait for the fight.” 





THESHAFTES- 


u gt BURY —Opened 
Tue Lycevum.—Cua- “Under entirely new 
Hat 9° a PRAU RENAUD. management ” (as the 


/ publie-house an- 
nouncements often say), with a new play, 

» @ re-ecorated lobby, and a lovely Christ- 

mas-tree of gas jets over the portico—this 





not uniformly successful house makes a strong bid for popular favour. 
rhere is much luxury both before and behind the curtain. Pro- 
grammes are absolutely lavished upon you, the attendants give you 


full in front of your seat when vou 





it, Mr. Griffiths puts one into each of your pockets, and when you 
get home, several fall out of your hat. You get so permeated with 
programmes, in fact, that they flood your dreams 
and colour your whole life. 
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ALL the same, Messrs. Hamilton and Quinton’s 
play, Handfast, in spite of one strong situation, 
some effective sketches of character, and a par- 
ticularly strong company, doesn’t seem to me to 
have much staying power. The dialogue is a 
curious mixture of claptrap, convention and 
clever prettiness, the latter appearing on the 
scene, frequently, just when a little action is 
desirable. There is, in short, too much talking 
and not enough doing. Mr. Hamilton’s par- 
ticular friend, “the knight of old” (fully armed, 
I suppose) is trotted out, as usual; nor is 
reference to the hero’s being an “ Englishman” 
omitted. (Music by the band ; “ For he, himself, 
has said it, etc.”) There is a great deal of com- 
mendably earnest work in the pieee, however, 
and the plot has several very ingenious turns. 
If the authors would only get rid of most of their 
“ fine writing !”—good in a book, fatal in a play. 


THE play has the ad- 

vantage of the excellent 
art of Mr. Lewis 
Waller, Mr. W. L. 
Abingdon, Mr. William 
Herbert, Mr. J. Beau- 
champ, Miss Winifred 
Emery, Miss Annie 
Hughes and Miss 
Carlotta Leclercq, all THE LYCBUM.—EXTENSION OF THE FRANOHIS (!) 
in their very best form. 
The last named lady always comes on the stage with a capital O, by- 
the-way. Special mention is called for by Mr. Cyril Maude’s singularly 
effective performance of a cowardly cub; Mr. De Lange’s smart 
little bit of character as the Viscomte; Mr. Reeves-Smith’s careful 
acting (and remarkable trousers in the last act) as Marsh; and Miss 
Bessle’s handmaid, a part 
which might not inappro- 
priately appear in a news- 
paper column under the 
head of “announcements.” 
The musical element is 
exceptionally well looked 
after and pleasing. 


P.S.—Mr.W. H.Griffiths’s, 
“the courteous etce., ete.,” 
Lenefit on the 11th prox. 


THE CRITERION.—Mr. Wyndham has 
revived Wild Oats. There is not much fresh 
to say about it. His own mercurial Rover is 
as dashing and mirth-provoking as ever ; 
the demure Lady Amaranth shows Miss 
Moore in one of her most welcome phases ; 
Mr. Righton, Mr. James (heartily welcomed 
back after his illness), Mr. Blakeley, Mr. 
Giddens and the rest are all “as before ”— 
and I’m sure you want nothing better. 
Miss E. Terriss now plays Jane—a very 
pretty Jane (by no means shy), a very merry 
Jane and a very conscientious Jane, but 
with some want of that certainty about it 
which Miss Terriss has plenty of time to 
acquire. Dary Garrick comes next, I 
believe, and then The Headless Man. 


". COVENT GARDEN.—Manon (in French) 
is very pretty, and has been the means of 
discovering “a new tenor.” He's always 
being discovered and getting lost again ; but 
I think it’s a real find this time, and M. 
THE CrITERION.—HERE we Van Dyck will soon be a household word— 
ARE-~(R)OVER AGAIN! if he is not already so. The lady débutante 

of the occasion was not quite such a success. 

Les Huguenots, on the following night, with such a cast as J have not 
seen (and I am several generations’ old), was a thing to remember. 
There was a débutante on this occasion—Mlle. Mravina, as Margherita. 
I think she is good NESTOR. 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “4 Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 





CHAPTER X. 


INTRODUCING TWO INDIVIDUALS OF THE MOST APPROVED 
FIN DE SIECLE TYPE. 


Str NYGHTMARE JUMPS and the Hon. Pott Wholloper lounged 
efully along the western side of Hanover Square, and languidly 
ascended the broad flight of marble steps ornamenting the entrance 
to the Stud and Bangle (that well known 
palatial club devoted to the intellectual 
recreation and social intercourse of the 
two sexes, and better known to its habitués 
4 as the Flipflapperies). Having bestowed 
1 oe themselves in the embrace of the two 
most comfortable chairs the luxuriant 
smoking room of the establishment 
as afforded, they pro- 

ceeded to relieve 
their minds and 
Fis the assiduity of the 
Rosas waiter by the simul- 
\ taneous order of 

two “long” drinks. 
It is frequently 
asserted, and in- 
deed, universally 
accepted as a 
truism, that “ Na- 
ture never makes a 
mistake.” It is only 
charitable, there- 
fore, to suppose, 
that, in the crea- 
tion of these two 
gentlemen, Nature, 
being laid up with 
the influenza, had 
deputed her work 
to an understudy ; 
and the latter, pos- 
sessing a jocular 
turn of mind, had 
deemed it a favour- 


able opportunity for “taking a rise” out of a too credulous world. 
How, otherwise, account for such a crude satire upon the oft quoted 
eternal “ fitness of things” ? 

Sir Nyghtmare Jumps, tenth baronet—one of those bulwarks of 
our matchless aristocracy, which are at once the wonder and the 
stupefaction of an edueated age—might be considered an extremely 
fortunate young man. A lively ancestress of his having once, at 
a smoking concert, prompted Charles II. in the “rorty” chorus of an 
equally “rorty” song, had naturally found her way into the pension 
list, to the tune of a thousand a year; and the Jumps had remained 
there ever since. To the present inheritor of the family virtues, how- 
ever, this sum was the veriest trifle, and would barely have sufficed 
to settle his annual cigar bill. Two generations back the Jumps had 
“gone in” for trade—either coal, iron or railways, and the income 
now attached to the baronetey was something fabulous. 

At twenty-five years of age, the reputation of Sir Nyghtmare Jumps 
had ceased to be local: it had become European. If it were not cast- 
ing (by implication) undeserved insult upon two immensely useful, 
though lowly, classes of working society, he might be said to have 
possessed the soul of a coal heaver, the wit of a scavenger and the 
ambition of a “ Digger Indian.” He had, undoubtedly, a fine taste in 
dress. Indeed, it was whispered that his tailor regularly employed 
the pencils of two well known artists of the “ impressionist ” school 
in designing “checks” for the approval of his fastidious customer. 
Certain it is, that the fearful and wonderful nature of his attire often 
occasioned a “block” in some crowded thoroughfare ; and a serious 
illness which once prostrated Professor Ruskin is attributed to the 
fact of his having suddenly encountered Sir Nyghtmare clad in the 
chaste splendour of a particularly chic arrangement in green and 
yellow stripes, tastefully flecked by bars of orange, and lavishly be- 
sprinkled with “ pearlies”’ about the size of ordinary tea-plates. 

But it was in the mastery of language, or, to speak more correctly, 
verbal garbage, that he completely distanced all his compeers ; soar- 
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ing, indeed, at times, into an empyrean of eloquence hitherto deemed 
unattainable. His ordinary conversation, couched in sporting argot, 
artistically inlaid with idiomatic phrases redolent of the racecourse, 
was com tively unique; but, in loftier moments ef inspiration, his 
slang and oaths were admittedly unsurpassable. There was a piquancy, 
a freshness, a crispness about the latter that defied deseription ; while, 
with regard to their versatility, it may be stated that he eould conju- 
gate the verb used to denote the desire for a sudden deprivation of 
eyesight, into no less than two hundred and seventy-three distinct in- 
flections—each successive inflection, be it understood, surpassing its 
predecessor in local richness and inventive eccentricity, 

Naturally gravitating towards the only sphere whieh seemed to 
offer fair scope for the exercise of his remarkable talents, he had 
adopted the turf as a pursuit, and yearly squandered vast sums upon 
his favourite pastime. His principal, however, if not sole ambition, 
appeared to be an unquenchable desire to outvie in the matter of 
dress, morals and language, the vilest scum and riffraff of the race- 
~ sne In this he was more than successful. He out-Heroded 

erod. 

Society, ever kind and forgiving to its own particular ehildren, not 
only “ winked the other,” but both eyes at these little idiosyncracies, 
and affected to regard all shameful episodes of which he was the hero, 
as 8O Many pure inventions. 

A few there were, however, who estimated him at his proper value. 

It was once told him in the paddock at Epsom, that Lord Strate- 
weskit had made some observations concerning himself, not altogether 
of a complimentary nature. 

Boiling with wrath, he immediately went in search of his lordship, 
and found him calmly running his eye over the shapely proportions 
of a two-year old. 

“T hear,” he spluttered, without any prefatory salutation, “ you've 
been comparing me with a dashed blankity skunk!” 

The courtly nobleman of the old school eyed him quietly for a 
moment through the medium of a gold eyeglass, and turning coldly on 
his heel, replied— 

“You have been misinformed, sir; I instituted no such comparison. 
Slight as my knowledge of natural history may be, it is yet sufficiently 
great to warrant the assumption that even a skunk may possess 
qualities which justify its right to existence !” 

(To be continued.) 
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MORE DERBY “ toe ya Ha? sk 
Gipey —* Ah, sir, you will marry weal ve a large family ; 
peavivealy you will have a raflway journey and suffer a heavy loss. 
(It was wonderful how it all came true, When Razzle 
Dazzle reached home after his railway journey he 
found somebody had sneaked his watch. 
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just now, preserve their prisoners 
them (I suppose there's plenty 
inptains), and so save 
for when they want the 
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three “ BARNEY GEOGHEGAN, M.P.. and Home 
out (‘o.). Apart from its application and purpose, 

ry thre politica squib as much of a 
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A Lay of Epsom 
| Downs. 
‘THE costermonger’s wife 
awakes, 
And doughtily her lor. she 
shakes : 
*Theer’s five a-strikin’ 
mate, 
An’ you must down to 
market, quick, 
Or elise to git the ch 1icest 
pick 
O” goods ye ll be tor 
late!” 
He ups from bed, and downs 
to get 
His goods: but save 
vou bet, 
O'er his hard lot he frowns 
Yet no chagrin w 
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ALICE PILCaACLS 
) His poverty with sighs 
W he (} i] t t yo 7 ms a 


' But ina free and reckless way, 
——- Five hundred pounds, on Derby D 
! Sir Toff at Epsom dewns! 
fo Epsom Downs, with hope of gain, 
The downy welsher downs by trai 
~ ‘ . . 


| a ay 
And soon, on Pore d spuiavect, 
. 


He’s downed the * prices, | fair and squal 

And in his book he downs with care 
The various wagers mace, 

i But, ere the race is won and los 

| Se aa He downs from stool and quits his post 

: =a! And then——oh, tare-an’-’ouns !— 

at | Rise furious howlings for his blood. 
oe ork ae | And him (when found) in mire and mul 


Pe ae 
+ 


+ 





! 


The mob at Epsom downs! 


The moderate drinker, just for fun, 
Dy 


[ ( the | Goes down to see the ‘rbv run, 
mh OL GiWa, A ea, RUE And swears that home he'll come 
( ntryvy as en rant , ioe rot 1) the } . : » 
‘ - n As sober asa judge. B 


ut, lo! 
t 


es him so 


tncy wou e all right. If they got Each splendid race exci 
di a st their father any mo That much he downs of rum. 

: And much of whisky, gin and _ beer, 

‘ MUCH LOT’ Se Who wants a lot of young He downs till he is downright * queer’ 
, ' ; [don't DIOGENES TUBBs, And several hard earned crowns 

. Srelong he downs. as doctor's ree, 

‘or him—poor chap !—with vile D.T., 
His day at Epsom downs ' 





st- Rule at St. Stephen's,” by Edward Jenkins, : — : 
rier author of “ Ginx’s Baby ” (Hutehir son and In {Hlemoriam. 


Ovr old friend, Henry Sampson (for som: 

ny this isan exceedingly amusing book, and as a time Editor of FUN), has been suddenly taken 
L sq cracker as it was from us, we may say in the prime of a prom- 

up nearly 19 years ago.—* The Life of Zao,” by inent and successful life. He was highly 


vency). The in- gifted, had a marvellous memory, and a hea: 
{ 


«, teresting life of this world renowned lady stored with knowledge that could be drawn 
ess than half the Look, the other upon at a moment's notice. He created 77/ 
off half relates the story of the notorious poster Referee, and ran it to a brilliant success 
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AT" THE, WAY OF A MAN WITH A MAID. 
2, //¢.—* You wish you had a sister? So do T wish you-had a sister— 
the very image of yourself in ervrything /” : 

She —* Why »” 

/1e,—* Because I should adore your sister!” 

She,—* After all, I’m not quite certain that I wish I had a sister.” 





Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SoLO.—* A Carol of Con-Seal-ment.” 
Basel upon recent revelations as to a short and casy way of seal-catcl'nz. 
THE startling effect of men’s whistling to seals, 
FUN fain to your view now would bring; 
And a curious instance of wheels within whee's, 
Is the matter of which he'd now sing. 
If on to an ice-floe you stealthily go, 
And whistle some air of the day, 
It seems the said seals will come round in a row, 
And refuse to be driven away. 
REFRAIN. 
And then you can capture your seals, dear boys, 
As your tune on the air softly steals ; 
Then you use your harpoon 
As you whistle your tune— 
And over the animal reels, dear boys! 
Yes, that’s how you angle for seals! 
And yet, after all, it appears rather mean 
To whistle poor seals to their doom ; 
For how would you like (when you think all's sere i) 
Some fiend thus with yow to presume ? 
Suppose, while you listened to some comic song, 
Brutes bagged yeu for grub or for garb? 
No doubt you'd regard such behaviour as wrone, 
And would moan of brutality’s barb ! 
REFRAIN, 
So furtively whistling for seals, dear boys, 
A great lack of politeness reveals, 
To whistle—then strike, 
Is scarce what they like 
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For even the seal rather feels, dear boys! 
So don’t you go whistling for seals ! 


ToPicaAL DuEet.—“Jnstruments of Torture.” 


A, At Tussaud’s Exhibition (not the old established firm) Th 
They're exhibiting some instruments of torture ; ul 
B. A mass of marrow freezing things, that even made FUN squirm, 
And he’s seen many instruments of torture ! 
A. Now, various affairs which we are asked by FUN to state— 
B. (For he’s got us on a contract for these Ditties up to Date)— 
Both. Would on your little tootsipegs indubitably grate, 
Like these lately dug out instruments of torture ! 


A. The recent damp, drear holiday to many toiling folk 
Was a Wet-sun-tidy instrument of torture ; 
B. And “tenpenny pairs of trousers” they’ve invented—'tis no joke 
A. But perhaps they turn out instruments of torture! 
B. Herbert Spencer lately joined B. Waugh’s society to check 
The brutes who ill-treat children, and who infant lives wou! 
wreck ; 
A. “Let it B. Waugh to the knife!” 
B.’s beck, 
Both. You'll treat these brutes to instruments of torture! 
A. To fumigate the Parliament some M.P.s did object, 
They thought ’twould prove an instrument of torture ! 
B. That Queen Natalie at Belgrade was befriended, we expect, 
To Beast Milan proved an instrument of torture! 
A, And there’s another subject—that’s the baby born to Fife, 
}}, We rejoice that it’s mamma and self are free from dangev’s strife ; 
Doth. And (between ourselves) although it cries, ’tis net by Tife and 
Wife 
Regarded as an instrument of torture! 
’ Bxreunt to leave their cards on the Fifelct. 


says Fun, and hopes that at 


Ne Sutor Ultra, etc. \' 

(“To Bootmakers.—Gentleman offers two dozen cartes-le-visite, vignette or other- . 
wise, fur a pair of boots.”~— Exchange Column.) \ 

THE above, perhaps, does not read very tempting to the ordinary 
tnind, neither will it be within the scope of general observation, that | 
the children ef Crispin are enthusiasts in photographic art. But the . 
yentieman who offers this splendid chance to the bootmaking frater- 
uity, isevidently a philosopher who looks below the surface of things. 
He knows that there are “ mugs” in every class and every trade, and } 
remembers, too, that like naturally takes to like. Ergo, he argues tle 1 
bootmaking “mug” will be hooked with the photographic * mugs.” 
This may be very sound logic, but somehow we have an impression 
that, even after reading the above announcement, every bootmakcr 
who has got a pair of boots, will stick to them and his last. 








Why Tommy was Smacked, 

“T say, Mrs. Mumples, do you ever have any honey in your hair?” 
‘Lor’ bless the boy !—no. What makes you ask such a question?” 
* Why, ’cos mother always says you have a bee in your bonnet.” 

[She never called again. 
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DEPTH. 
Lottie. —* Oh, there’s that horrid Chatterbosh girl! Let’s prete: 
it’s too muddy to cross over to speak to her.” 






Merey.—* What'd be the use? She won't think it too muddy to 
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THE BALANCE OF JUSTICE, 
For some time past Ccunty Court Judges have been developing an amiab’e anxiety to “ hed n 
ev 


They yearn to let down both parties as easily as possible, so that nobody shall b2 in the Wrong au 


Wi. ‘ 


OT 

















County Court Judge (to Plaintiff ).— Ah, well, I'm delighted to find a verdict in your favour. 
proved your case.” 























C.U.J (to Derendant).—" But, at the same ti 
Be careful to wrap yourselves up and take ammonia 





quinine.” 


Thy hey i/, Jol 
lif H Hy 
1 de 


me, I should be grieved to be too hard on you; so the plaintiff shall pay the costs on both sides. Good day? 


i 


in their decisions—or shall we sa 
erybody pleased. The party in the wrong comes ous 


of it just as well as the party in the right, and everything is male nice and comfortable. This is the sort of thing :— 








Lao) 
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Thus, of course, both parties are delighted—particularly the one in the right 
outside, who usually reverses the vervlict 





t—and the thing has generally to be argued out afresh before the constable 
cf the judge and settles the matter. 


their indecisions ? 
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EQUESTRIAN LORE. 

Riding Master.—‘ No, Mise, there’s more science than strencth in it! Some scems to think that if 
they can pull or worrit the ‘ead off a ’orse in ten minutes they've no more to learn!” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 

TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 
‘+ S1R,—Once again we have to face the celebrated Derby Race. You | 
will remember, sir, I'm sure, a former time when I was poor; when I | 





Then before the grim Deemster you 
may have to cower, 

Or the blue ribbon decorate sweet Peter 
Flower, 

Sure one of this lot it is certain to be, 

And the first and the last have attrac- 
tions for me. 


And now, good folks, you have it 
pat, I mean to stand or fall by that, 
and when I say I'll fall, you know, it’s 
‘“‘ metaphorically so ” that I would have 
you understand, my gay and festive 
sporting band. Well, sir, no further 
I'll encroach—perhaps you'll join us 
on my coach? I’ve asked more men 
than it will seat, and if they come 
"twill be a treat! But if you come 
here overnight I think that it will be 
all right, and if, because they’ve looked 
alive, they’ve filled it up when you 
arrive, that needn’t much disturb your 
phlegm, for you can sit on top of them 
—a situation, as thou seeth, superior to 
that beneath, and better than a Clap- 
ham "bus, Yours alwaysly, 

TROPHONIUS. 








It is whispered that the authorities 
of Christ’s Hospital intend to abolish 
the time-honoured costume of the 
blue-coat boy. We have often heard 
it remarked by indiscriminating people, 
that the bareheaded lads in blue gowns 
and yellow stockings are so much alike 
one another, that it is a wonder how 
their friends can tell them apart. This 
probably will be more than ever the 
case with the new costume, which, 


rumour has it, will effect such a metamorphosis in the blue-coat boy 
of old, that even his own mother won’t know him, 
LL 
WHAT young mea like and old men don’t.—The coming of age. 





== 





could scarcely pay my shot (you'd be no friend if you did 
not !),and when, because of fortune’s frowns, if I desired 
to reach the Downs, the means and method used to be a 
matter of diplomacy. All day I used to plan and think, 
at night I scarcely got a wink, my head was racked with 
raging fires, with nerves unstrung and set on wires I 
went about with ruffled hair, the very picture of despair. 
Well, sir, you'd think when affluence—I mean a modest 
competence—at length was mine, that I should be 
relieved from all anxiety. Well, with that thought I, 
too, was struck, but—bless your peepers!—no such 
luck! Now,I am flush, I must provide a coach and 
four (with food inside) and try to get within its fold 
three times the number it will hold. Then I must hope, 
with anxious pain, the day may pass unspoiled by rain ; 
that nothing may put out the pets, and make them fail 
to pay their bets; but worse anxiety is mine that there 
may be enough to dine (or lunch) the many hungry 
elves who're certain to invite themselves, to satisfy 
their thirst immense, that nobody may take offence. 1 
Upon the whole, I much prefer, the older inconvenience, 
sir. But-let us give for goodness’ sakes, our notions on 


THE DERBY STAKES. 


WITH its nobs and _its snobs, and its “talent” and “ fancy,” 
Its Edwin and Angy, its Sikes and its Nancy, 

Its sun or its snow, or its dust or its rain, 

The Derby of Epsom is with us again. 


And our tip we let slip for the nation’s instruction, 
Andifortune will follow the proper deduction. 

And soon in the bank you will heap up a pile, 

And then, as the classics observe, “ you should smile.” 


To pass over Dorcas were conduct abomin- 
Able ; and you oughtn’t to pass over Common, 
Though, C against D, I believe it would be, 
(Though C doves come first) rather long odds on D, 
But of excellent blood there is many a scion, 
And “twon't do to trifle with Mr. Orion ; 
Simonian also some sympathy claims, 

And Gouverneur's one of the promising names. 


























A FEARFUL TRAGEDY, 
AND ALL THROUGH THE PLAYFULNESS OF A FLY. 
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A WEIRD POWER. 
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Wes Leaving, The Shep. who would not helrveve in the hypnotic Suggestion the- 


ip, though Bul Pornked out the very boy who did iC! 





William on the Move! 

WILLIAM has been moving. “I like to help in the packing myself,” | for a heap of picked oakum, there isn’t @ p 
says William. William, as you know, keeps fowls, for which his | postage-stamp. Then William care 
neighbours very properly curse him, and only get right when they see | tame guinea-pig into the butter Jar. 
the undertaker taking a mental measure of him. When William packs it, no more was the guinea-pig. 
he misses things. He’s absent-minded, too, and shoves the Spanish how Mrs. Jackson's getting on, = @% 
cock into his wife’s bonnet-box—that bonnet now you might mistake months for breaking a clothes’ prop over a scientific packer, 





worry 1 I r Co uri.uions. In no case will they be reiurced unless 


Bw” TO CORRESPONDENT 8.—7/ e Editor dves not tind himeels ucknowledge, returyv, or pay / 
accompanied by a stamped and directed ¢ ivelopr. 





iece left larger than a 
fully packed his off braces and the 
The butter wasn't the better for 
And now Mrs. William is wondering 
and whether a wife will get three 
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ETIQUETTE IN EXCELSIS. 
Lady Sarah Stilton —“* WHO 18 THAT MAN AT WHOM YoU LOOKED so HArD?” 
Lady Cecilia Sangazus—“* THE ONE WHO PULLED ME OUT OF THE WATE? AFTER OUR SPILL LAST HENLEY.” 
Lady 8S. 8—“ WHY DIDN'T you Bow To Him?” 
Lady C. S—“ My DEAR, WE HAVEN’T BEEN INTRODUCED!” 





The Winner of the Influenza Race. Then let’s rejoice that Good Old Will again has won the race, 
(SEE CARTOON.) Ah! may he long be spared to keep on riding. 


For his Genius and his Straightness we in all his deeds may trace, 








IN the Influenzial Derby many horses went the pace, And in him we have a faith that is abiding. 
But some, alas! dropped down in the engagement ; Though some may mock the “Grand Old Jock,” they cannot-beat 
Some checked all dread and forged ahead in hopes to win the race, his skill; 
But ‘twas long ere the excitement knew assuagement. The Chieftain he of all the Liberal Stable. 
The Jockeys, too, were numerous (some clerical, some lay), So. long may he ride gay and free, our Wise and Wiry Will, 
Who, unhappily, were thrown as they were riding, Though some would trip him up—if they were able. 
Sh And some few ambled slowly, while the others dashed away— Gc on! O Grand Old, Good Old Will, 
i + Thanks to horsemanship of note and loving guiding. Our hearts will hope of Victory fill. 
. | jut one great Rider, Wiry Will, Make us hopeful of the Rights’ true evolution, 
| F Chockful of genius and of skill,” Long may you vigorously bestride 
mn } Came in, and with no show of diminution. The animal which now you ride— 
lit Vi But William had a trainer smart— That powerful and splendid “ Constitution ” ! 
i i The bold Sir Andrew Clark, the Bart— ——SSS=s==> 
' | ; Who well cared for William's steed, called “ Constitution.” A TOLERABLE GRACE.—The after-dinner one. 
Ht , ee A 
: 
| Geld Modal Awarded, Health Bxhibition, London. AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. | 
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CHILDREN 
AND 
INVALIDS. 
| Write as smoothly ac 9 lead cll, neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a New Process N.B.—Attention is 


. a . « 
Retail in Tins at 1s, 6d., 2a, 6d., 5s., | also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 


ib of each pattern bei leapees 
a and 10g,, of Chemists, etc., everywhere. hexibiity Assorted bogie Bon, of cuits satin ts Toe ABSOLUTELY SURE THEREFORE BEST 


Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. from C. ANVAUER & Co.'s PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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S4e Coaching fC. | er. Be, ae Bit 2 A 
cying Clubs meet, Arresled for kissing his wife. The fruil=grower / 


6 


n Crouble. 


(1) A strange thing is this music cure prescribed by some M.D.s, (5) When Next Door’s fowls destroy your plants ’tis rough on common sense, 
But oft, perhaps, the remedy is worse than the disease. That you can’t proceed against —but can only take a-fence | 

(2) Being upset at their town’s state, near their several abodes, (6) The Coaching Season has commenced, and here's the Club's first Meet, 
Some ladies (bless ’em !) took their brooms and scavengered the roads. And first to strike you (on the box) are ladies smart and neat. 

(3) Influenza is a trying thing, as most have cause to think, (7) In American streets to dare to kiss your wife is quite a crime, 
But it ought not set a magistrate on “ trying” you for drink. They have there no case of Kiss-meet—which we know is oft sublime. 

(4) Lo! Britain and Australia—e’er united in Love’s bands— (8) Kentish raspberry crops are troubled with a vile Earth Beetle pest—° 
At the Military Tournament fraternally clasps hands. And our raspberry jam (O jim-jams !) thus bids fair to be suppressed. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

—ALL sorts and condi- 
tions of music I’ve 
been indulging in 

lately, from high opera 

to low comic songs, with 
an intermediate sandwiching 
of opera bouffe thrown in, 
just to encourage me. Les 

Huguenots, with its incom- 
parable cast — concerning 
which space cut me _ short 

last week just as I was, as I 

may say, €X-space-clating upon 





tttttjjecti 






ro its excellences—the cleverness of 
7 Mile. Mravina in musical gymnas- 


tics: the sweet toned charm of Mlle. 
Giulia Ravogli’s Urbano; the rolling 
SOnOoroOus melody of K. de Reszke’s 



































9 { ' Marcello (why not Martello, by the 
i way? More military, you know) ; his 
| } brother's fascinating disappointed 
ote / lover, the hug-her-not ; Madame 
Mudy Albani’s absorbing Valentina — Las- 
o alle—Maurel—* gure, never was a cast 
4 . sO jUSLLY formed to meet, by nature, 
[ . with unstinted applause and a crowded 
” 
_ eB oe > ere, auditorium 
1 OP a ets A MBE] (Shakespeare 
4; F7 Sy, — | think.) 


x 
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EQN 


Any way, it 
prot "em both, 
WAGNER 
in farcical 
mood awoke 
the slumber- 
Covent GARDEN.-Goop TABLE—REGARDLESS ing echoes on 
OF EXPANSE. the Saturday 
— in fact, the 
slumbering echoes never had a chance when the band and chorus— 
both pretty powerful—had an interesting struvgle eal 
for supremacy at the end of the second act. Z 
This opulence of sound seemed a little un- 
fair to an audience paying a fairly good 
price for seats, as the casual passers-by 
in Bow Street had probably the full /// 
benefit of this excited finale gratis. 
The honours, which were many and 
freely bestowed by an apparently 
much gratified audience, fell mainly 
to, as they were mainly earned by, M. 
Lasalle (really funny), Jean de Reszke, 
Montariol, Abramoff and Madame , 
Albani. Mlle. Palladino (“ classic” as 
ever, bless her!) did all the premics 
dans required, By -the- way, 
have you noticed what 
lovely white shaves the 
nobility and rentry ol crand 
opera generally pet] 
Notice it next time, then, 








THE Lyric.—You'd have 
thought is was a specially 
important “ first night” at 
this theatre on the thrice 
happy evening—happy for 
the opera, happy for the public, and happy for Ler- 
self—upon which Miss Ulmar, with all her blushing 
bridal honours thick upon her (Shakespeare avain, 
I believe), returned to her sorrowing La Cigale. 
Not but what Miss Halton, as her substitute, has 
gained golden acknowledgments from all sorts of 
treasury (dear me, how very Shakespearian I am 
for the moment !), and, I am pleased to know, is to 
be heard avain. This bouffe—or, rather, comic 
opera—was so good to start with, that little im- Tre Lyric.—Tor 











proven nt is observable, beyond the smoothness WANDERERS’ 
and certainty born of repetition, the claboration of RETURN, 

the “comic business,’ the toning down of the Chevalier Scovel's 
mannerisms and the arrival of Mr. Hayden Cothn on the scene lhe 
latter stz thens the cast just where it wanted it; but hel] damage 





that taking voice of his if he isn’t a little careful. For the rest, Miss 
Ulmar was in splendid voice, and Covent Garden appeared to havy 

been laid on for her benefit. The 
SMR ‘ fo at , ‘fj it w 
\ RSS show is simply magnificent, as it was 
ASO SESS from the commencement. 










THE ROYAL PAVILION.—And then 
~< I went here. The influenza had 
been before me, though, and altered 
several of the turns (I was pleased to 
sce that the redoubtable Edward 
Swanborough of that ilk had got the 
better of the foe, however). Several “ extra 
turns’’—which might be more properly 
described as “substitute turns” — kept the 
show up to the proud total of twenty-four. 
An “extra turn” was in possession when I 
arrived on the scene (not that I did arrive 
on the scene, of course, being in my proper 
place, the auditorium)—such a fascinating 
extra turn. I thought it was a pale-blue 
octopus, with four sun bonnets and eight 
black legs; but they told me it was a pas de 
THE ROYAL PAVILION.— guatre, and I’m so innocent, I always believe 

"ARRY’S SAIRY-NADE, what I’m told. 

THEN came Miss Nancy Valerie, who made such impression upon 
me (you can see it still if you look at it sideways), that I wrote the 
following poem upon her— 

Nan y Valerie 

Knocked the gallery ; 
which I meant, of course, in a metaphori- 
cal sense, for she is not such a high 
kicker. The Ryan and Richfield tap 
was off, but Barrett was a stopper (not a 
screw stopper) with us for some time, 
and told us one or two of his blandly 
fatuous anecdotes, after which Stebb and 
Trepp, @ couple of particularly eccen- Tur ROYAL PAVILION.— 
tric “eccentrics,” gave us some capital EXTREMES MEET. 
comic business with a (personated) 
dummy. I never meta ballet girl like the one introduced by Mr, 
Arthur Forrest, and I’m sure I don’t want 
to. 


























Dr. JOHNSON would have enjoyed the 
next turn—the Haytors (from all the prin- 
cipal the-haytors, I suppose ?)—at least, he 
always said he liked a good haytor, and these 
are all good, After this came a specimen of 
the foreign press—a Dutch Daily. With the 
ignorance of foreigners, he spelled it Daley. 
This gentleman gave us a column or so of 

ree, Jacetie, and imi- 

‘Weg, tated several 

hy things on the con- 
certina with a 
4y, great deal of cle- 
4 verness, 










Turk ROYAL PAVILION, 
—THE JOB Lor. 


AFTER this observa- 
tion grew mixed as to 
sequence of turns (1 de- 
cline to speculate why). 
We had Miss Lottie Col- 
lins as asprightly widow, . f ’ 
in a green hat and, as a ; 


poetic dream, in yellow (~~ > *_ 
silk and marguerites, in THE ROYAL PAVILION.—THE DANCING GIRL— 
which she danced, in her A WHISTLER. 


own inimitable style, to 

the classic strains of the “ Whistling Coon.”—Having paid for our 
whistle at the box office and bars, we each exercised our rights, and 
became coons of that description on the spot, NESTOR, 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 





CHAPTER X.—Continued, 

THE Hon. Pott Wholloper, third son of the Earl of Rampington, 
was in many respects the complete antithesis of his constant friend 
and boon companion, 
Sir Nyghtmare 
Jumps. 

At twenty years of 
age (a short term at 
Oxford having re- 
sulted in rustica- 
tion), he found him- 
self launched into 
society the registered 
proprietor of an un- 
Savoury reputation, 
an unparalleled 
physique, and an in- 
come of some two 
hundred per annum ; 
the latter being the 
only provision the 
Earl was able to 
make for his illus- 
trious son. Though 
of old the Whollopers 
had from generation 
to generation bat- 
tened luxuriously on 
the good old carcass 
of the State, their 
influence was now— 
alas! for modern 
political decadence 
—dead ; and on the 
scattered fragments 
remaining from 
many a ghoulish repast, the heads of the family contrived to eke out 
a somewhat anomalous existence; younger fledglings being expected, 
as a matter of course, to seek for crumbs away from the parent nest. 

It would be a rank injustice to the Hon. Pott to say that he either 
repined or made unnecessary pother over the drawbacks accompanying 
such a position, With philosophic phlegm he took things as they 
came—in many instances, indeed, taking them before they did come, 
by simply anticipating their arrival,and raising the wind on the anti- 
cipation. 

Rapidly realizing the absurdity of attempting to pay for anything 
out of such an extremely limited pittance as had fallen to his share, 
he, with exquisite magnanimity and a keen business-like aptitude 
which did equal honour alike to heart and head, treated his creditors 
with an impartial generosity that was (or, at least, should have been) 
as gratifying to |them as it should have been (and doubtless was) 
satisfactory to himself. He paid nobody. Simplicity is ever the very 
essence of the key to the correct solution of great problems. . 

Having thus early solved—what unhappily is and must ever remain 
to most people—the greatest conundrum in life, he sought occupation 
congenial to his tastes; and, ten years later, at the age of thirty, had 
achieved such renown in the dual fields presided o’er by Mars and Venus, 
as rarely falls to the collective lot of fifty average men in a lifetime. 

Rejoicing, as previously indicated, in the possession of an unpa- 
ralleled physique, and a chest measurement calculated to fill the mind 
of his less fortunate fellow man with mingled envy and amazement, 
he created no little sensation in the pugilistic world ; and for five suc- 
cessive years held the lofty title of Amateur Heavy Weight soxing 
Champion. Professional bruisers frankly acknowledged his superiority, 
and the Bermondsey Basher—the twelve-stone-ten professional cham- 
pion (there are champions, by-the-by, to every separate ounce constl- 
tuting a pound, let alone pounds to a stone !) openly admitted a desire 
to “ be struck pink if it war’n’t the loveliest sight in the world to see 
him set abart a bloomin’ mug, and write ‘ paid’ across his grancher! 

More refined critics confessed the action of his “left” to be irre- 
proachable, and quoted him as a living illustration of “ blood will 
tell.” Like many, however, “ possessing a giant’s strength,” he by no 
means considered it tyrannous to “use it like a giant.” On the con- 
trary, he displayed some slight partiality in the selection of old men, 
undergrown youths, and cripples as “chopping blocks” on which to 
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exhibit his undoubted skill; and on the occasion of The Knuckle 
a arr peming some slight editorial strictures upon his public career, 
he invaded the establishment wherein that illustrious sheet was weekly 
conceived, and having wiped the floor with the entire staff, consisting 
of a sub-editor of tender years, and a consumptive office boy, finished 
an afternoon’s enjoyment by stuffing the latter up the chimney. The 
next issue of this critical organ naturally bore a deep mourning line, 
and consisted exclusively of obituary notices, penned by surviving 
executors, 

But his greatest victories had been gained at the feet of Venus. 
Though for some years a married man (he had accepted a tradesman’s 
daughter with a substantial dowry as a receipt in full from one of his 
principal creditors), he was perhaps the most industrious co-respondent 
of his own, or any other generation ; and had been, not inaptly, styled 
“the Napoleon of the Divorce Court.” As he had figured in this cha- 
racter on something like ninety-seven separate occasions, it is not sur- 
prising that he claimed rather more than a mere nodding acquaintance 
with Sir James Hannen; and indeed, it is but just to observe that 
every official connected with the court, from the policeman on duty 
outside, to his lordship on the bench, treated him with a uniform con- 
sideration and urbanity that was not entirely devoid of pathos, It 
implied, as it were, a delicate suggestion of gratitude on their part for 
the constant employment he afforded them. 

Belgravian mothers pointed him out to their daughters as a per- 
petual storm-signal threatening the matrimonial horizon, Youthful 
matrons, however, as is usually the way in such cases, rather en- 
couraged him than otherwise; and many had openly expressed an 
intention of effecting his reformation. 

So irresistible did he appear in the eyes of the sex, that Sir Nyght- 
mare once pithily observed, with that crisp elegance peculiar to him- 
self, “It’s rough—dashed rough! I do in thousands a year at the 
game, and never get hold of anything better than a tenth-rate selling 
plater; while Wholloper, blank him !—without a clod in his kick, has 
always got something in hand fit to win the One Thousand or Oaks in 
a hack canter! And yet the blighters say there’s ne such thing as 
luck |” . To be continued. 
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HARD LINES. ; 
Firet Johnnic.—* Cho'ley, old man, you don’t know how it grieves 
me to see you without a flower in your buttonhole, don'teherknow., 
Second Johnnic.— “Forced to do it, old ehappie; for when I come 
home at night witha buttonhole, my wife wanted to know w hat bwasen 
hussy gave it me; and when I had none she wanted to know what 
bwasen hussy had taken it away—so hal to do without em, 
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THE TRUE POLITICIAN. 


If you wish to carry voters with you, tell large, flat-footed, violent, yet circumstantial lies: only blunderers get mixed up with truth and moderation. 





/ murder Parnell ; and, wot’s more, Gladstun stood by with a quart pot to ketch 














 Dontee tell me,” says Joe Flatbrane, voter. ‘I knows as Salisbury d 
the blood. A candidit feller come down to our parts an’ sed so hisself, as he had seen it done with ’is hown heyes—now, then! ‘ Wot’s more,’ ses he, ‘I see 
em cut ’im hup an’ bile ‘im in a copper arterwards, an’ ‘ide the bits hunder the stair You vote for me, as see it.’ 
MR RAE MANCER 
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But y+ vn — there was 7 *y idiots as wasn't « onviu ed, an wanted to make oul as it ouldn t be true, becos Parnell wasn't dead! But Mr. Papersoal, 
he cobbler, says he, ‘ Wot's it matter if he ain’¢dead? Ile must ha’ din dead, if a feller gits on a platform and ses so.’ And that done ’em. 
' 
(fF) 
‘'Then another candidit come down. A stoopid feller he was, as ses, ‘Jest listen to reason,’ ses he, ‘and I'll prove to you as Gladstun and Salisbury 
‘nm 


never did nothink of the sort.”. But we hup and walked orf. Jest fancy arsking voters to listen to reason ! 
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THE DEMON OBSTRUCTIONIST OF THE SEASON. 


POLICE-CONSTABLE BULL ORDERS HIM TO MOVE ON, 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 2514. 
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\’, Ww. Pat tfhiat vou have tii fecl BV Ww kv, ] Wat vou to vive me 
uropimen onit. That whisky’s one-and-twenty vears old.” 
Peat.——* Well, all T can say is—he’s the smallest little bit of a feller 


liver saw for his ave in me loife 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Ties FOR TOPICAL SONGB.) 
SoLo—' The Butterfly Belle.” 
ippeared ata ball with little black beauty spots 


painted on her white shoulders, 
shall doubtless hear 


fA Jady recently 
fy) thre } iy" of thy 
Tf strech ft 


QPhy Prieray 


mid butterflie 
ply riled bremornse popular, we 
f the following:] 


MASHED. 


rletles 
in the fashion « 


A MOAN OF THE 

() FORTUNE (or Fate, or whatever your name is), 
Po whom even Cnpid is bound to submit, 

that I think it a shame 1s 

behaviour Ive late ly been bit, 

t mean Tmet ke 


tr atate 
Phat ry y mr 
VW met ata hall (T dor 
Put that fair young damsel who mashed me at s 
And oft for a dance did ] wildly 


For she FO Ui 


reune 


ight), 


Importune, 


was so benuteous, ithe, and so bright ! 
But, ah! 
(Thr urm ), 
That created sensation beholders, 
Was her dresa, cut quite low, 
(But mind, comme td fant), 
she'd butterflies painted 


shoulders ! 


her best charm, 


t caused some al 


ugh j 
ry Wy wy 


all over her 


And 


You may easily guess she had lots of adorers, 
W hoon those strange beaut y spote fixed their fond eyes, 
Lut all (except one) met with Fate's fiercest “ floorers,”” 
That shrewd sneak, Old FUN, soon walked off with 
the prize! 
For, hoa that sly jester of elderly age is, 
His gay and grand air swept the board, as of yore, 
Confound him! sav I, as my jealousy. rages, 
J was forced to adore 


beautiful charm, ete. 


| e 


kor mashing the 
\\ hice’ most 
“ Don't Despar 


TOPICAL DUET. 


{. ‘Tig true that the lL given to pio p ‘ 
‘ Da te 


}i S11) ] | not despond and desparr 


’ 
Prue, anti- lonists are hav a 


We ither's <t)] 
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: Wr. Hard 


A.° # Still {wherefore despond and despair? 
The weather has caused us the “ creeps”’ far too long, 
RB. And pessimists prate that the World is all wrong, 
Both, Still, Friend Fun has besought us to sing you a song 
So do not despond and despair ! 
A. This large immigration of Jews from all parts, 
Causes some to despond and despair ; 
}}, Some look on amazed, and with sorrowful hearts, 
And our own toilers cry with despair ! 
A, The problem is hard—for if England weren't free— 
What a very strange England that England would be! 
B. Bear up! some way out of it, yet, we may see, 
Both. 1t won't do to despond and despair ! 
A. M.P.s have returned from their holiday sprees, 
So do not despond and despair ; 
B. Though ‘tis true the behaviour of many M.P.s 
Is enough to make people despair. 
A. In spite of the struggle for fame and for “ oof,” 
Our Britons from courage do not hold aloof— 
}}, Yes, and brave Fireman Byrne is a fresh and grand proof— 
Both. In neglect then, don’t let him despair ! 
[ Rreunt to propose a testimonial, 


The Wife’s Welcome. 

Irv I don’t kiss my wife directly I get home I get beans—large 
Windsor beans, too, It doesn’t matter how tired I am, she expects 
me tocome in singing “ Away, away! tothe mountain brow,” or some- 
thing in that line. If I talk, too,and am cheerful, she says, “ Of course. 
you're merry now; been to see your second cousin Jane, perhaps! It’s 
a pity that she doesn’t know she’s got only four distinct colours in het 
false plaits.”” This makes things pleasant, too. Then if I’m quiet, she 
says, “ Although you may be thinking about that woman at Balaclava, 
perhaps you can treat me to a word or two.” As toa word or two, 
she generally treats me to a word, of four or five thousand every morn- 
ing. But I must be cheerful when I get home, and drop all my cares 
into the front area, to be put up in the dust-bin. I wish I was one of 
the Aquarium alligators flicked at with towels, rather than a husband 


who has an overdose of wifely welcome, 


Cur1ous MILITARY FACT,—The Guardsare not troops of the Line, 
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Melodious Medicine. | SOLD AGAIN. 


[The Lancet recently waxed eloquent on 
the utility of music in curing illness and 


disease. ] 
Lo, the Lancet (good old Lancet !) 
Now prescribes for people ill 
Many a music dose (pray chance it, 
‘Tis more like to cure than kill), 
Aches and pains, and nervous 
worries, | 
Liver’s lamentable throes, 
Toothache’s twinge — neuralgia’s | 
Hurries, 
E’en the influenza’s throes— 
Whate’er disease holds folk inthrall, 
Music, music cures them all! 
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With mystery that’s quite Egyptian 

Doth the Lancet thus awake ; “ Hullo, Chaffy, what are yer looking so vida. ia easel a epieacee atin tas 
Probably the new prescription, chippy about 7” mised me afsovereign, = | nm goin’ to ask for it now. 

(Not set forth) these forms may well share.” 

take: 

“Chi va sano, va lontano” 

Is a wise saw, there’s no doubt ; 
So hourly doses of piano- 

-Forte Ma Y be FOr re for cout, 
And should depression e’er appal 
A dose of Drum may soothe it all! 


me drownin’ 





Say you’re by Insomnia captured, 
Street organs or a German band, 
May soothe you into sleep enrap- 
tured, 
Just as though in fairyland. 
Trombone doses three times daily 
May cure Whooping couch acute, 
Measles, too, may go off gaily 
When they’re treated by the Hute, 
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° ‘* | 
d whe Wl ade F : Dibles | : s , . : 
And vhen vith * tantrums ” babies GSieise- 0 the eitload dock fea. cama kee Cho 
squall, sovereign he promised me for savin’ his little boy's life.” 
Part Ja ies 


Music drams may calm them all, 


Indeed, for every kind of ailing, ‘ . 
Jaundice." jumps,” headache and Quite English. 

“ dumps,” | IN the Interna- 
Music is the cure unfailing ; tional Cycling 


Take your music, then, in lumps. | Match from Bor- 


Good-bye. 
Hlow hard it 
tosay those simple 
words ! Young 
Leoftrie has been 


It seemeth Homceopathetic, deaux to Paris, the ' 
Curing thus what it might cause, | five Englishmen courting Bvangres 
But still, unless a sour ascetic, | engaged in the Hine these hist six 
You must bow to Mecicine’s | contest reached months, ani she 
laws, | the giddy city a ; ch Ss Oe 

So just remember, great and small, =; ~~ long way ahead of ( ; eve | ae 


tlie a mor daasat ancl 
he is not perfect 


in them ve t 


| 

| all the other com- 
petitors. Water- 
loo is avenged— 
the Englishmen 
simply ran away 


Music, music cures you all! 





EMIGRANTS leave our shores in 
sreater numbers than ever. Well. 
\ eBREBBATL 


Try Cor W 4 delip itead wt iv’ ¢ wll ~t Se : y ’ 
Mr. Mulberry Becewluy, delighted atthe cruel job STonkY.— History 
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if they don’t all make their fortunes, ; . ; 
it is some satisfaction to know that from the French- ic — henge e enjoying his second bottle of port. 
they, at any rate, © kee p going,” | men, are ee oe Sn ee (Then ayu alls were audible of the Corn Laws 
j | a 
WRINKLES FROM THE RANE. via)» Wiad & ima he Nanepaes: ts ean Hawn etek ae WAN ek 
) oe “a 4 a a must ‘ave been rather rough on a kebman when he was arsked wot 
PHIL FLYWHIP AT THE TORTURIES, hie right fare was—it’s a guod job sich thin done away with 
THE othe dav. as Id "ad a smash up with Wy keb, | takes a day Phi dl lé kin cave as they use 1 te fy baker V , ‘ Lif Vasit tru 
Girl cdl ta: Han a tawle teeta ie i all a hay ee iS auale Wauahn in Wh tb owerry lnc 13 dodve for ke pile Up the oe Of thie 
Two, and Td heard the Earl of Shrewsbury was a-showing som arf-qua  DORger: BRO Se See See Pa agra aap 
hinstruments of torture there, and as I knows as ‘is motter is * ’Ansom we see from the caterlogue as ow they put women Me em to 
is as ’ansom does.” away we eoes to Revent Street. When we arrives their temp he said. as ‘ow it Was a hintern sf mac ‘ Phie iron 
we goes in an’’as a guy at the waxworks, an’ barrin’ as ‘ow I gets boots as they used to put Lollin Water an lM ee et - | 
iy ry wd for corus, but, 4 cue f wvin’ im, nobaxly knows where Che sho 


IntOarow witha old gent as I thought was a image, for pokin’ im : | | 
in the ribs With my stick, and savin’ to the wiissis as "ow he looked pinches excep til them as Wears it Phi Spatiish lonkey, Which it 
just like life. an’ she asked a young Wolnan standin’ on @ automatic sharp plank, must have been a 
machine to get down an’ let somebody else du some trade, as turned Kath pony, ‘specially with hundredweights te Ito your fe 

a bit tired. I site duwn in a big chair ‘andy, but on discoveriny: ie thie 


out to be wax. an’ we nearly ‘ad fits with laughin’ at a lot 0’ talkin’ if ' fy 
waxworks as cheeks a vent named Craig somethink awful, nothink deat was covered with spikes, Pyvot up an ay e Mrcganets | it ' 
the If the Tron Maiden was a fair sample of the girl of the period, ia a 


good thing she’s ‘ad her day; and as 


uncomfortable ridin as a 


ertiklar sf yloe ey |] We mrets 
“py ‘ ma ab matter over, ean 


into the dungeons. But when ' 
ter thinkin the 


Idissis sets eves on the wooden collars as they used to fix on Women ' ft t ts 
‘ ’ . } . $ . oo. > ' uw fry the OW eerlili fiat atter ail it we JUSL as 
as eouldn't hold their haw an’ what a trade they must ave done the Missis Come AWAY fr Th I SOY . I | : , i 
’ } ; ‘ } : } , 2 4 va js ~f St saV its OW Wits & DE man 
in em! she beguns to seem uncomfortable, and she jolly soon well that the ond olf lia Is pier, f must ; wy A 
‘ : ’ : : ' ' le Orne lines, bearin reius, OP CONCCTUILAS, 
ried up ruckin’ on me about that last art-pint, an when we came at n seein any bicycle his. trauma iit yeial i ‘i 
+} netrumente ture will be it in @ #hoM 
uy RE the Spanish ma ‘ To mad pmVvy wo id not to but I s pip em I strumenté of torture | 4 
y { } i I it dict i : : at . ' pete to cly 
tye ANY Then int-pints just then. The next thing I noticed was When the tinue we live in have pissed awa Ml ‘esl : 
i " | ' , . 
ia ; a { , t | hoppers ‘ the v e lay [ck Kivht y arg, * 
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He Kept the Wolf. 


SOME ver cry out when 
Thy ‘re | a t iiV = 
ul a J if’ ve I t - , 
He do t rs f 
ther day nd ne ny ; t 
' t immed § i | A t | 

j , ite I if A « 
1 gueht lif t 
| Pica . al 
er dis « tou I 
It i ‘ f 
J ‘ hisacl 1 ii ) 
i] ‘ qi i 
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(ood Advice. 


bs Fredene (Fels Pe ay OR 
DO FOR HIM, MOST LIKELY. 
1 coming tothe point, )—" Won't mbrella do for us both, Mr, Shirkitt 


People we have Not met: Phe Min try do not appear over anxious to trot out their dark 


. Free Edueation, Is it that they suspect 1s staying powers / or 
there asplit in the stable? and is a contingent “laying” the horse 


viii Racing metaphor only natural after T lesday, when Lord Elcho and 

Sir Wilfrid had their annual tug of war as to whether the House 
should or should not adjourn on Derby Day. Perhaps Sir Wilfrid, 
stand jokes but not jockeys, thought that with one Common 

at Epsom.no more of the Commons were required, Curiously enough, 

the Welsh Local Veto Bill being taken dk pended on the House sitting 

SIR EpWwakb WATKIN fed & large Humber OF | po! ems on Wednesday, and Sir Wilfrid lost a chance of a capital wheeze—in 

| ; cd ul | i : BI tue Crip ove Bou Ale. | not ity ring the House to prefer the lterests of the Welsh to those 
When di maith of their worthy host, the oficial instinct f the Welshers. Sir William Harcourt, though the Member for 
nx diester | es, and they couldnt get through without | Derby, threw in his lot with Sir Wilfrid. The clerk of the weather 
chary thew ex, avenged Sir Wilfrid by throwing cold water on the Derby. 
Shall lovely woman at our County Councils sit?) Mr. Stuart set the 
ball voing, and Sir Albert helped to Rol7-it. [If not, why not? There 
are lots of old women on the Councils up to date—why not let ina 
few young ones? The County Council's present attitude towards 
lovely Woman, according to the experience of ladies in general, and 


Zi n particular, is to see the back of her. 


With Apologies to ‘‘Master” Ibsen. 


(N irate reader of a certain * daily, 





ai Complains because if eaders al nt penned vey 
| ‘\ i i Lit ly e 
Phia ! = ring in the room ! 
| 1 z ( @ tne rea l 
‘ : i 
| ot treason *) 
| 1 (=)Nore-we in 
Snips and Snaps. 
Stern Parent. —* Boanerszes, you have sowed your wild oats pretty 
freely, its now high time you settled down.” , 
Boanergesx.—" Quite so, yovnor, But my difficulty is to settle 
up!" 
' Poor little J lick is very much henpecked. That grand old 
; TOW < etter Dail, WOn t a y Linn, s hes been a husband, to 
; 1 t a ( ied 
miami PHE Gliding Railway at the Crystal Palace professes to effect "a 
tw it ft : i i wiwayv traveliin t ast e are ho I sf ) 
Ja) | " t 1 that t | tis 5 ind, | Cah the! i] it Ail answers t e prepaid : 
, und the | pla - 
sist I RPURR na iln fT Ne 
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Farmer Hayseed to his town bred lodger :- Now 
Str you shall ave a2treakas you cockne gents 
dont often enjoy: _ a real country ramble in 

. v 


the’ merry month of May’ 


( 4 o oy A - a 
«/ eee . 
} z= — 


“st é . . «<) 
Cleared u beaut a ‘ul Amtb- it “ 


— 


Lovely and tresh the land allus do look after a 





($7) 

"Nice freak 
use tresh — 

breeze to dry us ~ 

A fot now Si! Tusk sae ; < 

the ruck o' time Atar sie 92 een 


New Leaves. 

“THE Fall of the Staincliffes,” by A, Col- 
beck (The Sunday School Union), This is a 
100 guinea prize tale against the evils of 
gambling. ‘O, what a surprise” it would be 
if it cured the gamblers !—and the odds are 
100 to 1 that the surprise would be greater if 
it prevented gambling, but it will help very 
much, “you bet.”’—* Magnetism and Mys- 
tery,” by Louis Creswicke (Simpkin, Marshall 
and ('o.). This is a very interesting book, 
albeit it is constructed on the time worn, 
though seemingly not worn out plan of a 
mysterious murder to begin with, and the re- 
mainder devote 1 to the discovery of its perpe- 
trator,a secret well kept until the conclusion, 
and a little improbability here and there is 
an indulgence of which we suppose fiction 
must not be debarred.—* Captured in Court.” 
by Sylvain Mayer and Antony Guest (Eden, 


bY 


AN 





FUN. 


? 


pun rather hot eh : 
(2 Well vt us 2 bit warm- He 
7 ash byukits capital weather ~ >’ 
for back ard hunions, and 
we shall ‘Ave Xx chance 
direckly! , 


Shower, 
ah 2" 
¢ Ss thats nothin Se youre 
used to it‘ Fasides 
) ! 
. theres a thunderstorm 
Acomin’ ang— ail! 








Remington and Co.). Here it is again, the 
everlasting murder-plot—innocent party ac- 
cused and guilty party “captured in court ‘ 
at almost the last chapter, all complete, made 
up into a passably readable story of the likely 
unlikely sort.— The Comic Cookery Book,” 
by F. H. Curtis (Simpkin, Marshall and o.). 
We approached the devourment of this book 
with the keenest relish, and were, perhaps, too 
The tabled dishes and messes 


soon satisfied. 
‘stomach for 


are numerous, and we had not ‘ 
them all,” but then our appetite for the 
“comic” is somewhat dainty. 


“To wish I'd vol a fat face like you, Uncle 
Bobbles 

“Why, Tommy?” 

“'Cos father 84Vs I shall never get on With- 


out plenty of cheek.” 


ucknowledge, return, or pay for © 
y stamped and directed enveloje 


ipantwed oY a 


UNAPPRECIATED TREAT 











wy say 
is q/ 
What ; Not go another step CAuSe 
te wea thers change d Apxain and 
made an r1ce be i” ag f you'? Pooh ' 


There \ ee 

‘ Struck by Lg hE nin’ tL WKrnowed 

@e would. There amt no trust ina, them cockne YS ' They aunt 
‘% 


£er the stamina yor <A county y Fe ' Chats where & is 


—_ SSeS ae 


233 





(3) 
™% i! 
There yuu 


are Mister! Whatdad | tell you' 


, 


e 
Bea Ss we) 4 ’ is ~ 
I ut sul oft By c wine rain lint it ; 














——- 


-- 








~~ 


*' 


Trade Mark, Learn, etc. 
A CLEVER Little work entitled, Trade Marks,’ 


(By Seyrnoul Salaman, Who ii this rare hath 
made marks), 
Has late by Come to hand; 
‘Tis a volume neatly planned, 
Yea, one which every person of true grad 
marks, 
Note Kevan, Paul and partners publi 
* Trade Marks.” 


THE German Exhibition is one of the most 
interesting shows now runniny, and ouvht to 
be vastly popular. Much prain due to Mr. 
Whitley for the able way ili which he has vot 
the Exhibition tovether. 

Il ecgaretle per case feliwe—The venuine 
Turkish. 
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Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless AY/N-T Te 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
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AND MAMMA WAS QUITE PUZZLED FOR THE MINUTE. 
Mamma.—* Now, Pussi#, YOU MUST GO TO NURSE AND TELL HER TO PUT YOU TO BED; IT’S PAST EIGHT O'CLOCK.” 
Pussic,—* NO, MUMMIE, DEAR, IT ISN'T; COOK HAS JUST TOLD ME IT IS ONLY HALF PABST.” 


The Demon Obstructionist of the Season, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 
MOVE on, you horrid demons! that now do your best 
To spoil this season for us, and to prove a pest ; 
Cold winds, 80 inappropriate when winter's flown, 
That strive to cut the flesh of weakly mortals to the bone ; 
Cold rains that will keep damping o'er the plains and hills ; 
Cold days and nights, that threaten us with divers ills, 
And plague our constitutions with repeated chills— 
Move on, move on, move on! 


Move on, you Influenza! worst of all the lot, 

Who, unsatisfied with victims that you last year got, 

Upon our land descending, have run loose again 

(A quite unwelcome visitor) and caused much pain ; 

And who, by spreading wide the many woes you bring, 

Have added to our troubles while you took your fling, 

And put a sharper edge upon our so-called spring— 
Move on, move on, move on! 


We just have finished May and are commencing June, 
Yet summer— ld style suumer—will it cheer us soon? 


CUSTARD 
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Move on, you grim Ol structionists, that stop the way 

When the earth’s expecting roses and the sun’s warm ray ; 

When we hope the weather swiftly may cease to go awry, 

When we're longing for a balmy air and clear blue sky, 

And wishing so the demon troop that darken them would fly— 
Move on, move on, move on! 





HE was a downtrodden little man, and seldom opened his lips. But 
there are occasions, This was one of them. He had always allowed 
his modesty and submissiveness to stand in his way. His wife, in the 
course of along tirade of abuse, said, “ You shouldn’t put up with it— 
I wouldn't!” (and she wouldn’t, either), “Grumble, and you’ll be re- 
spected—I would!” (and she does). 

“Well, my love,” he replied, “ if that is a qualification, you ought to 
be very highly respected.” 

The ructions that followed are entirely of a private nature. Suffice 
it to say the four marks down the left side of his face will disappear 
in time, and he will not loze the sight of his right eye, but neither his 
beard nor back hair will ever grow again, so he will shave in future— 
that is, as soon as the skin has healed sufficiently, and Truefit is 
making him one of “ Our Defy Detection Perukes.” 
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Chereabou wile Congrats 


Ascek a 2.4.1900 oF 


mareete; » 
3. #44 


The a: ost r drawn siag-sieie enle nla nment— = Johan es lo 3 “eth fore 


(1) When steering your ship on the Ocean's swift tide, 
You'll be haply wha(le)laid if with whales you collide, 


(2) The Japs are indulging in tennis, we hear ; 
So Tennyson should be a bard they revere. 


rt 


(3) Many ladies desire i in the ©. C. to sit; 
jut they've many ‘‘old women ' now there, you'll admit ! 
(4) Bold brigands of late stopped the O:ient Express— 
An unpleasant ban-ditty to hear, you'll confess, 
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fair Tikes swindler 


fe nd her dupes. 


as 700 much poled bere alread ady 
(5) Lady jockeys at Ascot in future may ride, 


Ana proceedings like this will, no doubt, be espied. 


(6) This fair matrimonial swindleress snared 
A mass of ricli dupes, who to wed were prepared. 
(7) ‘‘ Society "’ Dancing Girls now are the rage ; 
Thus new “steps” of progress are brought from the Stage 


(8) Many thousands of indigent Hebrews still come 
To take English work and to people each s}um, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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—Tis now some 
two - and - twenty 
more or less devas- 
tating summers 
since Formosa first 
flashed in all its un- 
blushing impu- 
dence upon an as- 
tonished British 
audience. I was 
at that distant 
time (more by 
reason of a meek 








SA se . 
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| t than in consequence of tender 
years) in condition sub ferula,and my 
ipa refused my request for permission 


= Ni Ver ! 


“never, with 


said my 


nl 


IN “FULL” TRAINING, 


see the piece. 
papa, in an awful voice; 
my went!” And I submitted na 
ious spirit, I admit—but 
Il submitted. The good old man! I know now he was but acting 
from astern sense of duty. He feared that a specious glamour then 
thrown around vice might lure my callow steps (pass the adjective, 
please) into devious paths—or, at anyrate, un 
T essary expense, He meant well; but J feel, 
had he placed no restraint upon my actions 
| should have been enved many Aa Co | 
overeign, and many a hot copper. The sordid, 
7 il] vulgarity of the whole CAM is there dle- 
picted is caleulated to choke off the most 
rovust desire to taste forbidden fruit, / should 
say. It may therefore be argued that Dion 
Boucicault was a great moral teacher—he 
would have admitted as much himself without 


turning a hair. 


and rebel 





THIS is really @ most re markably bad play. 


The hero of melodrama has usually some thing Drury LANE. Pt PPA! 
f the cub in him as well as a good deal of the 
utely degraded prize black- 


tences and ig- 


it be is not often such an abs 
ruard as Tom Burroughs, The inconsis 
; \ norance of law, immorals and boat-racinyg, are too 
(5 ») naively glaring to be worth dwelling upon, and some 
La atte inp to bring the play up to date has only re- 
» ae 
i. . sulted in making these things more agvressively 
Pi ludicrous than before. The acting is very much 
above the worth of the piece (as it need be!) in 
many instances. Miss Jessie Millward is becoming, 
if she has not already become, very expert in the 
more artistic elements of “the art.” Mrs. Billington 
resumes her original part, and plays it well under 
some disadvantages. Mr. Cross and Mr. Austin 
Melford are also especially good, I do not blame 
Mr. Glenny for failing to convince us with Tom 
Purroughs, nor clever Miss Katie James for looking 
~ like a little boy who has escaped from his nurse. 
®@ The piece is well put on, but not startlingly so. The 


boat-race is rather comical, but that was probably 





inevitable, 





DRURY LANE. 
JQOR-UM: A 


ht OF THE THE EMPIRE.—One of the most comfortable seats 
AES 7 know—and, indeed, I know many in this great, sad 
, | lor Was ut my 7 sposal here the other n vht. so 
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women who did strange and powerful things with rings, trapezes, them- 
selves and each other, And I would not willingly offend these, having 
the fear of biceps before my eyes. Therefore— 
and also for the minor reason that it is so— 
do I describe their performance as graceful 
and clever, and not so unpleasantly “ knotty” 
=? as these shows are wont to be. They are 
called the Sisters Franklin (connections of 
the late Benjamin, no doubt), and the family 
likeness is remarkable—for its absence. Then 
came Mlle. Lescaut, in a scarlet tail-coat and 
a nice little curl on the forehead (with other things, 
of course), the Detroit Bros. with their clever hand 
feets—I mean, feats, the Bros. Huline, a couple of 
‘musical clowns,” who are always on the verge of 
being funny without quite getting there, and Mr, 
Coborn, trying to sell “ Hextry Speshuls” on a vast 
and uninhabited Thames Embankment, 


THE first scene of “the new mythological ballet 
divertisement” (to give it its Sunday name), called 
Orfeo, is laid in Arcadia on “a golden afternoon.” 
(I’m not very sure what kind of afternoon that is, 
but it sounds like one very likely to suffer “ change.’’) 
“On raising the curtain,’ remarks the synopsis, 
‘groups of girls are seen.” Asa matter of fact, I didn’t touch the 
curtain myself, but I saw the girls all the same: very nice girls 

indeed some of 

’ eee c them, though 

LAELEET LEZLZZBZ ES » with a certain 

a% % absence of Greek 
profile—tftor 
Greeks. Cos- 
tume in the hands 
of * Wilhelm” is 
a safe matter, and 
no less than usual 
are taste, inven- 
tion and brilli- 
ancy combined in 
this his latest 
show of. skill. 
There are four 


THE EMPIRE.— 
Costume de la 
Chasse ! 


THE EMPIRE. 
LET Us: BE 
HAaARPY ToO- 
GETUER, 


hats, however. 
in the first i 
scene, a sort of combination of the 
twelfth cake and the white hat of every 
day life, which are triumphantly incon- 
gruous and disconcerting, 


_— 


THE performance of Orfeo, by Sig- 
norina Caval- 


’ . A ~ gre 
1aZZ1, 13 most uM Migs ne 

] - nF ‘A— sTU 40 : 
certainly noth- EI ITT acaree RE AND 


ing to cavil at 

(see ) being, indeed, though under the restraint 
of some conventionalities, a singularly effective 
piece of powerfully expressive pantomime. 
Signor Cecchetti we accept as a past master in 
style, and Signorina Adelina Rossi—who ought 
to be called Adeplumpa, it seems to me—is a 
practised and expert dancer of her school, Sig- 
norina de Sortis invests Melitta (ah! quej’aime 
le Melitta-ry !), a casual maiden, with all the 
charm of her dainty personality and skill in 
feat footing. Mlle. Cora and Misses A. and 
I.. Vincent contribute matter of interest, and 
several tableaux are striking in grouping and 
tasteful in colour. A highly striking and 





ruHk EMPIRE. — TH} 
FETCHING FETCH 
rHAT WANTED TO BE enjoyable ballet on conventional lines lifted 


I} HED . . ' 
into a lar rer interest by Signorina Cavalia 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 





CHAPTER XI. 
CONTAINING A CONVERSATION MORE OR LESS INTERESTING, YET 
NOT ALTOGETHER DEVOID OF IMPORTANCE, 
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“ AND what is there fresh, old man?” asked the Hon. Pott, carelessly 
thrusting out his leg so that the waiter might fall over it—which 
- the luckless servitor 
promptly did; 
smashing some 
glasses, barking his 
shins, and damaging 
to no small extent 
what facial beauty 
he possessed. Pott 
had a weakness for 
harmless little jokes 
of this description. 
They knew him well 
at “The Flipflap- 
peries,”’ and were 
generally on their 
guard ; but this par- 
ticular victim, being 
a new-comer, was as 
yet unaccustomed to 
his ways. 

“What is there 
fresh?” echoed Sir 
Nyghtmare, in tones 
of the profoundest 
disgust, refreshing 
himself meanwhile 
by heartily cursing 
the waiter fordulling 
the brilliancy of his 
varnished boots ; “‘ why, may I be struck sensible if there’s anything 
fresh that I know of. The game seems pretty nearly played out all 
round, Ditchwater’s a fool to it. As for my luck, it’s worse than 
ever! Talk about sinking a ship! Why, I could cross the Atlantic 
with Primrose Hill on my back, and lose Jonah !” 

“ There’s one thing, old man,” said Wholloper, soothingly, “ that 
ought to console you. You can afford it.” ; 

“ That’s where you’re wrong—wrong as tenpenny butter.’ returned 
the baronet, viciously biting the end off a fresh cigar. “The more a 
man has, the less he feels disposed to afford it. It’s infernally fine 
for you blankity fellows, who are always on the ‘make,’ to preach 
about affording it. Come to handle a decent income yourself, and see 
how you'd like to part! Sink generosity, and all that sort of rot! I 
know I’m a mug; but I can honestly swear I never gave a fraction 
away with a good heart in my life. Every bit I part with—and I m 
bled pretty freely—is like having an eye-tooth out. q grave a blind 
man a ‘touch me’ the other day, just for luck; and frizzle me if I've 
thrown a main or backed a winner since! I hope the blighter « been 
run over in the interim: that’s all the harm I wish him ! . 

“Keep your wool on, my old bantam,” observed Pott, taking a 
lengthened pull at his tumbler. ‘I’m not going to*tap you my self. 
That little affair came off all right, as you know, and our man wot 
easily ; so we all got a bit to be going on with. But surely something 
has happened during my absence ?” a = 

It may be mentioned that the “little affair” here referred to was a 
fight Q) for one of the countless championships presumably necessary 
to justify the existence, and uphold the supremacy, of the noble art (-) 
in England. 

“Well,” said Sir Nyghtmare, thoughtfully, leaning back in his 
chair, “from a dashed literal point of view, plenty of things have 
happened—principally the unexpected, as usual. Poor old Punch 
Slashby’s taken the knock. It’s seldom I care a Continental cuss 
about other people’s misfortunes, but I do fee] sorry for him. One = 
the vest! In fact, they don’t make ’em like him nowadays. Coulr 
drink a fish blind without turning a hair, and had a heart like iron. 
Never did a good action in his life—knowingly.” rw 

“Yes! A better one than Slashby wanted some finding, murmured 
Pott, approvingly. 


“You could go your pile on that,” resumed the baronet. “ Then, 
- . , . . - 4 > 4 , ; © , i¢ ] y wt. 
let me see. What else is there in your line? The Larkington gu 
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are on the walking list; Lady Shotover’s developed a splint, it 
popular rumour is to be credited; and little Cora Tinkleton has 
thrown over Smoothphace and joined Solomon’s team. Why, that 
fellow must have material enough for a dozen harems! ” 

“ He's a fine judge and buys only in the best markets,” observed 
Pott, sententiously, 

That's a matter of opinion,” replied his companion, shortly. “ It's 
his luck, and - Ah! by Bendigo, I forgot! Grimmy's hung up!” 

“What, Grimmy? Never!” | | 

“May I be warned off if it isn’t a fact! A pawnbroker’s daughter, 
or something of the sort; but one of the likeliest fillies you ever 
clapped eyes on. Tons of oof, I'm told. All Grimmy’s accounte 
squared, and a good working balance to be going on with.” 

“Fair or dark?” a 

“Fair, my boy. Fair as Ascot ona Cup day—when it don’t rain. 
Such a reamer, and such action! A little bit peacocky. perhaps, in 
the paddock ; but when she gets fairly into her stride, it'll be a flve: 
that takes her number down.” 

“ They won't run well together, then. 
he hails from a good stable.” 

“ Oh, he’s bred well enough for anything, but no faster than a cab- 





He’s an utter stick. thoueh 


horse. If she doesn’t leave him standing still before thev’ve covered 
a furlong, I'll suffer to be gazetted in the Salvation Army! Howeve: 
see for yourself. She's sure to turn up at Sultrybarr’s to night, 
and——. Blank it all, what do you think? Imybly’s got a ‘leg !’” 


7? 


“You don’t say so! 

“As big as the dashed Nelson column! I ‘aired’ him at 
dozen times last season; and now, just as he’s chucked in the Hunt 
Cup—a perfect pinch—up rolls the ‘leg.’ But it’s my perishing luck 
allover. I’m that out of form that if a three months’ old kid in a 
perambulator was to take me on, they'd lay a hundred to fourteen on 
the kid and take thirteen to eight that I wasn't in the first two! 
Let’s have another gargle! It’s enough to paralyze the philant} 
of a professional bill discounter !” 

(To he continued.) 


least a 





THE MORNING AFTER. . | 
Sympathet be Friend.—* And how are you feeling this morning, 


Mac? p 
Canny Scat —" Hoota. mon, hoots ; 


Me heid feela like a toy-shop, 


wi’ the hummin’ toy a-goin | 
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There j variety of railway official who is the terror of all passenzer who look like a drink. beware of him! You arrive late for your | 


an espairingly. Then is that official's oj portunity : he beckons; he nods violently, as one doing you an overpowering) 
he ! open the gate an inch, and jerks his thumb encouragingly toward the platform. He is evidently defying all rules to do you—you alone--a mighty 
lav “Run! it il] 7 t: the d'rectors ain't lookin’, he whispers, hoarse ly. Powerless to spurn » great a favour, you weakly run tor your tra 

+} the ¢ of it How we ut of the station, as both you and he know. But he has vot you in his clutches—bound you to him under a 























You try t cak by him unobserved, but he always knows you, and erins a erin full of your obligation to him. You Anow he has done nothing for you ; but 
the poten Vy of his manner par ilvze nil ¢ nth ils you. 














ntensely, ‘f You'll be all right in here; I1]] make that all richt! 
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HAD HIM. 
Grocer,—* Look ‘ere, Mr. Dossit, them last four pounds o’ butter 
we ‘ad of you was two ounces short, each on ‘em !” 
Butterman—* Ah! Vl tell ye ‘ow that came about. My missus, 
she mislaid the pound weight, an’ we’ye bin a-weighin’ wi’ one o’ your 


7 


pound packets o’ tea instid ! 


en rr perenne ner nr 
—_—~ —_— — ee ee 





Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tips FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SOLO.—" Toujours Ibacn” (to be sung to a Masher-nal air). 


WHAT a lot of Heredity, 
Wrong in the Hea<-ity, 
Ibsen affairs are now toward— 
Nasty Norwegi-an, 
Things from the regi-on 
Wherein the climate is strong. 


| 





B. ‘Still don’t yet venture out without your gamp ! 

And, though pleased that Lady Alexandra Duff's its ickle name ; 
A. Still, don’t, through joy, go out without your gamp ! 
B. We have now a brand new treaty with those palt’ring Portu- 


Big crickef has been on of late, all sportsmen true to please— 
And the Cumming case is going— 
A. Mind the sub judice wheeze !— 
Slander’s showers are on, so mind you take your gamp ! 


A, A Big ’Bus-Strike is threatened—some four thousand *busmen 
frown— 

B. So, of course, you’ll now be sure to take your “ mush ”’! 

Prince George has a Shillelagh, and, lest he should knock you 
down 
Some defence you'll have if you but take your “ mush ”! 

A. Belle Bilton. from the music halls, is now a Countess grand— 

B. The Ifawk has paid for writing re the Tivoli, in the Strand ; 

A. Yes, and several other journals have a libel upon hand, 

Both. And—a storm is brewing—therefore take your “ mush” ! 


William Has a Holiday! 

WILLIAM has a holiday now and again from his office. When he 
has a short holiday like Whitsun he says he likes to do odd jobs at home. 
He sits on the floor and tries to splice the leg of the kitchen table, 
and he sends that table into the kitchen fire. Then he falls over the 
kitchen cat, and nearly rends its wretched tail off in trying to save 
himself. “I like to make myself useful,” he says; “ but, of course, 
one can’t do the right thing right off at once always.” Then his 
wretched wife says, ‘ William, you go right off away at once to the 
offiee, and go to sleep under the office desk, and read the Office Direc- 
tory. You won’t burn the office desk, and you won’t the Directory, 
but you will if you stay at home.” But William won’t listen to this, 
but goes and does a bit of gardening. Gets the copper poker and 
makes holes in the yard, and sticks scarlet runner beans in them. ‘“ | 
feel quite a farmer,” he says. But they fetch that poker and those 
beans from him, and then he sits in the scullery and wipes his eyes, 
and says, “‘ My family don’t respect me as they ought to.” 





A LETTER in the Erchange and Mart wants to know “ How to 
rear kids without adam.” As a father of fourteen, permit me to say, 
unless they are absolute angels on earth, it isa physical impossibility. 





Heroes quitedollifed, = === —— 


Kasily mollified—~ 

Heroines forward and frowarnd— 
Fond of Art’s * bluey ”-side, 
Pining for Suicide 

Whene’er their baseness goes wrong ! 


But on this Heredity, 
Heavy as Leadity 
Craze—bright burlesques are in progress, 
First at the Toole-eries 
(Famed for farce-fcoleries) 
One came to seatter L.'s gloom. 
The Avenue’s next appeared, 
Hopeful its text appeared 
May it dispel care—the Ogress. 
If we've true merriment 
Re this experiment, 
Ibsen will meet with his doom 





TOPICAL Duget.—* Weatherwise and 
Otherwiac.” 


A, The weather has improved a bit—or had 
when we came in; 
ii}, Still, mind you don’t go out without 
your gamp? 
And Mr. F UN has bid us come some topic- 
themes to spin— 
A. But, you bet, we didn’t come without a 
mp ! 
DB. The Gores still “ y "—it the 
same old game run ; 
But it now seems on short Commons— 





A. Please excuse his insane pun !— 
He means to say the Tories were afraid of 
that new Dunn. 
Both. You, no doubt, rejoice—still, don't 


neglect your gamp ! 

A. Though you're doubtless glal they've 
christened that wee Fife who 
lately came ; 
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A SUGGESTION FOR THE STRONG MEN. 


The ladies having adopted. long sleeves for evening dress, why shouldn't the athletic men 
dispense with them and have their turn at displaying their muscle ? 
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The Nettle that Can’t be Boiled 


Down. 
[It has been suggested that stinging nettles be utilized as 
human food.] 

KING NEBUCHADNEZZAR of old was driven 
From the haunts of men to the verdant lea, 
And his body was wet with the dews of heaven, ' 

And the claws of a bird for his nails had he, | 
For seven long years with the beasts he dwelt, 
And he browsed on the grass like an ox each 
day, | 
And what terrible anguish of shame he felt, | 
Why, Nebuchadnezzar alone could say. 
But merry and blithe had the outcast been, — 
In peace, not in shame, he had chewed his cud,— 
Had he only the wonderful time foreseen 
When human beings would deem it good 
With mordaz urtica to break their fast, 
For, though Nebuchadnezzar fell mighty low, 
He sank not so deep, while the seven years passed, 
That he’d gobble the nettle-plant—oh, dear, 
no! 


a | 
| 


But notions have altered since, moping mum, 
Poor Nebby of Babylon, ’neath the curse, 
Ate grass, and mankind has at last become 
—Graminivorous? Scarcely, yet ten times 
worse ! 
For the Dietist Crank o’er the world bears sway, 
And the Crank has declared that, if only the 
sting 
Of the stinging nettle be boiled away, 
The nettle will prove a desirable thing. 
Yet the wonderful process will fail to act 
On a nettle which Tories ere long must eat : 
When the “General” comes, and the Tory’s 
sacked, 
The most fierce elixation will fail to extract 
Its sting from that stingingest nettle, Defeat ! 








DOES a violin bow ever scrape an acquaintance ? 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
Empty House on Monday. Not surprising, considering counter 
attraction at the rival T.R. Courts of Justice. 
Everybody is glad to learn from Sir John Gorst that not only that 
hero, Grant of Thabal, but the little band of heroes he led so well, and 


who followed so well. are to be rewarded, although it had, as a matter 
“0 justice, been 


taken for 
granted. 

Toujours 
perdrix. One 
gets a little 
tired of Land 
Purchase— be- 
gins to think 
it more of a 
sell, 

At sight of 
Sir Vainem 
Harcourt’s 
white waist- 
coat, thoughts 
of Members fly 
to holidays, 
and everybody 
begins to be 
anxious to 
know when the 
dull and 
dreary Session 
is going to end. 

“What pce 
Paisley ?” 
the cry ‘he 


Tuesday. The Times thought the price too large, and didn’t care for 


the pattern. 

Coming down the beginning of the week to what he anticipated 
would be a rich Parliamentary feast, Sir William Vernon inquired 
for the bill of fare. When forthcoming, he found that William Henry 
had nothing to offer byt Land Bill ; entrées, Land Bill; relerées, Land 





TUE SAME OLD FARE, “LAND BILL” STEW. 





This is good Father Semphronius, ye Anti-Guzzler. 


But in due time ye merry knave overcometh ye good father's 
scruples, and he alloweth himself to take a “toothfulle.” P.S.— seemly condition by ye populace. Mean- 
The meaning of this word is lost in remote antiquity. 





A LEGEND OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 
BLooMYNGE 








He seeketh to reclaim an awful’ ‘sinner, who doth 
guzzle mightilr, 





And ye good father is discovered in an un- 


time, ye sinner hooketh it. 


Bill; confection, Land Bill; dessert, Land Bill; in fact, it was all 
Land Bill. 

Russia is tardily revenging herself for the Crimea by sending ua, 
first her home-made influenza, then her outcast Jew paupers. First 
Lord Smith, not denying that it is a Jewced nuisance, has no official 
information on the question raised by Mr. Jennings. How odd it is 
that officialism, that should be so well, is usually so ill-informed. 
Meantime the immigration increases daily ; and, if more foreign Jews 
are poured into London, goodness knows how many “ wild cat” com- 
pany promoters there will be in a year or two’s time, for these new 
arrivals, without the price of a boat fare from ship to shore on them 
to-day, will be swaggering about Throgmorton Street in a month or 
two with miniature Atlantic cables in gold on their white waistcoats, 
and next summer there will be yet more of them to be seen on Sun- 
days in their houseboats and launches up the river. N.B.—Kighty per 
cent, of the traders of the | City of London to- diay are foreigners. 


ARENDS and Reality. 


[The Mutiny Act requires that the innholler on whom any soldier is billeted shall 
furnish such soldier with a bed for 24d., and food at an equally remunerative rate, 
A Dorsetshire publican, smarting under the imposition, has poured out the agony of 
his soul to a contemporary. } 

“Say, think ye well or think ye | To all the world ; for well I wot, 
ill, | And fearlessly I say, 
sritannia, of the brave _ That ne’er another realm has got 
britannia, Of the braves iat ne er another reaim has go 
Whose task is to uphold ye still | Suchstalworth troopsas they!” 

As mistress of the waves?” 

sritannia’s voice was shrill and 





| “Say, treat ye well, or treat ye 


clear: ill 

“Grammercy! but I hold Those troops? Bestow ye right 

Those valiant men more fondly | Good “per with a right good 
will, 


dear 
isers hold their gold!” On people who delight* 
prarrternans roc) (What time they march) to serve 
them well?” 


“ Say, speak ye well, or speak ye 
wh : Britannia hung her head : 








ill 
Of all your martial host?” For darkly on her gaze there 
Britannia’s voice was clear and fell 
shrill : A TWOPENNY-HA’PENNY BED! 
“T of their prowess hoast | mn? 2999 
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A LITTLE AWKWARD, 
Mabel (dreamily).—* You MuUsT KNOW THE MAN I MEAN; STUPID FELLOW, ALWAYS SUCKING THE HEAD OF HIS CANE, WEARS 
HIDEOUS CHECK-PATTERNED TROUSERS—(becoming conscious)—AND—ER—THAT KIND OF THING, YoU KNow!” 


a ee ne ee ee ne ee + 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FuN,” 


S1k,—Pardon my informing you that Ascot’s now within the view 
—indeed, to make the matter clear, I may observe that it is here. 
You have, with your abnormal tact, of course, observed the pleasant 
fact, and do not need, I quite agree, the information, sir, from me, 
But, if the course I now pursue of calling your attention to the cir- 
cumstance, you will not think that I am lightly wasting ink upon the 
pitiful pretence of leaching you in any sense. You will not take the 
thing to heart, you know I dave to make a start, and this will serve, 
I'm sure you'll say, as well as any other way. 

Well, as I scarcely need explain, as Ascot’s with us once again, be- 
hoves your prophet take a grip and work you off his little tip—or, as 
— I ought to say (as I shall give you two to-day—and surely 

‘ate will be polite, and send that one of them be right !), to get with- 
in our mental grips the good old prophet’s wholesome tips. And first 
of all his soul awakes concerning of 

THE AscoT STAKES. 
Ou, bright be the sun on the heath in the morning, 
And bright may it last for some two or three hours, 
And bright be the toilets the ladies adorning 
(And send they be safe from the treacherous show’rs), 
And bright be the fortune—the spirits elated— 
Of all who their hopes in Trophonius place, 
Though Nunthorpe by some may be thought overweighted, 
And Vasistas handicapped out of the race, 
For have we not Houndsditch, the stalwart and comely ? 
And keep we not Shall We Remember in mind? 
And have we no love for the Lily of Lumley? 
And shall Cameronian linger behind ? 
The first and the last hold my confidence strongly 
Though that’s of “ no consequence ” (see Mr, Toots), 
I'm backing the pair of them, rightly or wrongly, 
With just an occasional thought for Old Boots, 





Yet, though the Ascot Stakes is fun, the day on which that race is run 
is far from being one on which the ladies’ costumes are as rich as those 
with which thay’re fitted up upon the day they run the Cup. And, 
when I say the Cup, dear Fun, of course I mean the Golden one. 
Upon that day the races are of less importance—very far—as must be 
cheerfully confessed, than how the maids and dames are dressed. 
“Tips,” ribbons, laces, buttons, braids, embroidered silks and rich 
broeades, with crepon this and chiffon that, sunshade en suite and novel 
hat are what folks come abroad to see, and not good form and pedigree 
But let us fly from thoughts like these, and take 

THE Hunt Cup (if you please). 

THE Royal Hunt Cup is a race that’s respected, 
And ne’er will be numbered among the Rejected ; 
And, though the proud winner may go undetected 

Until his fair numeral’s hoisted aloft, 
There’s hope for Old Boots, for there’s nothing like leather, 
And Comedy, surely, should be in full feather ; 
Though, as for Rathbeal, I scarcely know whether 

He’s hard to decipher or dreadfully soft. 


Be that as it may, we'll occasion no scandal 
By scanning Lord Ernest (a name with a handle), 
And, better than that the alert Coromandel 

May serve us to speculate carefully in ; 
But mark you Noverre, sirs, no skinny or bonny ‘un, 
Notice the style of the handsome Simonian, 
Keep a wide eye on the grim Cameronian, 

For maybe a C or an § is to win. 

Now this, sir, is a tip, indeed, of which you ought to take good 
heed ; and not alone do I refer to you, but to your readers, sir—to 
you, to them, to ev'ry one who wants to know the way it’s done—I 
mean, the way a fortune’s made in literature, turf or trale—this 
salutary rule apply—* continually mind your eye.” And with this 
striking moral Hint (which never was before in print), I beg to say 
fare well, old cuss, I'm yours for aye, TROPHONIUS, 
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A LITTLE RAIN. 


Ir hasn’t been summer 
weather, and a good thing 
too. Who particularly 
wants holiday weather? 
I’m sure the publicans don’t, 
and they make the best re- 
turns to the Excise. And 
why shouldn’t people sit in 
a public-house? Scent of 
the meadows and the lilac 
blossom and all the rest of 
the nonsense! As if it was 
in any way particularly 
better than the smell of the 
sawdust and the pork pies. 
I don’t like the scent of pork 
pies or of sawdust or stale 
beer. At the same time, I 
daresay there are plenty 
who do, and as they have 
had a wet time, they had 
plenty of chance of smelling 
it all round, and a good 
thing too, Then you say 
they all get wet through, 
and people get ill. <A good 
thing if they do get cold on 
the Monday after Sunday’s 
outing, because then they 
cannot get out again and 
get more drink. It is quite 
a Providence to them to keep 
themin bed. And then your 
good people who go and take 
their families out. I know 
aman who lives up Hcllo- 
way. He was going to take 
his family out and go on 
Hampstead Heath and ad- 
mire the beauties of nature, 
and instruct his sons and 
daughters about the beauties 
of nature, which he doesn’t 
understand a farthing’s- 
worth about, and has to read 
his penny encyclopaedia be- 
forehand to find out what a 
fir-tree is. That is the good 
father who goes out “‘sum- 
mering.” But it was rainy, 
and that good father had to 
stop at home, and a good 
job too, to read the weekly 
newspaper in the back par- 
lour and see how the dust- 
bin was going on in the back 
yard, looking through the 
window. And that man 
keeps fowls. It did him a 
good deal more good watch- 
ing them walking about in 
the rain than going on the 
Heath, to worry his chil- 
dren’s lives out with talking 
to them about what they 
didn’t understand, and what 
he didn’t understand. Wet 
holidays are a great advan- 
tage in a good many ways. 


They say that a good deal of influenza was caught last Whitsun. 


That is a good deal. better than if a lot of East-end girls were caught aa — 

laying kiss-in-the-ring on Clapham Common, They had to stop at some beer at every pier, so that he has about poe Mase oo ro <— 
dpi and didn’t get into any mischief. They had a wholesome dinner, of ales before he gets back to pe ae og pe at. 
and too much beer with it, and then their fathers and mothers, perhaps, better for that man to have it wet. en he stays in to 


got upset, and then got quarrelling. That is the proper sort of domestic 
London holiday that does them good all round. Nothing annoys me 


so much as to hear all the cant about going out in the openair. Going it was not. ; 4 ti 
, . . . om - > vr . , > ¢ nh r 
to Gravesend, for instance, stuffing yourself with shrimps, and getting spirits would have been tog ro phene — Se ibes 
in the way of the breeze from the floating smallpox hospital. That’s and come to me to borrow hal ive = ag oe * pony a 
the kind of thing I ean’t understand, Then there’s Greenwich Park. were ordere! very well wr pg Pa ty opal y ; 
c ’ a man—he’s : ¢ nine—w cs it as id: the contrary says 4 iol 0 n . 
I know a man—he’s a man of mine—who looks upon it as a holiday, to the ¢ ee, DIOGENES TUBBS. 


going down to Greenwich. 


He’s only a small man, but he perfectly 
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: PAT ROONEY'S PORTRAIT. 
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turns himself into a pantechnicon with old and bitter, as he calls it, 
before he starts. And then he goes on the boat and gets of and has 


his beer without any chance of getting a chill on his liver. Yet he 
savs that it was not sammery weather. It’s a very good thing for him 
. If it had have been, and the weather had been fine, his 
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The Same Old Trick, 
(SEE CARNOON,) 
Ou, Conjurer Smith is a marvellous man, 
So simple spectators suppose, 
For he’s pulling out programmes as hard as 
he can 
From the mouth that gapes under his nose, 
Fast they flow at his will— 
The big Land Purchase Bill, 
Public Health, Factory, 
With the needful Supply, 
Manipur agitation, 
Besides Free Education, 
And odds and ends added to those. 


~ AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 


iz But such copious rate of production, if I’m 


Not mistaken, is bound to defy 
Any pow’r of digestion in double quick ti 


Own’'d by mortals who're willing to try ; 


And spectators may seem 
To like this or that scheme, 
Or consider it good 
For their Parliament’s food ; 
Yet it don’t at all follow 
They'll be able to swallow 
The lot ere the end of July. 








cruiser.—E-ta-ta ! 
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Wednesday, June , L891. 


WHAT the Chilian vessel said to the Yankee 


Notes and Queries. 

WANTED to know—whether a prison chap- 
lain usually has a gaol delivery ? 

Whether, if you recruit your health, you 
strengthen the constitutional forces ! 

Whether rate collectors only succeed by 
dint of “ constant application ” ? 

Why, the faster the colours are, the less 
they run? 

Does the man who cuts off one’s gas ever 
do it by main force ? 

Should a proud painter necessarily reside in 
Pencil-vain-ia ? 


me 


9 CADBURY'S 
COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 








Lo ndo n: Prin ated | by DAL ZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street. N a . aee Published (tor the Pro »prietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, EO. 
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A, / ter Pi. rie Zohn Chinaman Grows ) The resullo drinking 
n electric Yankee. rioleus. be; explosive mitk 
(1) 'Mid all this omni-bus-tle, lo, the horses get a rest ; (5) A saucy, self-styled Socialist went stealing boots, alas! a. 
They e'er got more repose, though, than the men did, ’tis confest. And when his dodge proved bootless, then he shied them through the 
(2) These very striking laundresses did off to Hyde Park march— (6) An electric Yank declares that since the lightning struck him much, 
“* As you wash before you wash !” was their command as stiff as starch. He can impart the shock to all he honours by his touch. 
(3) A poor rejected lover, though he did get back his rings, (7) The Chinese are once more in arms against all foreign folk ; 
Could not get from the jaunty jilt his mere housekeeping things. A terrible pig-tail of woe their dreadful deeds evoke. 
4) If this June should be a joyous June (and such it don't yet seem), (8) This milk was so superior, it thought fit to explode. 
Some loungers will feel hammack-able. Pardon us—don’t scream ! | ‘*I prefer adulteration,” cried the victim—* this be blowed |" 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


STRAND.—Mr. Willie Edouin startles the com- 
munity every now and then by seoring a tremen- 
dous success. I know no manager who can do it 
more brilliantly when he is about it—a success of 
his is a success; it positively makes you wink 
again. On the other hand, I know of no manager 
who can lay on a spell of ill-luck with more per- 
sistent perseverance and steady determination than 
this same gentleman. He has a magnificent faculty 
for getting hold of “ wrong ’uns.” Or is it that the 
“wrong ’uns” get hold of him? Anyway, his 
latest won’t do. There is always his own clever, 
quaint and wholly individual acting, with the 
equally clever acting of the charming Miss Ather- 
ton, and, generally, a generally competent cast to 
compensate, in some degree, for wasted time— 
when the pieces go wrong, it is always traceable 
to the author, mind you!—but most of us would 
rather have a good play as well. Well, we'll have 
to wait till next time—or next—there’s sure to be 
another big success somewhere among the coming 
events, A Night’s Frolic may pass on, please, 


THE AVENUE.—What! Saul also among the 
prophets? The chivalrous defender of “ earnest 
effort,” the self appointed leader of a crusade 
against fin de siecle “banality,” wielding the 
whip of satire upon the poor little Ibsen school 
and scholars, Well, well, who'd ha’ thought it? 
rie salifins Truly, he may plead the excuse that he wields his 

things. weapon so Clumsily that no harm is done to any 

but himself. "Tis truly elephantine fooling and a 
weariness to the spirit ~The Gifted Lady. It is not only that we are 
viven a weak kneed plot tottering with age and time dishonoured 
characters, but the author shoots so grandly wild, generally missing 
the target altogether. The piece is, indeed, more of a satire against the 
dead and gone exaggerations of the wsthetic cult than of the followers 
of “the master.” The brilliance of the “ wut” may be judged by the 
fact that the “ white horse of Rosmersholm”’ is satirised as a white 
donkey, and that some of [bsen’s less palatable ideas are antityped(so 
to speak) by dull unpleasantness, Most of the fun is cheap and a lot 
of it is nasty. 
Bah! Foolish- 
ness ! Take it 
away ! 








THERE is 
some splendid 
acting in it, 
too. It is 
worth fully 
two and six of 
the cost of a 
stall to hear 
Miss Fanny 
Brough say 
she’s married 
to a funny 
man. And Mr, 
W. H. Vernon, 
as that “funny 
man,” Miss 
Cicely Rich- 
ards, Miss 
Lydia Cowell, 
and Messrs, 
Lestocgq and 
Ivan Watson 
makes-up) are 
the remaining 





(in two splendid 
good value for 
eight bob, 





AVENUE (morning). — Miss 
Burnley made a very promising 
début here in a not very bad 
version of Serge Panine on the 


tot * ; xX 4th. I'd like to see her in some- 
we thing lively, though. Mr. W. H. 
Vernon and Miss Geneviéve Ward 


THE AVENUE.—MAUDLE AND Co. ; 
REVIVED! were a liberal education in stage 


experience, and Mr. Waller a 
sensation in a light wig—thougb, why he sheyldn’t wear a light 
V ; t} | I cain & iV, 








eZ } ~. —Mr. Brighten hasn't 
rubbed shoulders with 

Mr. Augustus Harris 
—this is the real name 
of ‘the person who is better 
“4 Aff Vf known as Druriolanus, the 
A, fy Eh i. Uy ta Sheriff, ete.— for nothing. 
aA p Enterprise is catching, and 

J GRO NES ee Ze, ) the new manager at this 
CL fp 7, gb S23 FY} ancient home of varieties has 
ed Fi taken it powerfully. A sort 
of scena, called Joan of Are, 
should attract more than 
ordinary attention. <A song 
in three tableaux is something 
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THE OXFORD.—Joan of Arc AND OTHER MUSICAL NUMBERS, 


of a novelty—and something of an undertaking, too. But there has 
been no shirking it; “authorities” have been searched and studied, 
the three scenes have been excellently painted and elaborately 
arranged, and Miss Harriett Vernon’s magnificent person—now in 
peasant garb, anon in full armour (a facsimile of the famous oriflamme 
in her hand), and lastly, in a clean bedgown, and a lovely head of 
hair going calmly to blazes—gives in every sense the proper heroic 
feeling to the production. It would be hard to find a lady better 
fitted to the task. The general programme of the Hall includes some 
of the very best turns going, and he who knows a good thing when he 
sees it, will, during the warm weather, go to Brighten—and back 
again—often, 





THE VAUDEVILLE (morning).—The mat inée in aid of The Serpent 
Relief Fund was the means of exploiting two remarkable plays—*a 
comedietta in two acts,” called A Trip to Gretna, and Mr. W. 3. 
Gilbert’s Plosencrantz: and Guildenstern, The comedietta was re- 
markable for its simple minded imbecility, 
and was mildly guyed by a friendly audi- 
ence, Which was, probably, the most 
astounded audience in the universe when 
the author put in an appearance before the 
curtain, and, with every appearance of 
self satisfaction, thanked them for their 
reception of the piece! Mr. Gilbert’s 
piece 1 have mentioned before. It was 
capitally acted, particularly by Mr. Theo- 
dore Wright, Mr. A, Watson and Mr. Frank 
Lindo—whose make-up and imitation of 
Mr. Irving was good, even among the 
crowds we have seen. The rest of the 
company were in excellent key with the 
spirit of the thing,and Mr. Gilbert’s quaint 
hits and smart lines were keenly appre- 
ciated. There is some prospect, I believe, gay yavprvinnn.— Puzzled 
of the piece being put up as a curtain- Little Duffer (rejflectivelu ).— 
raiser—at anyrate, three separate manage- “Serpent Fund? Al! in aid 


° : . fe he SCOA-SCT TL slile 
ments are negotiating with that view. “ _ serpent, I suj 








THERE was a not very brilliant skit upon Chatterton in the pro- 
vramme also,in which Mr. Lindo’s imitation of Mr. Wilson Barrett 
was even more successful than his Irving. Miss Edith Kenward in 
this piece looked like a charming bit of Dresden china—I should like 
her for my mantelpiece, NESTOR, 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc, 





CHAPTER XII. 
ON SOCIETY’S THRESHOLD. 


THE short honeymoon was over, and Awlexis and his bride had 

returned to town. With the house in Grosvenor Square not ready 
for immediate occu- 
pation,and Kensing- 
ton Gore apparently 
ignoring their 
existence, it had 
been found neces- 
sary to engage 
apartments at the 
“Langham”; and 
there, in the very 
citadel of Westend- 
ism, Eureka pre- 
pared to unfurl her 
standard of cam- 
paign. 

It may be men- 
tioned that imme- 
diately after the 
marriage, Mr. Pop- 
tick had vacated his 
business premises 
(in accordance with 
a long premeditated 
arrangement), and 
retired to the little 
snuggery on the 
banks of the Wandle. 
His parting words 
to Eureka were— 

“T ain’t a-goin’ to 
be a drawback on 
you, my gal. You 
are experienced 
enough to fly by yourself ; and with such wings as you’ ve got, there ain't 
much fear of a fall. The road is straight ahead: go in and win. 
When you're a leader of fashion, an’ in a position to lay down the 
law to the ’aughtiest of the nobs, your old popsy will most likely look 
you up at odd times, Till then, he’ll keep in the back ground, and 
tickle the trout.” 

He had at the same time acted in a most generous manner. Awlexis’ 

debts had been fully paid. A capital, sufficient to produce an income 
of ten or twelve thousand, had been invested in EKureka’s name, and 
tied as tightly upon her as legal machinery knew how to do it ; while 
the cost of furnishing the house in Grosvenor Square was also to be 
borne by the open-handed pawnbroker. 
'. Their fortnight’s stay at the “ Langham” had not as yet been pro- 
ductive of any event of importance. Visitors, principally of the male 
sex, had immediately and unanimously pronounced Eureka a diamond 
of the first water; but the fairer portion of humanity betrayed no 
outwardly visible token of either appreciation or recognition, and 
cards for ball or reception arrived not. 

“It's—aw—my mother’s doing, don’tcherknow,” said Awlexis, 
deprecatingly. ‘“She’s such a doosid—aw—pillar of society, and all 
that sort of thing, that she can do what she doosid well pleases, 
What can a fellow do against her? You'll have to—aw—fight your 
own battles, Eureka,” 

* You do not suppose for one moment that I ever anticipated assist- 
ance from you, beyond what your name is capable of affording? 
demanded Eureka, disdainfully. “What I require is merely an 
opening for the thin end of the wedge, and even that is of no import- 
ance until we are in Grosvenor Square.” 

It is, perhaps, difficult to form a correct opinion of a six-weeks-olc 
wife—at least, for the husband ; and, to do Awlexis justice, the idea 
of attempting to shape such an estimate never entered his head. She 
was by turns coaxing, flippant and disdainful ; but as she allowed 
him perfect liberty, and inquired not too curiously into his roings and 
comings to and fro, and, moreover, held the purse-strings with a loose- 
ness positively charming, he accepted the goods with which the gods 
had provided him with that philosophic calmness that betokens a 
moderate share of self-esteem, coupled with a we ll-ordered digestion. 
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But the ice was atilast broken. Lady Sultrybarr, one of their few 
feminine callers, had sent cards of invitation for her first ball of the 
season, and Kureka, attired in a ravishing peignoir, lounged negli- 
gently in her heavily cushioned chair, with a smile of satisfaction 
dimpling the correct contour of her semi-classical lips, 

Lady Sultrybarr was a dweller on that line of demarcation which 
separates the doubtful from the assured. For many years a grass 
widow of high standing, she was received occasionally into a few of 
the best circles, though scarcely with that spirit of cordiality her 
charming personality deserved, It was impossible to allege anything 
definite against her. To be sure, certain people had a knack of 
shrugging their shoulders, and appearing to have a far away look in 
their eyes, whenever her name cropped up: but that was all. Her 
reputation, in short, though undoubtedly of the highest quality, was, 
like well hung venison, dashed with an inexplicable soupgon of some- 
thing untranslatable. 

“This is all that is necessary,” observed Eureka, smilingly, glancing 
up at Awlexis. “I presume there will be some decent people there?” 
He had explained, in his lucid style, the correct standing of Lady 
Sultrybarr. 

“ Aw—yes ; don’t know much about it,” was his doubtful response. 
“*Fernally fishy lot our people think them, don’tcherknow. Can't 
say I—aw—ever thought much about her myself. Doosid pleasant 
woman, and—aw—supper always to be depended on.” 

“ Never mind about your people—meaning, of course, your excellent 
mamma,” returned Eureka, with a scornful flourish of her hand. 
“ Please to recollect Jam ‘your people’ now. What I want to know 
is—will there be a chance of meeting anybody who és anybody ?” 

“ Aw—probably. In fact, I should say, yes, The—aw—Grunters 
and Sopestones are sure to turn up, and very likely the Scandletons, 
don’tcherknow. There’s a woman to know! Got the doosid key to 
everywhere, by Jove! Then the Jumps ‘ 

“ Your interesting friend who called last week ? 
no female Jumps? That would be too horrible!’ 

“ T—aw—believe he’s got a mother, like most other flers, don't- 
cherknow. He’sa doosid good sort of chappie when you—aw—zet to 
know him, but By Jove! twelve o'clock, and I’ve—aw—zgot to 
see a man about a horse!” 

(To be continued.) 





Surely there are 








TUMPS was grumbling, as usual. 

Jumps said, “Cheer up. Dr. Johnson said ‘it was worth a thou- 
sand pounds to look on the bright side of things.’ ”’ 

Tumps replied, ‘ You give me the thousand pounds, and I'll look 
on the bright side of things straight off,” 
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‘FAST AND LOOSE. 


- Cadarcrous Gent.— I've been leading a very fast life.” 
Sympathetic Friend.—* Yes, you don't look as if you had too much 


to eat, old man,” 
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THAT CLEVER BILL. 
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: Ye see, we had struck, and struck, and struck, until we'd got everythiak as we could hit upon to demarnd. We'd got two hours a day work, and ten 
i -hillin’s an hour, and double for overtime, and free meals, and double pay doorin’’em, and whatnot. We did find it slow, I tull yer! Arter we'd knocked 
Bi orf the day's work at eleven ha hem, we was drove half-mad with nothink to do—no indignation meetin’s in the Park like in the good ole times, an’ no 
: processions to the Manshun ’Ouse to protest, and nothink! There we'd stand and smoke without nothink to say, all day long! 7 
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But Bill, he'd always bin knowed as a kind o’ what you might say genius: and now he ‘ad a look like what he was a rewolvin’ of somethink in ’is mind— 
a kind o' habsense in ‘is intelligent heye. ‘‘ That there Bill,’’ says we to ourselfs, ‘‘ is on the heave of a great discovery,” says we. 
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_An' right we wos! One day not long arter, hup comes Bill a-beamin all over. ‘‘ Mates,” ses he, “I've got a hideer! I've thought of a new thing for to 
strike about! Come on, an’ let's go and fetch the hagitator to expectorate on it an’ work hus hup to a frenzy o' righteous indignation!” Didn't we jump 
at it, oh no! 
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THE GREAT ’BUS STRIKE. 


GRAND SENSATION TABLEAU OF “STRIKING AN ATTITUDE’, 


OR, “BUSMEN NEVER, NEVER SHALL BE SLAVES.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 204. 
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IN ’BUSLESS LONDON. 






































GOING TO TOWN—BY ROAD. 


MY BUSMAN|! 

SOME people like strikes and some don’t. I don’t care either way, 
only I won’t have the beggars rattling their boxes for halfpence under 
my nose, Do I like ‘bus riding ?—no, I don’t, I can tell you. If you 
sit inside—what is it? Why a woman with a baby resting its nose— 
and sneezing on your shoulder—that’s one of the joys of it. Then 
again, there’s the old wretch who wants to read his newspaper and 
who turns it over and sticks the corner of it in youreye. It’s a nice 
thing, too, to be close beside the woman with a bundle of old clothes. 
No! I don’t care about taking Petticoat Lane to ride with me, But 
if it's wet?) Well! who particularly wants to sit next toa man ina 
dripping mackintosh—I don't, for one. I prefer being rained on in a 
natural way in the street. And your eyes are nearly always being 
poked out with the old woman who comes in umbrella foremost. 
Nice riding inside—isn’t it? Outside on the box seat is as good as 
being on a drag—is it? The driving-fellow is always telling you 
what thirsty weather it is. If you want to get down, too, you're sure 
to tear your glove pretty well in half with the confounded — If 
you get your foot, too, on the box of the wheel there is a good chance 
of the whole thing going on and breaking your neck, Then if you're 
kitting on the top, you always have a penny cigarette one side of you 
and a dirty briar root on the other, Or else you have the early 
morning schoolboy with his Tasmanian apple chewing away right 
under your very nose. Nice sort of enjoyment is that? 
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I don’t go much in the ’buses now, myself. I take up with the 
“ Underground,” and if I get shoved into a third class enjoy it so 
thoroughly well because a man in corduroys is sure to be leaning 
out of the window to check the draught. liailways are very handy, 
so are ’buses, so are hedgehogs if you’ve got too many beetles about, 
but you can have too much of all of ’em. I really don’t care anything 
about strikes at all. ‘ Don’t care” came to a bad end—did he? Vd 
sooner have any end than that of inside the ’bus, with a man treading on 
my boots, or with his elbowin my side. Bah! DIOGENES TUBBs. 


What! Co-rea-lly ? 
IN the Corea, we read, a man doth seldom 
Say much unto his wife on any theme ; 
But that’s not new. Why, here—yea, e’en in Swell-dom, 
Husbands and wives, at times, on bad terms seem, 
And now and then, alas! a sad case shows 
Both parties may as Co-rea-spondents pose ! 


A HOPELESS CASE.—Old Fuddlewits can’t see without his glasses, 
and when he has them he gets “ blind.” 


A PARADOX.—When a man is “on velvet” he is well off. but when 
he is “on thorns” he is better off. 


; 
} 
The Fall of the Sky Sign. | New Leaves. 
; a ne ee ne eee | SUCH of the magazines of the month as 
tropolis, and has declined togiveany compensation.) | have come to hand are fully flush with 
Tests alcwuilees ‘a coins Giatiaeieehiel the charms and attractions which so con- 
lhe march of some empire of yore, stantly secure the esteem and the favour- 
Which acces and wae aie... thee able preference of their admirers. They 
prcsibien @90c-y ue richly deserve the most careful observa- 
And tottered. and flourished no more. tion and consideration which the unto- 
lorthe sky-sign has risen and expanded, ward circumstance of illness has, on this 
And towered, in its pride, o’er us all : it. occasion, prevented our devoting to them 
but the Fates (in Committee) have banned so freely and fully as we should have done. 
And now the poor sky-sign must fall! op Se eee 

The sky-sign has risen astutely Bich, may HOt moe-uy. 

In sensible tradesmen’s esteem, STOKOS, Cokos, Hopkos, me the uageanees 
For it works very cheaply and ‘cutely Of three new temperance drinks now in 
The grand old advertisement scheme ! the field. ; : 
But we fear (since no meet compensation Of ata Sars. each one high reputation 

They'll get for its absence at all) [tion ' claims ; 
That down, down from their high estima- | jut their real good has yet to be re- 
The moribund sky-sign will fall! : vealed. 
; . | The first is chiefly made of oatmeal paste, 
And yet, though the tradesmen we pity, The second is of cocoa formed ‘tis said, 
We're bound, on the whole, to agree _ The third hath hops, with sugar as per 
That the merciless Fates (in Committee) oe E taste. f head. 
Have uttered a sapient decree, IT’S ALL A MATTER OF TASTE. But the amount of hops get into your 
For, alas! it was useless disguising Maud.—" How is it, dear, that you manage to dress so well on Though * te mperance ’’ drinks are oft, 
Phe fact (which was patent to all) Pao 7 yer t's salient it Dalian hid i te alas! poor stuff, 
That we ran, while the shy-signs kept pising, if wher tate have : little taste.” | . +e das a These three seem “ Kos”-m } litan 
A risk that the shy-siqnea might fall f Amy.—* And if it’s only bad taste it’s better than none.” enough ! 
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Trying Back. 

[In the New Review, a wonderful account is 
given by Professor Garner of his inquiries on 
the subject of vocal inter-communiecation be- 
tween monkeys. He boldly maintains that 
monkeys all talk to one another, and states that 
anybody who likes to take sufficient trouble 
can actually learn “Simian” and talk with 
monkeys in it as he has done.]} 

(00D gracious powers defend us! 

What next will science send us! 

As if we had not languages too many! 
Here’s a wild professor (Yankee— 
Is he playing hankey-pankey ?) 

Declaring monkey language good as 

any ! 

He is taking down the patter 

Which the lively Simians chatter, 
And storing it on phonographic rolls ; 

And with contidence o’erweening, 

Vows, in time, to find the meaning 
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Of all they say the while they scratch | The Misses Dwarfblinds have been reading the accounts of | They are much shocked at receiving a call from Miss 


their polls. 


Of the “ Zoos” he’s been the round, 
And records that he has found 
lor certain what’s the monkey word 
for “drink”; 
But it isn’t “lush,” and, arg’l, 
[t isn’t * fizz” or “ gargle,” 
As the monkey of the drinking-bar 
micht think, 


Monkeys do not talk like eads, 
Who ape manhood while they're 
lacs, 
But their language is the origin of 
man’s ; 
And, if trywe monkey-lingo 
Can replace our cad’s, by Jingo! 
ITere’s bully for Professor Garner's 
plans! 


PY i 


THE CUMMING K.—H.R.H. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

FREE Education! There is an old adage, or it’s about time there 
Was one, to the effect that anything we get for nothing is good for 
nothing. But Free Education will, after all, be paid for in meal if 

not in malt, 


| a and, in the pre- 
Ag 4 |  f£ I j,i! sent age, it is 
2 . 1 4\! as incumbent 
upon the 
powers that 
sway the State 
to see that the 
rising genera- 
tion is provided 
with education 
as to insure 
that the risen 
one has high- 
ways, light, and 
police protec- 
tion, 

The Ecduca- 
tion Bill is not 
all that is 
wanted; but 
half a loaf, ete. 


' (I’m certain 
_ | there’s a pro- 
verb about 
half-loaves, or 
halves of 
loaves or something or other.) Think it out for yourselves. 

Sir W. Hart Dyke, not the strongest star in the Government com- 
pany, in playing a leading position, found himself “in an awkward 
position ’—had, in fact, played parts so opposed to his present use 
that it hardly fitted like a glove. 

It is gratifying to learn from Mr. Lowther that the Charity Com- 
missioners are about. to inquire into the alleged scandals in connection 
with the manacement of St, Paul’s School, If the allegations be well 
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Sin W. H. DYKE, PLAYING A LEADING PART, FINDS HIM- 
SELF “IN AN AWKWARD POSITION,” 





i 

, : 

| So they agree to remodel dress upon a scale which 
will NOT cause remark. 





| dress reform, and cannot think what the world is coming Chit, the V.P. of the New Ladies’ Dress Leavue. “ Of all the 
| to. “Things were very different in our young days,’ say they, bold creatures !—and to come HERE, too !” 





But the juvenile British public are of 
another opinion, 


founded, the sooner the inquiry is set on foot the better; and the 
same applies, in the interest of those attacked, if the charges are 
groundless. One thing is certain, the school never stood higher, or 
boasted brighter prestige, than it does at present, and,in the matter of 
University and academic honours, Paulines of the present generation 
have taken the palm. There is an old adage about robbing Peter to 
pay Paul, 

Mr. Smith! Mr. Smith! The idea of taking anything Sir W. V. H, 
says seriously! 

Grand Old Man back in grand old form, 

Radicals very keen in the House as to political phase of the ‘Bus 
Strike. “The men are a match for the masters,” said one statesman to 
another, who retorted, “ Yes, but the sort of match that strikes off the 
box,” 

Onee again the Deceased Wife's Sister comes on the ta pir. This 
lady is vetting into years how, Why don’t the Lords let her marry her 
brother-in-law before she becomes too passée ? Bat then, the Lords are 
such sticklers for religion, morality, etc., etc., etc. 

Our legislators are not great guns at scripture, as witness Colonel 
Makin’s reference to hon. members making Jonahs of themselves and 
swallowing their opinions, But Jonah was the inside passenger, 
Colonel ! 

Coningsby Disraeli a candidate! What’s in a name? or heredity, 
either? else this young man should at this stage be posing as a 
Radical of Radicals, leaving the education of the other party to later 
days. 
faccarat, Now, Mr. Summers, as if it were not time for the 
Cumming case to be going; and there’s an old adage about hitting 
the man who’s down, 


Giving them a (Laun)-dressing. 
THE Laundresses have once more been to interview the “ House,” 
To protest against new-fangled legislation ; 
And various M.P.s did they all feel inclined to chouse 
In (soap)-sudden tones of (w)ringing indignation. 
“Tub be. or not Tub be,” they cried, “ these Factory Acts be blowed 
Which is not, you'll own, a phrase that’s in 4 Lawn-dressed Bishop's 
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THE STILL SMALL VOICE. 

Vuturious Company Promoter (wi nding up long orationto audience), 
“And, gentlemen, I'd stake my reputation on this Company.” 


* And be the powers it "ud bea 


7 


Tlilh rHitidh Voie ‘i the audie id't’. 


blessin’ for you if you lost the stakes 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SOLO: * The Latest London Fashion from Paris, 


’ 


(A CAROL FOR COMIQUES.) 


[The French papers, treating of the Baccarat Case, state that a gay and varie- 


yuted suit is in vorue in London, called “The Baccara-Scandale-Suit,” 
QO, PIPE my new rollicking raiment 
The kadey, the oat-co and bags ; 
The best toys to be purchased for payment— 
Yus, in these 1 can do all your “ dags.” 
The hat is of rey, 30 the vest is; 
Bags blue, and the overcoat brown ; 
Just you take it from me, this the best is 
Of raiment to sport round the town, 


B. And, though Summer has come, in a sort of a way, 
Still, take your own counters wherever you go, 
A. Though South Africa now is a pleasure resort, 
And you may, like Lord Randolph, go there for mere sport—~ 
2B. Yea, and e’en if at Margate, you stroll on the Fort, 
Still, take your own counters wherever you go. 


CuHorus (oth). 
Yu—us! take your own counters wherever you go, 
Like the famous old firm of A. Edward and Co. ; 
Wherever you roam from your own happy home, 
O! carry your counters wherever you go. 
A. Though the Savoyard Gilbert is now a J.P. 
J}, Still, have your own counters wherever you go! 
And though a steam phaeton’s in London, 8.K. ; 
A. Do keep your own counters wherever you go. 
Though the Hire Purchase System’s denounced by old Kerr, 
#}, And though signs of Jew-shielding are shown by the Czar— 
Even though there has been an eclipse that’s So—lar— 
Both, Still, take your own counters wherever you go! 
[ Chorus. 


#, Though the new Spanish Labour Bill seems a quaint plan, 
A. ‘Still, have your own counters at home and abroad ; 
Ninety holidays only it gives folks per ann. 
On which to take counters at home and abroad. 
Though our future King oft doth at Baccarat play, 
As a set-off he opened a * Mission” one day, 
Where, of course, against gambling they fervently pray— 
Still, use your own counters at home and abroad ! 
[ hereunt to pack up their own, 


My Friend’s Friend. 

THE peculiarity of my friend’s friend is that, like the tax collector, 
he’s never wanted. Sometimes—generally he is hard up then—when 
[ am giving some refreshment to my friend at a bar, at my expense, 
he looks at us and groans, as much as to say, * 1 also am thirsty, oh! 
people, but alcoholic stimulant does not wander much about the 
region of my poverty stricken waistcoat.” Then, when he’s well off, 
and is a first class season ticket holder, and has a half-sized carriage 
drive, and [ chance to speak to my friend, he always looks to me, as 
much as to say, * You wretched, second class riding meat tea—instead 
of 7.30 dinner—eating misery, how dare you take sucha liberty?” I 
don't know how to meet friends’ friends cither way. They’re no real 
value, Pawn tickets out of date, debts outrunning the Statute of 
Limitations, two odd gloves, County Council members with a lost 
reputation, Ill none of them, 

















(Spoken.) Yus, I should think so, dear boys, What! 
Ain't it just the sort of thing, as used by the Namby- 


Pramby Crofters I mean, ofters Ra—ther ! 


(CHORUS, 


‘| own vou renown, as you trot round the town, 
Vind make you,as French swells say, * pschoott,” 
‘| here & nWOthHIn ¢€ | BLY. that's st) riddily ray 















As the Baccara-Scandale-Su t, 


Loot y-toot ’ 


Some sniff, and declare this apparel 
Is but tit for comiques—but what rot! 
Why, comiques what so cunningly carol, 
In togvery all know what's what. 
And where is a costoom 80 fine, boys? 
‘Tis the suit just to knock ’em, you bet ; 
And besides, such a garb is a sign, boys, 
You belong to Friend Wales's own “ set. 


” 


CHORUS, 

So, if you'd be gay, you must wear this array, 
Then you'll be fang-de-sickle to boot : 

For this tog, let me state, is the uppest to date, 
Is the Baccara-Scandale-Suit. 

Root y-toot ! 





TOPICAL DUET.—Counter-Carriers, work.” 
1. As through life you travel, take heed what we say, 
nters wherever you go; 


c Ve . . 


Tramp.—* 

















WHY SHOULD BRITONS WORK? 


Old Geut.— Assistance, indeed! Two able bodied chaps like vou oueht to be at 


Sir, our meddicle man sez we are to take modrit exercise an’ keep our 
minds easy doorin’ this ‘ere influenza panic.” . 
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. Dhe Nypnotts T exforling the 
™ alérnal ldenediction 4 


A Story of the ‘‘Unco Guid.” 


(A suburban clergyman, in a recent lecture, advised his audience to read only first-class literature, as life was too short for light reading. 


This extraordinary, 


dictum reminds Mr. FUN of a reverend gentleman he used to know,—of whom hereunder.) 


THE Reverend Grumlie Gloomemug had donned his nice black coat, 
And placed his albugineous tie around his sacred throat ; 

And from his blest abode he went, with step sedate and slow, 

To teach the members of his flock the way wherein to 2), 

To show the poor benighted souls how they might all possess 

Such unalloyed felicity as tongue might scarce express. 

Sut, ah! it made his pious heart more troubled every hour 

To tind his tlock so tightly held in old Apollyon’s power | 


The Reverend Grumlie Gloomemug, while on his round, did spy 


Three things that filled his soul with grief, yea, four that made kun sigh. 


First, some of his parishioners, with lithe and gracefui mien, 

Were tripping in a merry dance upon the village grees ; 

And next, within their houses, some, whose spell of wo rx was done, 
Were reading pleasant novelettes, or spicy skits from FUN ; 

Some, thirdly, on their neighbours’ hearths in high good humour sat, 
And passed a stray half-hour away in light and lively chat ; 

And, lastly, some there were who wore—oh, dreadful to be seen !— 
That sign of unconverted souls, a sunny smile serene! ] 


The Reverend Grumlie,Gloomemug, who at his very best 

Was but the picture of distress, grew ten times more distressed, 
His face assumed a ghastlier hue, his head a lowlier bend ; 

He hastened to his blest abode, and there in anguish penned 
An admonition to his flock ; a sermon, “ which ” said he, 

“T’ll print at once in pamphlet form, and scatter far and free, 
Then pray upon my bended knees that the warning words therein 
May save these poor benighted souls from the flowery paths of sin!” 





The Reverend Grumlie Gloomemug his enchiridion spread 

Amongst his flock ; and this, in brief, was what its chapters said :— 

“Oh! life’s too short for dance and song; if perfect bliss you'd win, 

Just sit and brood in pensive mood o’er man’s inherent sin, 

Oh! life’s too short for reading FUN 4 if you ny peace would share, 

Peruse ye “ Harvey ’mid the Tombs,” and * Young’s Night Thoughts’ 
with care, 

Oh ! life’s too short for jovial talk ; if priceless joys ye’d know 

Discuss no theme save shame and guile, and death and deathless woe 

Oh! life’s too short for sunny smiles; but happiness benign 

Is shown in faces fiddle long, and lowering looks—like mine!” 


The Reverend Grumlie Gloomemug, when homeward bound one nivht 

As he approached the village green, beheld a startling sivlit ; 

A host of his parishioners were gathered in a band, 

And holding each a copy of his warning book in hand. 

And, when the parson reached the crowd, their spokesman boldly cried, 

“ Good sir, these solemn words of yours we scorn, despise, deride ! 

Your strait laced, long faced godliness was ne’er ordained of Heaven ; 

To banish all terrestrial mirth religion ne’er was given. 

And, since you, in religion's name, would take our joys from us, 

We of your views and of yourself show our opinion—thus!” 

The spokesman spoke, and, at the word, with one prodigious groan, 

The parson’s ultra-righteous books were in the horse pond thrown ; 

And then (could FUN have secn the sight, how FUN with joy had 
skipped !) 

The Reverend Grumlic Gloomemug was in the horse pond dipped ! 


6" TO CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Jor Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 










































+ Millicent—“ ON, HERE'S JACK PAST ASI 
Th 
Striking an Attitude. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
By a funny style of fooling, 
The two monarchs jointly ruling, 
In Sullivan and Gilbert's Gondoliers, 
Like to clasp each others’ shoulders, 
And to notify beholders 
That their unity is all that it appears ; 
And although they re wished to clo ho end of 
work, 
4 Yet e’en menial employment they don’t shirk, 


Which material advantaves may bring, 

Since together they are free to act as King, 
Now, | trace some imitation 
Of this comic situation 

In the Omnibus disturbance that’s been both- 


ering’ us So, 
Where the driver and conductor 
Jointly pose as an instructor, 
Of their fitness and ability for bossing the 
whole show, , 
While his working hours vrow shorter, 
Of more pas he's an extorter : 
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EEP! Poor:FELLOW! HE'S BEEN WORKING HARD TILL ALL HOURS AGAIN, I SUPPOSE.” 


And, indeed, if he can’t have his way—lhic 
seems to argue thus— 
Trade shall travel to perdition, 
For he’ll brook no competition 
When dictating terms of service to the owners 
of a "bus. 
Oh, then let employers sing 
Of the pest of such a King, 
And Directors may wax furious, and Share- 
holders may cuss ; 
Sut the privilege and pleasure 
That he'll treasure beyond measure 
Is dictating terms of service to the owners of 
a "bus. 


WHEN the Prince of Wales was overheard 
taking the odds against a horse at Ascot the 
other day, a bystander was understood to re- 
mark, * Another case of hack ra hI” 


A COUNTER DEMONSTRATION—The expres- 
sion of public regret that the Prince of Wales 
should travel about with gambling  para- 
phernalia in his portmanteau, 
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[And if Millicent had sccn him punishing the eigars and S. and B. after a capital supper with some bachelor friends a few hours 
vreviously, she would have been confirmed in her opinion, we're sure. 


Sunday, Juns 7th, 1891. 
NoT a “bus was seen, not a “Bank!” was 
heard, 
As to and from church we hurried : 
* These strikes are getting quite too absurd,” 
Said our better-half, much worried, 


Few, but strong, were the swears we said, 
And stronger when, to our SOrrOW, 

We at night tive bob to the * pirate” paid ; 
And we ruefully thought of the morrow. 


We thought, as we tossed and turned in 
bed, 
And sleep came not to our pillow, 
That we to the City on foot must tread 
In the rain and the east wind chill O! 


Sleepy and sadly we rose next morn, 
And cabbed it unto the City ; 
And at night trudged home, a-weary and 
worn. ° 
With our throat with the dust quite gritty. 
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(1) The scarers shriek now smallpox reappears, (5) Lady coach drivers now are all the go- 
But trust and hope! Avoid all funks and fears. Women without ‘‘ coaching ” skill with ‘‘ ribbons”’ show. 
2) Of sweepings certain dealers make their snuff, (6) The old time masques will be revived, they say, 
It’s (s)nuff to make one ill, the horrid stuff! FuN heard some (m)asque-ing for them t’other day, 
(5) Samoa the Berlin Treaty still pooh-poohs— (7) For stealing kuives this man a mania shows, 
She won't stand Sam/(oa) to the German views, This Bobby, though, con-knives not, you'll suppose, 
(4) The ’Bus Strike being ended, may we see (8 Go; marry me oy proxy!” quoth this pet, 
Both sides in fareness and in amitee! ‘I'm very busy, so 1 can't come yet 
. «} « 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

TERRY’S.—A warm weather, drop-in-after-dinner, stay-for-an-hour- 
or-so theatre, is not by any means a bad idea. Mr. Edwardes is trying 
the experiment here, and—although 
that remains to be proved—looks 
like scoring a success. Such a sec- 
tional programme suggests some 
thing in the way of a revival of the 
old half-price system, or a reduction 
of the prices of admission to the 
level of si the halls ’’—which, DY the 
way, are so growing out of the 
character that their title suggests 
that it is almost time they were 
called * the palaces ’—but that con- 
sideration (meaning the © prices, 
which are, of course, a consideration 
in every sense) is a detail for 
management, and the “ pabulum” 
is first-rate of its kind. A Lancashire 
Sailor, which opens the ball, is a 
pretty little domestic piece, excel- 
lently acted by Mr. Brandon Thomas 
(the author), Mr. Branscombe and 
Misses Edith Chester and Dolore 
Drummond, It want shortening a bit in parts. A Commission, the 
next item, is extremely smart. Mr. Weedon Grossmith (the author), 





. ] } ' ] ‘ 
shows therein that he has not altogether wasted 
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; 
devoted to “ Art.” besid playing a superior servant's part With finis 
and a delicate humorous truth. Mr, Brandon Thomas appears in t) 
piece as an (in some things) inconsistent model—very funny and 
natural, however. 1 Pantomime Rehearsal is a rather formless bit 
of rollick, but with plenty of funny points at the expense of the 
* distinguished amate ’ Mr. Thomas and 
Mr. Girossmith aga ! al 
COVENT GARDEN.—Mr. Harris has 
vived WV ‘fa in Fret (“ ho omiake 
V le, of course) Phe advanta 
doing it in this ippears t ‘ 
that it enables the attendants to sell * books 
* 
of the words” (at the usual make-havy- 
while -the-sun -shines -exhorbitant price) 
- which is couched in two of/cer lancuaves, 
, and which balances its Omission of scenes 
; which are performed by generously includ- 
ing several which are not. An incidental 
advantage is that Miss Eames is enabled to 
delight her English admirers, and she has 
probably delighted her French ditto many 
az, atime, with one of the pretticst and sweetest 
; ow 


of her impersonations. 
COVENT GARDEN. Tut ; 
STONY-HEARTED PAREN 


THE play opens in a mulberry planta- 


tion, in wl i stands a ich wrinkled dwelling. and 1 which the 
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bulk of the population is engaged in the local pastime of dancing 
round the mulberry bush. They vary this occupation by chaffing 
Mirella about a basket maker. The lady 
is a very self-possessed young person, and, 
in spite of these remarks, and those of an 
unpopular elderly person, who apparently YLEL 
knows a good deal (possibly the reason of ) 
her unpopularity), Mirella is wholly un- 
abashed—would appear, in fact, to glory in 
her basket maker. This,from what I know 
of basket makers, struck me as an odd pre- 
ference in a well-to-do farmer’s daughter of 
the delicate taste and refined sentiments 
Mirella shows herself to otherwise be. She 
is clearly the sort of farmer’s daughter who 
plays the piano and has an At Home every 
third Wednesday. But when the basket 
maker appears, he is cleaner than any 





basket maker I have known, and looks very = /4g7/ 
much more like a tenor in an opera. The ; 
populace having, with delicate considera- / 
tion, retired, the lovers interchange remarks = / 
of the usual personal nature, and the act 
concludes with an exhibition of strength on 
their part, in which, by their joint efforts, a 
asket weighing several ounces is placed 


ipon Mirella’s head. 


IN the second act the populace is still 
dancing, this time with a wild ahandon, § 
perhaps to be explained by the circum- 
stance that the public-house in the corner 
is closed—the population having been revel- 
ling until it got the “chuck.” Inthisact, — —__ ; eras 
the course of true love gets rough. Mirella’s ab Pye ll he 
papa,it would seem, favours the suit of a Pwo-proxceDp TRIDENT! 
“wild herdsman.” (There isalsoa shepherd “"™ — 
and a “ horse-keeper”’ after the lady, whose field of choice is peculiar 
—but they do not appear to be even in the betting.) But, although 
the wild herdsman does not make half such a noise in singing to her 
as the other young man does, she is unaccountably afraid of him, and 
clings to her basket maker in face of everything. Ructions and a 

dramatic scene end the act. 
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THE third act opens with a row 
between the wild herdsman and the 
basket maker: after this, the—desert, 
described as arido e 8a8s808080.” Mirella’s 
conduct is, if I may say so, so so, too. 
She sets about crossing this desert, per- 
cossa del sole (which doesn’t mean “ pre- 
cocious and alone,” but “ exposed to the 
sun’) in a low-necked dress, with short 
sleeves and skirt, beautiful black lace 

















COVENT GARDEN.—DIFFERENT IDEAS OF COSTUME FOR THE BURNING 
DESERT! 


stockings and high heeled shoes and without a head covering. How- 
\ le Singing is good, NESTOR, 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
GEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Roem 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Caly,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” ete., ete, 


CHAPTER XIII, 
THE CO-RESPONDENT ON THE WAR-PATH. 


LADY SULTRYBARR’S rooms were inconveniently crowded. Not 
that this was an event of uncommon occurrence. On all occasions of 
a like nature, indeed, her 
little house in Pont Street 
seemed hopelessly  in- 
volved in fruitless 
attempts to ascertain how 
many times a hundred and 
fifty would go into thirty- 
five, and possessing neither 
the requisite arithmetical 
knowledge nor the neces- 
sary elasticity, to be help- 
lessly compelled to leave 
the problem unsolved, and 
the guests to their fate. 

gut a certain pecu- 
liarity of tone for which 
her receptions were 
famous, never failed to 
draw an immense crowd. 
With a few—very few— 
exceptions, the individual 
reputations of the majo- 
rity of her guests habit- 
ually possessed a “bou- 
quet” of undeniable 
flavour and strength, a 
fact which served to give 
the tout ense mhle a pi- 
quancy of savour only the 
palate of a connoisseur 
could appreciate. The 
hero or heroine in the 
latest society scandal 
(providing the dénoue- 
ment had not been of tee 
serious a nature) was sure 
to be en évidence at Lady 
Sultrybarr’s; and the few exceptions afore-mentioned, if they came 
not exactly to scoff, betokened an evident disposition to pry ; so that 
notoriety and curiosity were equally satisfied. . 

The Bonely-Grimshanks had figured among the latest arrivals, and 
the advent of Eureka had been witnessed by the fairer portion of the 
assembly with a palpable curiosity delicately dashed with disdain ; 
but the calm gracefulness of her manner, the high-bred simplicity ot 
her costume, and the unmoved serenity of her starry brow, might have 
fitly adorned the lofty repose of some exclusive leader of ton. She 
acknowledged her hostess’ marked warmth of reception with a queenly 
coolness positively patronizing, and betrayed towards each fresh intro- 
duction a languid forbearance absolutely suggestive of boredom, 

“The woman has manners, undoubtedly,” murmured Lady Grunter 
to the Hon. Mrs. Sopestone ; “and her gown fits tolerably, But theres 
something undeniably brazen about her. — . " 

“The first acquired at a cheap finishing school, the second from her 
father’s shop, and the latter a natural inheritance, | 
coldly. Eureka had turned her back upon the Hon. Mrs. Sopestone, 
so that the latter’s criticism lacked that suave urbanity it was gener- 
ally wont to display. us re " 

With the men the verdict was never in doubt. lhe audible mur- 
murs of admiration which greeted her entrance, swelled gradually in 
volume, until, when seated, the struggle to fill up her card appeared 
like degenerating into something resemblin a free ficht. _Awlexis, 
after a few preliminary greetings and introductions, had ne 
to the smoking room. where a rubber was always in jg ibe the _ 
where even at times a small “ bank” was not entirely an unknown 
quantity. It had been occasionally whispered that Lady Sultrybarr s 
smoking room was the factor to which she owed her never failing supp!) 
of dancing men. ae n 
” re cai positively put myself down for a ‘set, Mrs. ——, 
cried Sir Nvghtmare Jumps, forcing his way through the crowd and 
saluting Eureka with killing impressiveness. “I hate the round ones! 


pee +? nted 
*11< : } ae *) mavre ! } f NeCVE] a empted 
A million to one if there’s a scrimmage I’m in it. 
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replied her friend, 





FUN. | 287 











adorned with a patent-reg 











one yet in which I didn’t get shut in at the bend, and over the rails— 
pop!” 

As the baronet rarely essayed the light fantastic until after his third 
bottle, this candid admission contained a strong substratum of truth. 

“And your partner, of course, accompanies you ?” laughed Eureka. 
‘Iam afraid my courage scarcely equals the dangers of the sacrifice ; 
but I'll risk a square one, though the ‘Phoenix’ will certainly raise 
the premium upon my policy if it reaches their ears.” 

* Sink me!” grinned Sir Nyghtmare, enthusiast ically, as a fortunate 
partner claimed Eureka and bore her away. “She's Derby shape from 
shoulder to fetlock. If there’s anything within a stone of her been 
out for the last ten years, I'll suffer to be entered in a selling race to 
be sold for a kye!” 

Later, having safely negotiated the lancers, he entertained Eureka 
With a fund of anecdote and gossip concerning the majority of those 
present, his budget of information being as lucidly comprehensive in 
style as it was rich in wealth of detail. 

“Who is that extremely tall, striking looking man?” suddenly in- 
quired Eureka, indicating by the direction of her glance the individual 
in question. 

“Oh, that’s Wholloper—nobody in particular,” he replied, eare- 
lessly ; adding, savagely, under his breath, * Dash him! he’s coming 
over here; I suppose I must introduce him.” 

The introduction was barely effected, ere Eureka’s hand was again 
claimed ; and she floated dreamily away to the enervating melody of 
a depressing Teutonic waltz. 

At its conclusion, having deftly dismissed her partner, she stood for 
& moment in a comparatively secluded corner of the ante-room, 
languidly agitating her fan. 

“The lovely Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank alone?” murmured a manly 
voice in subdued accents of simulated surprise, and slightly raising 
her head she beheld the Hon. Pott Wholloper, his self-satistied face 
istered-co-respondent smile, 


( To iy, Cont nue ad.) 
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WEIGHTS AND MEASURES. aa 
| me the time?” “Oh, yer, auntie ! 


can you tell . | oT 
‘Oh! it's —jts—ict me se —oh! its 


‘OW, what time is it: 
Fr ? 
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ARTFULNESS. 


Rich Unele (from the country to his favourite Niece “ showing him round the town”).—“ WHERE TO To-DAY, Pussy?” 


Pussy (on the thoughts of gloves and flowers and smart fal lals jntent).—* WELL, I WAS THINKING WE MIGHT DO REGENT STREET, 
UNCLE, AND BOND STREET, AND THE BURLINGTON ; ALL SO CONVENIENTLY TOGETHER, YOU KNOW!” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FuN,” 
THE NORTHUMBERLAND PLATE. 


Str,—Now we've done with frost and snow and rather balmy 
breezes blow, it’s something of a decent treat to walk or drive in lane 
or street. I’m sure the beauty you'd remark of chestnut bloom in 
Bushey Park (although I saw the other day that most of them were 
blown away, and on the sward were lying low, just like a fall of pinkish 
snow); in lanes and parks and gardens too, laburnums you will also 
view, and eye and nose may both delight in hawthorn blossom pink 
and white—in short, with these,a storm or two, a chilling wind to 
cut you through, and now and then a fall of grime, we feel that it is 
summer time, 

However, in the gentle, bland and easy way I understand, you may 
desire that I shall state how this affects the famous plate that’s run 
for (as it’s oft been ran'd!) in famed-for-coal Northumberland. And 
do you think at all that I shall hesitate in my reply? No, sir, I 
answer with no less than all my famous readiness—it has—I give the 
answer pat—nothing at all to do with that; and light of heart, I on- 
ward trip, and work you out this splendid 


TIP. 
THE north wind doth blow, but I'll thitherward go 
(If someone will stand my expenses, old chap) 
Though you're rich it blows chill, and will p’r’aps make you ill, 
But it’s very much worse if you haven't a (w)rap ! 
So to fill up your purse you with ease might do worse 
Than follow the prophet who reckons up fate 
And of best and of worst he will tell you the first 
If it doesn’t arrive at the post over late. 
Queen's Birthday we'll keep for the placable sheep 


Which follow the bell-wether favourite’s clink. 











But though I shall grin if the Birthday does win, 
The Lily of Lumley should carry some chink. 

And Alice is, too, worth some notice from you, 
And Knight of the Ruby in fortune is bright, 

For though some prefer to support Silver Spur, 
I’m sure the K.R. will be in the first flight. 


The which I pen with an immense amount of easy confidence,'I feel 
(with neither grunt nor gasp) I have the future in my grasp, and 
you'll believe that I’m intent on having bets on theevent. The tip is 
clear, I hope, and plain ?—you do not want it done again ?—you’ve no- 
desire that I should go and write another of them? No! Thendon’t 
you try to make a fuss, I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS. 


My Aunt. 


My aunt lives with me. I have expectations from her. That means 
that I expect she will die some day and then I shall get something. 
But I sha’n’t, the old lady always disappoints you. What I object to 
in her mostly, is that she is always putting things away so that they 
sha’n’t be lost. My little boy collects foreign stamps. He lost his 
collection. We didn’t find them again for a twelvemonth, and then 
there were only about forty loose ones which she had stowed away in her 
reserve set of false teeth. She lost her dividends cheque last week. 
We found it this morning inside the stuffed pet fox terrier that’s been 
in the family fifty years. “There’s nothing like putting things away 
carefully and not losing them.” She’s a good old lady ! 





A NEWSPAPER man, who ought to know better, asks us this : “ Was 
the slumber of the seven celebrated sleepers anything like Reynolds’ 
Snooze?" Now, we appeal to you, as the intelligent British public, 
is that a fitting subject to be spoken of as “a pressing inquiry ” ? 
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A Study in Tu Quoques. 


{Sir W. Hart-Dyke, during his introductory 
speech on Free Education, wished that “these 
tu quoques could be dealt with like the microbes, 
and fumigated out of existence.’’] 


IF an M.P. we chance to be, 
We make, in old St. Stephen’s, 
A long and strong oration re 
Some true or fancied grievance. 
But, while we through the House diffuse 
Our views with ardour sprightly, 
Should rival statesmen find our views 
Have changed, though ne’er so 
slightly, 
From notions which, two decades back, 
We in our boyhood spoke, we 
Are called a renegade. alack ! 
With howlings of “ Tu quoque !” 


We know a jest, right smart and good, 
But wondrous sere and hoary, 

Which, doubtless, during Noah’s Flood 
Was in its pristine glory. 

And, aye and oft, against that joke 
We're swearing, jeering, sneering, 

For every day illiterate folk 
Repeat it in our hearing. 

But when some man of brilliant wit 
Descends to that same joke, we 

Our brows in deep dejection knit 
And gravely groan * Zu quoque !” 


When one, who erst would shout and 
spout 
(A conscientious preacher) 
About the drunkard’s sin, turns out 
A dipsomaniac creature : 
When one, who vows that his good 
name 
Than life he loves more dearly, 
Proves guilty of a swindling game : 
When one, who’s most sincerely 
Professed misogyny for years, 
Becomes a married bloke: we 
To each of these exclaim, with sneers 
Of bitter scorn, “ 7u quoque!” 


While Fortune on our aims attends, 
And wealth is not denied us, 

A multitude of faithful friends 
Is evermore beside us. 

They smoke our smokes, they drink 

our drinks, 

They swear they love us dearly : 

But when Misfortune on us blinks, 
And we request them merely 

Five pounds or so to us to lend 
Because we’re stony-broke, we 

Are forced by each fair weather friend 
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To sadly sigh * Zu quoque : 





WE have received from Messrs. 
Duncan and Co., 61 St. Paul’s Church- 
yard, a new patriotic song, by “ Mos- 
quito,” entitled, “In future, why should 
Britons toil?” It is very well written, 
and the accompaniment is decidedly 
tuneful, the theme being especially 
appropriate during the recent strike. 








—— 


A Day’s Delight at Brighton. 


AH, would that I had never seen 


That “ Eight hours by the seaside” bill !— 


Some shillings richer I had been, 
And faith in Beauty held by still. 
But let my fate a lesson teach 
To other wand’rers, not to go 
In search of belles to Brighton’s beach, 
Deserting those of nearer Bow. 
She was a maiden fair to see, 


Her eyes were blue, her teeth were white, 


Her hair was golden as could be, 


Her waist—her waist was, oh, so slight ! 
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1.—This is Miss Rosa Topper, the Belle of Bayswater and presiding genius over the tortured heart of Major Linder 
2.—Who one dark night dispatchesa trusty messenger with instructions to the master of a German band to serenade the fais 
3.—The intelligent Saxon, after mighty explanations, grasps the idea that someone requires 
4.—As it was, nothing could have happened 
worse. It was Rosa’s first evening out with the Honourable Duffre, and the spectacle outside the Major's lodgings woula 
; { Result.—More blighted hopes. 


Rosa with appropriate airs. ! ! 
soothing, and forthwith repairs to the address printed on Major Linder’s note. 


have put “Gus.” to the blush. 


I reel’d, I stagger’d, turn’d and fled— 
I know not how or where I went, 
Or whether on my feet or head— 
The land and sea and sky were blent ! 


I never saw a wild gazelle 
Bound lightly o’er an Indian plain ; 
But lighter still, I’m sure, that belle 
Et charmante fille tript down the Steyne ! 


O, disillusion’d! done! done brown! 


Baa ee cg p des rest O, flower of faith, ript—kill’d—by frost ! 
_ My rapture rising to a storm I cried, “ Take, take me back to Town ! 
Each time she gave a backward look ! Horror !—return half ticket lost ! ! 








With trembling heart I sought her side 
And told her what delight *twould be | 


To call her mine! “Bosh!” she replied, 
Likewise, “ You bet! No fear !—not me! 





Ir afainting person is revived withadraught 
of the jufce of the lemon, would it be correct 
| to say, “That person had lemon-aid?” 
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OUR WORKMEN ON OLD RUBBISH. 


ESN INR o's . 0 








Our Bill is disgusted with the way people can’t see when a thing’s worn “Hullo!” said he, ‘‘ blest if this ’ere careless pail hain’t fell orf the roof . 
out—he says it gives ‘im the fair ’ump. Only lately he had a job o’ work and knocked itself out o’ shape. Oh, well; it ain’t a noo ’un—leastways, 
ata private house. ‘I clean forgot to bring a pail,” said he ; ‘‘ you wouldn't not now.” 
rind me a-using this ere nice noo one o’ yourn for ’alf a minute?” \ 
/ \ 
ik 
/ 
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** Yes, mister; this ‘ere pail o’ yourn do make a sight o’ mess — about the ‘ouse ;but what can you expeck when I has to use a old damaged 
thing like that?” 
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‘He, he—it ’ave made itself look a bit silly, ain’t it? but you can’t expect things to larat for ever: and it wasn’t noo w’en I borrered it—leastways 
only jest at first.’ 
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THE APOLOGY. 


SCENE FROM L’ENFANT PRODIGUE, NOW PERFORMING AT THE PRINCE OF WALES’ 
OWN THEATRE, 


> uRahugaretecnam eRERage seat p to 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 266. 
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THE FIN DE S/IECLE DRAMA. 
~ He—* Plays without words are becoming,quite popular.”; 
Fr’ She.—* Yes; dialogue in this age is such a drawback to conversation 
in-the house,” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SoLo: “ The Plaint of the Primrose Leaque.” 
[A MEMBER'S MEDLEY, CONCOCTED FROM CATCHY CHORUSES 
WITH A VIEW TO CONSOLATION. | 
[Concoctor’s NOTE.—The Primrose League is said to be in sad case, for most of 
its many members seem to be political “ deadheads,"’} 
(1.) Ain—* Ltound the Town.” 
WE'RE members, who adopt a bold disgui—ise, 
In the Primrose League, which Tories say they pri—ize, 
Though we at Gladstone grumble, 
We're in secret—very humble, 
For our little dodges many folk despise. 
Still, Round the Town, we've won renown, 
For on the G.O.M. we're always down, 
For Conservative intrigue 
There is naught to beat our League, 
And we oftentimes have beanos out of town !— 
CI.) Airn—* Whacky Whack!” 
Singing “ Tolde-riddle-i-do, Tories now be gay ; 
Here are nice refreshments you can put away ; 
With political orations not long your minds we'll rack, 
So Primrose Leaguers eat and drink your whacky- 
whacky-whack !” 
C(IIIL.) Arrn—* Wink the Other Eye!” 


Yes, though, perhaps, when deeply we orate, 
You may wink the other eye ! 
Yet you assist us when en féfe, 
While you wink the other eye ! 
You'll own we gaily give you all the comforts of a club, 
Together with tea-gardens, and the pleasures of a pub. ; 
But when we ask you Leag little ‘ 


ruers 7ust to * part ‘ 
’ } le ‘ 

Phi you Wink the other eye 
2 . 
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(IV.) Ain—* We Drew His Club Money !” 
And so we give you warning, 
That the League you're so adorning, 
To bustedness will come 
If you don’t shed some small sum 
For to pay your club money you're scorning ! 


Topical Tri0o—* Really Too Hot !” 
A. Like the phrase that cropped up in a recent big case 
The weather is hot—really tvo hot! 

B. Yes. And many strange matters one daily can trace, 
('. Which are all hot !—really tov hot! 

That Ladies-cum-laudanum Case showed bad form ; 
BP. And the new-fangled butter in shops caused a storm ; 
A. And those bread revelations have been a bit warm. 
All. Warm? They’re hot! Really too hot! 


CHoRUS (70 each other). 
Hot! What? Thoroughly hot? 
That’s a strong statement to make, is it not ? 
Well, in many a spot, it is true there’s a lot 
Of affairs that are really tev hot !—all hot! 
A. Now the ’bus strike is over, the tram men declare 
Their hours are hot !—really too hot! 
2. In Hyde Park the laundresses held an affair— 
Where their speeches were hot !—deucedly hot ! 
('. Those “ads” of detectives re Baccarat folk, 
Are impudence—/f they’re not meant as a joke ; 
Such spies are sufficient a saint to provoke. 
All. Their game’s hot !—really too hot! 


A. The City of Richmond (s.s.) grew one day 
Hot! most hot !—shockingly hot ! 
B. Yes; but all there concerned did true courage display— 
Although it was hot—fearfully hot! 
(’, Now, the Prince’s apology, manly in tone, 
His regret for consorting with gamblers has shown — 
All. FuN forgives him, and hopes he’ll leave that class alone— 
Their behaviour ¢s hot !—really toe hot ! 
[ Bxcunt to resume leaving their cards at M-lb-gh House, 


Our Dustman ! 

THE great charm of our dustman is that he’s always thirsty, and 
that he always has an excuse first hand for being thirsty. If it isn’ta 
hot day, it’s because the cinder dust upsets his throat. If it is a hot 
(lay, it makes him “ feverish like.” The man kindly regards life as if 
he looked at it through the bunghole of a beer barrel. I believe he 
has a wife and three children, but the whole four of ’em are not 
so interesting to him as a pot of four ale. Yet he’s a philosopher; he 
shakes his head over the open clustbin as if it contained a peck or two 
of moral shortcomings. The work goes on, and the beer goes down 
his throat. A dustman is a valuable creature, though. So is a dirty 
carpet when its beaten. I should like to whack our dustman! 











PARLIAMENTARY FRAGMENT. 
Proser, MW. P.—* My dear sir, the Party is on its last legs! Give 
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i¢m rope enouch, and thes will cut their throats!” 
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SIX PHASES OF POETIC THOUGHT. 











ILLUMINATION. INSPIRATION. 


THE TYPE WRITERESS. 

So you like type writing, do you? I don’t then, so I can tell you. I don’t 
like the type writeresses. At Jones’ office there are a couple of ’em. One of 
‘em has light hair and a blue dress, and thumps the beastly thing as if she were 
breaking stones in the road. Then there’s a girl secretary, or something or the 
other of that sort. I like women’s work, dol? I tell you I don’t! Why, these 
two are always wrangling like a couple of cats on a dustbin lid. When the 
secretary girl has got an extra new hat on, and the other girl hasn’t, then the 
girl at the type engine thumps away till the secretary girl has to go out and 
vent her feelings on the landing in strong language. Then people come into the 
place and call the type girl “engines.” That, so to speak, sets her back up. 
Not enough dignity for her, so she goes home and takes it out of her landlady’s 
children by slapping them in the dark passage. It takes, they say, about three 
months or six months to make a type writeress perfect. I wonder how much 
arsenic it would take to poison the whole hypothek. Id subscribe to it readily 
enough, I can tell you. 

They say it’s such a good, genteel living for a girl to go in for type writing. 
Much better than being a governess. That’s all very well for the girl at the 
engine. But how about the wretches who've got to listen to the thing. Knock- 
ing nails into coffins is cheerfulness itself compared to it. Id sooner be in an 
undertaker’s shop any day than be in an office where there’s one jerking about. 

Now, that girl in Jones’ office. I daresay she’s all right in her way. She 
keeps a photo. of a fellow in the bottom of her chocolate box. Perhaps she 
goes walking with him on Sundays. When she’s married, I wonder if she'll try 
to send any of her infants to sleep by working at the machine in the nursery. 
Perhaps it would drive ’em all to Bedlam, as it nearly hasme. The worst of 
the thing is, that when you get wild with a girl you can’t throw books and 
things at her and curse, unfortunately, as if she were a lad clerk. You wouldn’t 
get me to have one in my place, I can tell you! I’d just as soon start a milliner’s 
shop in my front area. I hate the girls! DIOGENES TUBBs, 


Abroad and at Home, 
(Sir M. E. Grant-Duff, in giving the presidential address to the Ro 
had to confess that years of brilliant discovery were becoming rarer.—/’ress. ] 
gut, though they be never so clever, 
And though they, keep striving for 
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yal Geographical Society, 


ASTUTE geographical fellows, 
Of Jason, Cook, Speke, and Co. 


jealous, ever, 
Are striving, with ardour most Vain, vain is their earnest endeavour 
zealous, | An unexplored region to find ! 
Fresh wreaths on their foreheads to | prom isles of the lazy Pacific, 
bind ; | From climes of the ice-floes terrific, 


Are seeking increased reputation, From lands where the mighty mor- 

Are sighing for sweet adulation, bific ‘tbe 

Are sailing from every known nation | simoon leaves destruction behind — 
More ultimate Thules to find ! Come back, brave explorers, we pray 

Through Boreal ice-fields terrific— ye, 

Where petrels scream o’er beatific And in our metropolis stay ye! 

Lagoons of the lazy Pacific— For in its East End, day by day, ye 
Their devious courses they wind ; ' An unexplored region may find! 




















——NATION. 
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Exempli Gratia. 


(“An hour's stroll, assisted by a couple 
of duns and a March brown, showed me 
that the ‘Swash,’ or mixture of barley- 
meal and hot water, which the distillery 
disgorges at pretty regular intervals into 
the stream, had decidedly improved the 
quality and size of the fish.” —Field.] 
WHAT is this bad world coming to 

When creatures of cold blood 

turn frisky ! 
Alas! alack! ‘tis all too true— 

Even our trout now guzzle 

whisky ! 


And, what is more, they gain in 


looks 
And never do an act that’s 
vicious, 
But with more spirit trike our 
hooks 


And, boil’d or broil'd, taste more 
os delicious ! 


No more can “ drinking like a fish ”’ 
Be called a wrong by anybody : 
Henceforth the bibber’s answer's 

* Pish !— 
My tipple, like the trout’s, is 
toddy.” 





A STERN RBALITY.—A rudder. 


et 
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COULD you safely call a dumb wheelwright “a spokes- 


man”? 


And is one justified in calling him a nave or a 


felloe? And when |e is! weary, can he, with any truth. be 


said to be tired ? 
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FOR DETAIL. 


Mamma (explaining religious picture, and anxious to 
improve the occasion).—* All those little lambs are intended 
to represent the good little children in the world. Now, 


wouldn't you like to be 
Willie?” 


one of those dear little lambs, 


Willie.—* Oh. yes! And should I havea dear little tail?” 
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The Ladies’ Latest. 
A FEMININE writer (than whom few are 
brighter), 
Is struggling with might and main 
For those hapless young creatures whose 
physical features 
Chance to be (as she puts it) “ plain.” 
With characteristic—and eke pessimistic 
Remarks, she her anguish whirls, 
And she sends forth (hey presto!) this | 
strange manifesto, 
“A Plea for the Ugly Girls!” 


She a (dear lady!) a matter most 
shady— 
To wit, that such girls shall anon 
Have many more chances of earning 
fmances, 
Than e’er in the days that are gone. 
Men (of course) must give way to (and | 
never say “nay” to) 
Such ladies—or else men are churls !— 
And the new way to “ fake it,” you see, is 
to make it 
“A Plea for our Ugly Girls!’ 








’ 


But man’s chivalrous teaching can’t be so 
far-reaching ; 
He wants not to spoil women’s work ; 
But this new-fangled notion would cause 
much commotion, 
And so ‘tis a matter to shirk. | 
Lo, ene thing has slipped them (‘tis | 
strange how it skipped them) 
"Tis this (the dear daisies and pearls !), 
That their latest sensation is minus foun- 
dation, 
—There aren't any Ugly Girls! 
———===. = 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
For once H.R.H. stands for His Regretful Highness. The Prince of 
Wales took the wisest course in authorising Mr. Stanhope to report to 
the country rid 





the Commons 

Seber tahiiiiciaey’ PT) Hii ry seme ia oad bakes oe wr wares * his acknowledg- 
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a Mt a ment of having 





Ames ee —— ’ 
a — Sf erred with re- 
“Al gard to the 

A Cumming event 
which has cast 
80 great a 
shadow behind. 
Mr. Berkeley 
Levett, too, we 
are told, regrets 
his Levetty. 

First Lord 
Smith on Mon- 
day pounced on 
the remaining 
time of the 


















Session, and 
claimed prece- 
dence for 





Government 
business for 
every day, at 
the same time 
detailing the 
hapless measures which would have to be “ chucked again,” amongst 
them the ill-fated Deceased Wife’s Sister. 

‘Was it “his sarcasm” when First Lord Smith referred to North- 
ampton’s chosen as “the Hon. Member for Labouchere " ? 

There are no bigots like converts. Mr. Chamberlain is the most 
active opponent of his former companions in arms, and since his 
alliance with “the gentlemen of England,” he has become plus royal iste 
gue le roi, but his discovery that the Gladstonites had dropped 
Home Rule was “a little too previous,” 

With the O’Gorman Mahon a familiar figure leave; the world of 
politics for ever, and death has snapped a link between the beginning 
and the end of the century generation. Unfortunate party the Sena- 
parti—in fact, the whole business in Manipur has been a gigantic 
blunder, costing brave blood and good treasure, 
be Dockers show up well at the Labour Commission, There was 
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(a } 
BO TO THE BIRD. 
Dear Child. —* Say ‘Bo!’ to them, Mr. Smith. Do say ‘Bo!’ to them! 
Smith (always willing to oblige).—* Bo!” 
Dear Child.—* There, Sissy ! You said he couldn't!” 
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a good deal in the answer that alien Jews did not compete with them 
as the work was too hard. These gentry devote their attention to 
sweating other people, not themselves. 

Laundresses in the House. Everybody thought they had come for 
the Grand Old Collars. 








William’s Pockets. 

WILLIAM keeps things in his pockets. We wish that he would 
keep himself in them, so that we should have no chance of seeing him. 
What does William keep in his pockets? Why, his keys, a lot of 
coppers, and a penknife that the blades are always stuck fast in 
because he will keep cough drops mixed up, which get hot and melt. 
Then he has rate papers mixed up with the beastly mess. When 
William wants to pay a penny tramcar fare he lugs out an acid drop. 
When he wants to chew an acid drop he has a go at a French half- 
penny, which nigh breaks his front teeth. He tries to open his street 
(loor, too, with his penknife, and to cut apples with the door key. 
William is a kindly, honest creature. We can do with him—a little 
at a time, 


A Rhythmic Reviewlet. 
HAVE you heard of “ The Bachelors’ Club”? 
It isn’t a club with a “ sub,” 

But a book of blithe blend, 

By one Zangwill ‘twas penned. 

On Fame’s drum ‘twill beat rub-a-dub-dub, 
And from you Care’s rust it will rub, 


Low Comedy Merchandise, 


A THEATRICAL manager, who had just arranged his spring tour 
and confided the details thereof to his company as a mighty secret, 
said in the greenroom, at night, “ Which of you boys was it that told 
Bilkins (a rival caterer) all our towns?” 

“That town crier, Grigson !” said the first old man, with whom the 
second ditto was no great favourite. 

“Then why,” said Flips, our low comedian, who was such a 
humorous rascal—off, “then why is Grigson like a School Board 
pedagogue ?”” 

We all gave it up. ‘Curse your conundrums!” said the manager, 
as he strode out of the room. 

“ One teaches the poor—the other peaches the tour.” Then we all 
very properly retired to our dressing rooms, 
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SOMETHING NEW IN POLITICS. 
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¢ ' you Knowea thst ‘ " = 


Ga” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, ret: rn, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stan.jed and directed envelope. 
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THE DREAD OF MISCONCEPTION. 
Poppet.—* WHAT'S GOOSEY THINKING OF 80 INTENTLY? 


y/ ay\. \ 


oe 





Goosey.—* GOOSEY'’S WONDERING WHY HIS OWNEST POPPET SITS WITH HER BEAUTIFUL PEARLY COMPLEXION AT THE MERCY OF THE 
NASTY. CRUEL SUN, WHILE SHE HAS AN UMBRELLA TO DEFEND IT.” 


Poppet. —* DARLING ! 


HIS POPPET WERE SPOONING, YOU THOUGHTLESS DUCKINNS 


The Apology. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THE Prodigal Child, 
Whose ways are so wild 
That the bliss of his parents is thoroughly 
“sn iled,” 
Has day after day 
Drawn big houses, they say, 
To a theatre where some mimes speechlessly 
play ; 
And the audience follows with pity sincere 
The misguided infant's erratic career, 
Till at Jast he repents, 
And his father relents 
From his mood—to their thinking a 
austere, 


trifle 


Now, this Prodigal Son 
Has enjoy'd such a * run,” 
That a second edition must needs be begun : 


Gold Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 


Benoer's 






FOR CHILDREN 
AND 
INFANTS, O O INVALIDS. 


Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d., 28. 6d., 5s., 
and 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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New card-tricks amaze 
Crowds of people who gaze, 


And the Prince of Wales deals with them, 


earning dispraise ; 


But in silence he stands when they beg he'll 


amend, 


While his course of proceeding he does not 


defend, 
And the lesson he’s had 
Must have made him feel sad, 


So we hope that it all will come right in the 


end. 


THE new baby had been christened * Nelly,” 
an | little four year old Mervyn, her brother, 
who had zoological tendencies, having heard 
someone allude to her as an “ infant,” wanted 
to know if he might call his little baby sister 


“an nelly-phant.” 


AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 
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Write as smoothly as @ ead pencil, nelther scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a New Process N.B.—A:tention is 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
fexibilit Assorted Sample box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
rom C BRANDAUER & Co.’S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, 








Ir 1TS POPPET PUT UP ITS UMBRELLA, THE CREATURE ON THAT SEAT WOULD THINK ITS GOOSEY-POOSEY AND 


LADY KATE WESTLEIGH and the Hon. 
Mrs. Tolladay were condoling with each 
other on the respective distempers of their 
respective pugs. Said Lady Kate, “ Mine is 
just getting well now.” 

“Then why,” said her torment of a brother, 
“is the other like a pretty London suburb?” 

oth ladies indignantly gave it up, when 
the torment came in with, “ Because it is 
Herne ’ill.” 

He was smacked and sent to bed. 





HE was only an ignorant waiter, hovering 
round an engaged couple, and when the lady 
whispered, “ George, squeeze my hand again, 
and I scream!” He overheard, and swooped 
down on them with, “Ice cream, yes, miss 
—vanilla or raspberry?” 

He does all his waiting now—for a situa- 
tion, 


CADBURY'S 





COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tuercrors BEST 











